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D E« IC AT ION. 



Years ago I used to say, that, if I ever wrote a book, it should be 
dedicated to my mother. 

The possibility — then contemplated almost in jest, has now been 
fulfilled. The book is written : but all else is changed. I will keep my 
promise still. ^ 

Let this, my first novel, which would have been a tribute of tenderest 
aflection to the Living, become a solemn offering to the holy memory 
of the Dead. 

I? 
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THE OGI L VIE S. 



CHAPTER I. 

She, like the hazel twig 

Is straight and slender ; and aa birown in hae 

Aa hazel nuts, and sweeter than their kernels. 

Shakspsari. 

*^ SIatharine, Katharine — where is Katharine 
Ogilvie?" resounded from the entrance-hall of 
an old family mansion, in which, between the 
twilight and moonlight of a Decemlifer evening, 
a» group of young people were assembled. 

" Where is she? why, staying to adorn herself, 
of course," said " a young lady," the very type, 
par excellence, of that numerous class, being pret- 
ty-faced, pretty-spoken, and pretty-mannered. 
'^ Was there ever a girl of sixteen, who did not 
spend two hours at the least, in dressing for her 
fbrst evening party ? I know I did." 

" Very likely," muttered a rather fine-looking 
youns man, who stood at the door. " I dare saj 
you do the same now, Bella. But Katharine is 
not one of your sort." 

The first speaker tossed her head. " That is 
a double-edged compliment. Pray, Mr. Hugh 
Ogilvie, for which of your cousins do you mean 
it ?" And Miss Isabella Wursley, shaking her 
multitudinous ringlets, looked up in his face, 
with what she doubtless thought, a most be- 
witching air of espieglerie. 

But the young man turned away, quite unmoved. 
Her fascinations, so apparently displayed, only 
vexed him. ^^ I wish some of you children would 
go and fetch your cousin. Uncle and aunt Ogil- 
vie are quite ready ; and ELatharine knows her 
father will not endure to be kept waiting, even 
by herself." 

"It is all your fault, cousin Hugh," inter- 
posed one of the smaller fry, which composed the 
Christmas family-party, assembled at Summer- 
wood Park. " I feel quite sure that Katharine 
is staying to tie up the flowers you sent her. I 
told her how scarce they were, and how you 
rode over the country, all this morning, in search 
of them," continued the wicked, long-tongued 
little imp of a boy, causing Hugh to turn very 
red, and walk angrily away ; and consequently 
winning an approving glance from the elder sis- 
ter of all the juvenile brood — Isabella Worsley. 

" Really, Hugh, what a blessing such a cousin 
as yourself must be," sneeringly observed the 
latter, following him to the foot of the staircase, 
where he stood restlessly beating his heel upon 
the stone steps. " One quite envies Katharme, 
in having you so constantly at Summerwood. 
Why, it is better for her than possessing half-a- 
dozen brothers, isn't it now ? And I dare say 
you have never wanted your sister Eleanor at 
aU!" 



"Not if she were like my cousin Bella," 
thought Hu^h ; but he made no audible answer, 
except beginning a long, low whistle — sports- 
man-fashion. 

" I declare, he is calling for Katharine as h« 
does for Juno — ^how very flattering !" cried Isa- 
bella, laughing. " Really, Hugh, this sort of 
behavior does not at all match with that elegant, 
evening costume, which, by-the-by, I have not 
yet sufficiently admired." 

" I wish to goodness I were out of it," mut- 
tered Hugh. " I had rather, a great deal, put 
on my shooting-jacket, and go rabbit-hunting, 
than start for this dull party at Mrs. Lancaster's. 
Nothinef should have persuaded me to it, ex- 
cept — " 

"Except Katharine," persisted Miss Worsley. 
" But here she comes." 

At this moment, a young girl descended the 
stairs. Now, whatever the poets may say, there 
is not a more uncomfortable and unprepossessing 
age than "sweet sixteen." The character and 
manners are usually alike unformed — the grace- 
ful frankness of childhood is lost, and the calm 
dignity of womanhood is not yet gained. Katha- 
rine Ogilvie was exactly in this transition state, 
with regard to both mind and person. She had 
outgrown the roundness of early youth, and her 
tall, thin figure, without being positively awk- 
ward, bore a ludicrous resemblance — as the short, 
plump Miss Worsley often remarked — to a let- 
tuce run to seed, or a hyacinth that will stretch 
out its long, lanky leaves with an obstinate de- 
termination not to flower. This attenuated ap- 
pearance was increased, by the airy evening 
dress she wore — a half-mourning robe, exhibit- 
ing her thin neck and long arms, whose slender- 
ness caused her otherwise well-formed hands to 
seem somewhat disproportionate. Her features 
were regular and pleasing — ^but her dark, almost 
sallow complexion, prevented their attracting 
the notice which their classical form deserved. 
But the girl had one beauty, which, when she 
did chance to lift up her long lashes — ^a circum- 
stance by no means frequent — ^was almost start- 
ling in its effect. Katharine's eyes were mag- 
nificent, of the darkest, and yet most limpid 
hazel — ^with an iris of that clear, bluish white, 
which gives a look of such pure brightness, as 
if the deep, unfathomable orbs were floating in 
their own light. Therein lay the chief expres- 
sion of her fiice ; and often, when the rest of the 
features seemed perfectly in repose, these strange 
eyes were suddenly lifted up, revealing such a 
world of feeling, enthusiasm, passion, and ten- 
derness, that her whole form seemed lighted ax^ 
into beauty. 
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Icx^ at yon," said Isabella, drawing her shrink- 
m^ oonsin under the light of the hall lamp. 
" Well, you are dressed tolerably to-night ; your 
hair is neat, and pretty enough." It was, in- 
deed, very lovely, of a rich porple-blaok hue. 
its silken, \^Yy masses being most gracefully 
folded round her small heaid. ^'But, Kath- 
arine, child, what makes you so pale? You 
ought to be delighted at going to tfiis grand 
8oir6e ; I only wish I h^ ppen. Invited in your^ 
stead." 

'^ So do I too. Indeed, Bella, it would have 
been much pleasanter for me to stay at home," 
said Katharine, in a low, timid voice, whose 
jqau^ic wa9 at least equal to the beauty of )ier 
©yes. 

" You little simpletom to say so ! But I don't 
believe a word," cried Isabella. 

" You m^y believe her or npt, just as you 
like. Miss Bella, nobody minds," answered Hu^h, 
rather angrily, as he drew his young cousm's 
arm through his own, " Come, Katharine, donH 
be frightened, I'll take care of you ; and we 
will manage to set through this formidable liter- 
ary spir^e together." 

' She dung to him with a grateful ai^d ^ec- 
tionate look : which would certainly have once 
more roused Isabella's acrid tongue, had not 
Mr. and Mrs. Ogilvie appeared. After them 
fdlowed a light-footed graceful girl in deep 
mounting. She carried a warm shawl, which 
•he wrapped closely round Katharine. 

"There's a ^ood thoughtful little Nelly," 
said Hugh, admiringly, while Katharine turned 
round with a quick impulse and kissed her. 
But she did not say a word, except, "Good- 
night, dear Eleanor," for her young heart had 
fluttered strangely throughout all this evening. 
However, thefe was no time to pause over 
doubts and trepidations, since her father was 
already calling irom the carriage, and thither she 
was herself hurried by Hugh, with an anxious 
care and tenderness that still further excited 
Isabella's envious indignation. 

"It is a fine thing to be an only daughter, 
and an heiress," thought she. "But one can 
easily see how the case will end. Hugh thinks, 
of course, that he may as well get the estate 
with the title, and uncle Ogilvie will be glad 
enough to keep both in the family, even if Hugh 
is not quite so rich as Croesus. I wonder how 
much money old Sir James will leave him, 
though. Any how, it is a good match for a lit- 
tle ugly tWng like Katharine. But the husband 
she gets will make matters even, for Hugh 
Ogilvie is a common-place, stupid bore. I 
would not have married him for the world." 

Miss Worsley's anger had probably affected 
her memory, since she came to pay this visit to 
her maternal grand-father, with the firm de- 
termination so to " play her cards" as regarded 
Hugh, that on her departure she might have 
the certainty of one day revisiting Summer- 
wood as its future mistress. 

Let us — thinking of the fearful number of her 
class which slur and degrade the pure ideal of 
womanhood — look mournfully on this girl. She 
had grown wise too soon — ^wise in the world's 
evil sepse. With her, love had been regarded 
alternately as a light jest and a sentimental pre- 
tense, at an age when she could not understand its 
•liaracter, and ought scarcely to have heard its 



name, and when the time came for the full 
heart of womanhood to respond to the mystic, 
universal touch, there was no answer. The 
one holy feeling had been frittered away into a 
number of small fancies, until Isabella, now 
fully emerged fircnn her boarding-school romance, 
believed ^^lat her brother told her, that "a girl 
should wait till she is asked to marry, and then 
m^e the best match she can." And until this 
desirably event hap^ned, which, at five-and- 
twenty, seemed farther than ever from her earn- 
est longings. Miss Worsley amused herself by 
carrying on passing flirtations with every agree- 
able youn^ man she met. 

But while Isabella's vain and worldly mind 
was thus judging by its oy^ be^er motives, the 
pure, unsuspicious nature of Katharine OgUvie, 
the latter sat calmly by Hugh's side, enjoying 
the dreamy motion of the carriage, and not dis- 
posed to murmur at the silence of its occu- 
pants, which gave her full liberty to indulge ia 
thought. 

"It is very cold," at last observed Mrs. Ogil- 
vie, trying to make the most original observii- 
tion she cdnld, in order to rouse her husband, 
who was always exceedingly cross after his 
sleep — a circumstance which she naturally 
wished to prevent if possible. A ffrunt aa* 
swered her observation: " 

"Don't you think you will get eolder than 
ever if you go to sleep, Mr. Ogilvie ?'* pursued 
the lady. 

"Pray sufier me to decide that,?' answered 
he. "It was very foolish of us to go to this 
party, all the way to London, on such a wintrjr 
night. 

" But, my dear, jrou know Katharine must b« 
brought out some time or other, and Mrs. Lan- 
caster's soir6e was such an excellent opportunity 
for her, since we can not have a ball at honae on 
account of Sir James. Mrs. Lancaster knows 
all the scientific and literary world — ^her parties 
are most brilliant — ^it is a first-rate introduction 
for a girl." 

Poor Katharine felt her timidity come over 
her with added painfulness, and she heartilv 
wished herself on the ottoman at bar grand- 
father's feet, instead of on her way to this ter* 
rible ordeal. But Hugh gave her hand an en- 
couraging pressure, and she felt comforted. Sq 
she listened patiently to her mother's enumera- 
tion of all the celebrated people she would b« 
sure to meet. After which the good lady, op. 
pressed by her sonmolent husband's example, 
leaned her head back, so as not to disarrange 
her elegant tiara, and fell asleep in a few min- 
utes. 

The carriage rolled through the unfrequent- 
ed reads which mark the environs of the metrop- 
olis. Katharine sat watching the light which 
the carriage-lamps threw as they passed, illu- 
mining for a moment the formal, leafless hedges, 
until every trace of rurality was lost in tha 
purely suburban character o( the villa-studded 
road. The young girl's vision, and the most 
outward fold of her thoughts, received all these 
things, but her inner mind was all the while re- 
volving widely different matters, and chiefly, 
this unseen world of society, about which she 
had formed various romantic ideas, the pre- 
dominant one being, that it was a brilliant daz- 
zling compound of the scenes described in BuU 
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J[]t iis }m^ pos9n9le to iini»gHie;e. girl more 
p^rly i^oca^t of tbe reiaUtiies of lifo than was 
f^lUMrine OgilviiQ ftt sixte9^. Pelio^te health 
^ H^e h^r cbil(UiQo4 ^c^itJUT} ^^ tbopgh 
fpitiwe l|a4 bestowed o^i hjer apch tro<i^ of 
o^9i^p-pla^iellow^, she j^ Imown little of aiiy 
pf them except Hii^h ^d his si^t^r . ^e h«4 
P9»fi pot|i»ii|g of soo^ety, or of tije amuseioAats 
of ilifi^, fpr her ^^eti Te^ed Pftreats rarely 
vmal^ ^ ^^ wpj;W. J\/iK- WW Mf s. Qflilyie 
were a pattern couple for indiviidQILl «xceUeiioe 
§11^ ma£)#l <^9i9ec>i4kpce of ^|ri^QAial prop^ie- 
ll^. United in fl^iddle life, %h^ » existence 
lio^d PA iA a i^^tcid jstv^ajarrdeiep, J^ilent, mi- 
|l^l4^d ; t|ieir fi^pctipn towfisd €>9^ other, and 
tmFfi^ their Pi^y PWd, beiwg T^^tW passive 
^MP fLQJtiVjB, r^ l^iough steady, very updempn- 
m^f^' So ^tharine, whcpi mme h^ oast 
in a different mold, became, ^ the ppnfidiAg 
f)ji^ plil»i<ig j^lplc^snesapf obildhppd depc^ned, 
R^e f^ more simt ^p vfithiii herself-rlpoking 
tp ,^self ^one ft^x ^aonsemppt, seeking po 
i^r either in her ^lea^ures or in ber cares. 
A life like this sometimes educes strength and 
originality of character, but more often causes 
|t|i)9ovbidness of feelipg whicb contents itself 
^ooprhoat existence with drei^Aung, not acting. 
Or il7 indeed, the soul's long-restrained a^ 
^ p^jssioniite emotions do b^e^ out, it is with a ter- 
ribly flood that sweeps ^wajr all before it. Katfa- 
^^ine was by no means sentimental, for the term 
implies affectation, of which no trfuie had ever 
ffififred. her jHire pature. B«t her whole char- 
«i9$pr ^wc^ imbued with the wildest, deej^t 
rp]pi|knce^-the romance which comes instinctive- 
ly jp .a ^elvrconstituted mind, left to form its 
pUKU ideal of what is good and true. Her soli- 
ffu(y childhopd had created an imaginary world, 
in N^hioh she lived and moved, side by side with 
i$s inhabitants. These were the heroes and 
^jeroines of the books she had read — a most 
^eroaeneous mass of lit^ature, and of her 
01/fja. lanciful dre,ams. One thing only was 
w^tipg to erown her romance. Though she 
Ja^d lu^tually wasted sixteen years, the full time 

tUowed for its ultimation in girlhood, Katharine 
ad never even fancied herself **in love" — ex- 
f Cjept wi^ Zanoni. A lew vague day-dreams 
and nightly fancies had of late floated over her 
miirit, causing her to yearn for some companion 
]^her and nobler than any she had yet ]aiown ; 
pne on whom she might expend, not merely her 
warm home-affections, already fully bestowed 
/pn her plurents and Hugh, but the love of her 
90^, the wprship of heiart and intellect oom- 
^^i^d. And she had of late tried to fulfill this 
hai^mg, by changing her ideal hero f(^ a real 
l^iunan being, that young poet, whose life was 
itself a poem— rKeats. His likeness, which 
Katharine had hung up in her room, haunted 
her perpetually, jandinany a time she sat watoh- 
^ that face with its dre^y eyes, passion- 
qiMvering lips, and wavy hair, tmtil she felt for 
jtbis embodiment of the beautiful poet-soul, npw 
. ^one from earth, a sensation very like tbat love 
of which she had read, that strange, delicious 
^oret which was to her as yet only a n^me. 

And thus, half a woman and half a child, 
Katharine Ogilvie was about to pass out of her 
ideal world, so familiar and so dear, into the 



re«l world, pf wl|ioh .she knew npthii^g. No 
wonder that she W9^ P}Iq^% m^ disp&ed tp 
muse. 

" Wake up, little cousin of mine ; what •aiy 
you thinking about ?'^ said Hu|[h, iMdeiUy, after 
an interval of patience-waiting. 

Katharine started, and her reverie ^wa» broken. 
The painful eonsciousness that Hugh might 
smile at her for having been ^' jn the olau£, ■* 
as he called these fits of a&traotipn, ^m^^th^ 
color rise rapidly in her cheek. 

" What made you imagine I was Uilnkiog at 
all ?" she answered. 

^* Merely because -vfe have been perfectly 
silent for the last hour,'' answered Hugh, in ^ 
tone iar gentler than be ever used to Isabella, 
^'so Uiat your papa and mamma have had tim^ 
to fall comfortably asleep, and I l^ave grown 
quite weaiy and cross, through not having the 
pleasant talk that we promised piirselves thU 
mcNpning." 

'' Dear Hugh I it was vei^ stupid of me." 

"^ot at all, dear Kathanne," Hugh at»s»ser- 
ed, echoing the adjective with an emphasis that 
deepened its meaning considerably. "Not at 
all — ^if you will tell me now what occupied your 
thoughts so much." 

But Katharine, sincere as was her afiBectipp 
for her cousin, felt conscious that he would not 
understand one-half of the fanciful ideas whi^ 
had passed through her brain during that lonff 
interval of silence. So her reply was the fisnu 
compromise — one which people adopt in such 
cases. 

"I was thinking of several things ;* among 
others, of Mrs. Lancaster's party." 

Hu^h looked rather annoyed. "I thought 
you did not wish to go, and would much rather 
have been left at home." 

" Yes, ^t the last, and yet all this fortnight I 
have been longing for the day. Hugh, did you 
ever feel what it is to wish for any thing, and 
dream of it, and wonder about it, until when the 
time came you grew positively frightened, and 
almost wished that something would happen to 
frustrate your first desire ?" 

" Was this what made you so timid then ?" 

*' Perhaps so — I hardly know. I enjoyed the 
anticipation yery much until, from thinking of 
all the wonderful people I should meet, I began 
to think about myself. It is a bad thing to 
think too much about oneself, Hugh — is it not?" 

Hugh assented abstractedly. It always gave 
him much more pleasure to hear Katharine talk 
than to talk himself; and besides his conversa- 
tion was rarely either rapid or brilliant. 

Katharine went on. 

" It was, after all, very vain and foolish of me, 
to fancy that any one I should meet to-night 
would notice me in the least. And so I have 
now come to the determination not to think 
about myi^lf or my imperfections, but to enjoy 
this evening as much as possible. Tell me, 
Hugh, what great people are we likely to see?" 

" There is the Countess of A , and Lord 



WiUiam B- 



and Sir Vivian C- 



?j 



said 



Hugh, naming a few of the minor lights of the 
aristocracy, who lend their feeble radiance to 
middle-class reunions. 

"I do not call these * great people,*" an- 
swered Katharine, in a tone of di&^^'<^'c:^s^s£kfi3G^.. 
" They ai^ wA. xsv^ \«ft<ys,'9» -MCi^XiRxvixshSA. \.-«vj»s. 
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to see great writers, ^eat poets, great paint- 
ers,'' she oontinued, with an energy that made 
Hush open his great blue eyes to their atir 9st 
wi£h. 

*< Weil, well, my little enthusiast, you will see 
plenty of that sort of people too." 

" ITuU tort of people," repeated Katharine^ 
in a low tone, and she shrank into herself,- 
and was silent fo^ five minutes. A feeling 
of naafling vexation, even toward Hugh, op- 
preSbd her, until a chance movement wafted 
toward her the perfume of her flowers — ^the 
flowers— to procure which, he had ridden for 
miles over the country — ^that rainy morning. 
A trifle sways one's feelings sometimes: ami 
Katharine's at once turned toward Hugh, with 
an almost contrite •acknowledgment of his 
kind nature. She sought an opportunity to 
remove any painful impression her sudden silence 
might have given him. 

" Well, here we are, almost at our journey's 
end, and papa and mamma are still asleep. We 
shall have very little more time for our talk, 
Hush — so make haste, and tell me what occu- 
pied your thoughts, during that long hour of si- 
lenoe?" 

"Not now, dear Katharine, not now!" said 
her cousin, in a tone so low and hurried, that 
Katharine would have been compelled to repeat 
the question, had not the carriage stopped, and 
the sudden waking of the elders produced a 
change in the state of affairs. 



CHAPTER n. 

Meanwhile the day sinks fast, the sun is set 
And in the lighted hall the guests are met. 
On frozen hearts the fury rain of wine 
Falls, and the dew of music, more divine, 
Tempers the deep emotions of the time 



Bow many meet who never yet have met, 
To part too soon, but never to forget ; 
But life's familiar vail was now withdrawn. 
As the world leaps before an earthquake's dawn. 

Shkllst. 

Before Katharine had time once more to 
grow terrified at the sudden realization of her 
ideal of the world, she found herself in the brill- 
iant drawing-rooms of Mrs. Lancaster, follow- 
ing in the wake of her stately parents, and cling- 
ing, with desperate energy, to the arm of her 
cousin Hugh. Her eyes, dazzled and pained by 
the sudden transition from darkness to light, saw 
only a moving mass of gay attire, which she was 
utterly unable to individualize. Her ear was 
bewildered by that scarcely suppressed din of 
many voices, which makes hterary conversazioni 
in general a sort of polite Babel. Indeed, the 
young girl's outward organs of observation were 
for the time, quite dazzled ; and she only awoke 
to life on hearing her mother say — ■ 

" Mrs. Lancaster, allow me to mtroduce to 
you my daughter, Katharine." 

Now, ever since Mrs. Ogilvie had discovered 
an old schoolfellow in the celebrated Mrs. Lan- 
caster, Katharine had heard continually of the 
lady in question. Every one talked of her as a 
"clever woman," — "a blue," — ^an extraordinary 
creature — a woman of mind ; and, somehow, the 
ffirl had pictured to herself a tall, masculine, 
Joad'vohed dame. Therefore, s\iQ was agreea- 
bJy sarprisedj at seeing before ber a lady— cer- 



tainly not pretty, nor young, except in her attire ; 
but, nevertheless, graceful, from her extreme 
smallness and delicacy of figure ; nor was thero 
any thing outri in her appearance, except a pe- 
culiar style of head-dress, which set ofi'the shape 
of her face to much advantage. This face was 
not remarkable for an inteUectual expression, 
though the features evidently perpetuaUy strng- 
led to attain one. Still in spite oi her semi-wSd 
glances, compressed lips, and fixed attitudes, 
Mrs. Lancaster never could succeed in appearing 
a genius, but was merely an agreeable-lookiiig, 
stylish little lady. 

In that character, Katharine was not in the 
least afraid of her. Infinitely relieved, she felt 
the light touch of the jeweleafingers, and listen- 
ed to the blandest and best-modulated welcome 
that female lips could utter, until the girl's pre- 
vailing sentiments were those of intense relief, 
deep admiration, and undying gratitude, toward 
Mrs. Lancaster. 

Immediately afterward, a tall, thin, pale youBff 
man, who stood behind the lady, timidly and 
silently shook hands with Katharine's parents, 
and then, to her infinite surprise, with her- 
self. 

*^ Who is that gentleman ? I don't know him,^' 
said Katharine, m a whisper, to Hugh. " Why 
did not mamma introduce me— and why did lie 
not speak ?" 

" Oh ! it is only Mr. Lancaster, Mrs. Lancaa- 
ter's husband," answered Hugh, with a scarce 
ly perceptible smile. " He rarely speaks to any 
body, and nobody minds him at all.'' 

" How very odd," thought Katharine, whoee 
idea of a husband — ^when the Subject did occupy 
her mind — ^was some noble being, to whom the 
wife could look up with reverent admiration, who 
was always to take the lead in society, she fol- 
lowing after like a loving shadow — ^but still only a 
shadow — of himself. Katharine watched Mrs. 
Lancaster, as she flitted about here and there, all 
smiles and conversation, ^hile the silent husband 
retreated to a comer; and she thought once 
more, how very strange it yms. She expressed 
as much to Hugh, when, after great difficulty, 
they at last found a seat, and talked together in 
that deep quietude which is nowhere greatev 
than in a crowded assembly oi strangers. 

But Hugh did not seem at all surprised; he 
had not known the Lancasters long, he said; 
but he believed they were a very happy couple. 
Mrs. Lancaster was a very superior woman, and 
perhaps that was the reason she took the lead, 
rather than her husband. - 

" My husband shall never be a man inferior to 
myself; he shall be one whom I can worship, 
reverence, look up to, in every thing," said 
Katharine, while her eye dilated, and her cheek 
glowed with earnestness. But when she caught 
Hugh's look fixed upon her with intense astonish- 
ment, deepened by an expression then quite in- 
explicable to her, Katharine suddenly felt con- 
scious that she had said something wrong, and 
shrank abashed into her corner. She was not 
disturbed, for Hugh did not answer a word, but 
once or twice she fancied she heard him sigh - 
heavily. 

"Ah, poor Hugh!" thought Katharine, "ha 
imagines his wild cousin will never amend. 
And yet, I only spoke what I thought. I must 
not do tViat any moxe. YwYva-^a isv^ ^o\x^\» 
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are foolish or wrong, since no one else seems to 
understand them." 

And Katharine, ^lad as she had felt of Hugh's 
society and protection in this gay place of deso- 
ladon — ^for so it seemed to her — experienced a 
feeling very like relief, when a lady near them 
addressed her cousin, and occupied his attention, 
so that she herself could sit still and think. It 
was an amusement to her to watch the difierent 
comhinations of the kaleidoscope of moving 
humanity which passed in review before her; 
looking at the different individuals, and speculat- 
ing on their characters, or weaving little his- 
tories that might belong to each. Katharine 
took most interest in her own sex, who, with 
their zephyr-like dresses, and smilins air, at 
least approached her ideas of outwan grace; 
but the *^fine gentlemen" of a modern drawing- 
room did not at all resemble the heroes with 
which the romance-loving girl had peopled her 
world. See hardly bestowed a second glance 
upon any of them. 

At last, while her eyes were vacantly fixed on 
the door, it opened and admitted a gentleman. 
Katharine looked at him, and this time her gaze 
was attracted a second time — a third — ^until it 
rested permanently on this fortunate individual. 

He was, in truth, a man of striking appearance. 
Not from his personal beauty, for there were 
many in the room whose features were far more 
perfect than his, but from an inexpressible dig- 
nity^ composure of manner, and grace of move- 
ment, to which his tall figure gave every ad- 
vantage. His clear, open countenance was not 
disfigured by any of the modem atrocities of 
mustache and imperial, no starched white cravat 
hid the outline of his chin and upper throat, and 
his dark, crisped hair was thrown back, giving a 
classic beauty to the whole head. He had a 
complexion of clear brown ; and calm, contem- 
plative eyes, of that dark gray which seems ever 
changing in hue and expression. But no indi- 
vidu^ feature would adequately give an idea of 
the indescribable air which at once impressed an 
observing mind, with the conviction that this 
man was different to other men. Even the 
slight sinmilarities of dress — ^usually puerile and 
eontemptible affectations — ^were by him made 
so completely subservient to the wearer, that 
the most captious could not accuse him of con- 
ceit or eccentricity. Had he appeared in a 
Roman toga he would have carried it with an 
air that would have identified the dress with the 
man, and prevented both from seeming ridic- 
ulous. 

This was he on whom Katharine's young eyes 
rested the moment he entered the room. Let 
the world laugh as it will at first impressions, or 
as we might say with the poet — 

" Love at first-sight, first-born, and heir to all." 

But we do not go so far as our well -beloved 
Tennyson. First impressions are not love, but, 
as the first streaks of dawn foretell the glorious 
noon, into which they at last expand, so does 
this shadowy light merge into the broad day of 
love. Oh ! Katharine, simple Katharine, who 
watched that face with a vague deepening in- 
terest, feeling certain that she had seen it before 
— it seemed so familiar yet so new — ^to whom 
that one stately form appeared at once to indl- 
ridiialize itself from every other in the room, 



whose eye followed it with a pleased obnscioas- 
ness that it brought sunshine wherever it moved 
—dear Katharine ! you are not the first to whom 
a life's destiny has thus come at once ; forcing 
the acknowledgment that there are, in human 
iiature, strange and sudden impulses, which, 
though mysterious in their exercise, and still 
more so in their causes, are nevertheless reali- 
ties. 

Katharine watched this young man for a long 
time. Sometimes, when he came hearer, she 
listened, and caught a few tones of his voice ; 
they were like his face, calm, thoughtful, ex- 
pressive, and they went to Katharine's heart like' 
the music of some dear olden song. 

" What are you looking at so earnestly, Kath- 
arine?" said Hugh's cheerful voice, breaking in 
upon the girl's sUence. 

Katharine Jiad no redson to conceal her 
thoughts, so sbe frankly pointed out the object 
of her contemplation. 

^^ Look at him, Hugh ! Has he not a pleasant, 
thoughtful face?'* 

Hugh could not see any such face, or .would 
not. ' 

^' There ! standing by the lady at the harp, I 
have watched him a long time," said Katharme. 
^^ I feel sure I must have seen him somewhere 
b^ore." 

"In the clouds, very likely," answered her 
oousin, with a sharpness rare to. his quiet man- 
ner, " for he has but just come from abroad. I 
have seen him here once before, but no one, ex- 
cept my romantic little cousin, ever called Lyne- 
don handsome." 

"Lyuedon — Lynedon. Is that his name?'* 

" Yes ; and that is all I know about him. But, 
Katharine — ^there, your eyes are wandering after 
him again. Why, you will be noticed if you 
look at him so much, even though you do think 
him handsome." 

"I do not," said Katharine, (quietly; "but his 
face seems as if I knew it ; it is pleasant to me 
to look at him, as it is to look at a picture or a 
statue. However, I will not do so if it is wrong, 
or, at all events, rude. I do not know the world 
so well as you, dear cousin." 

Hugh's countenance brightened, and he said 
no more> Meanwhile, Katharine persevered for 
at least five minutes in looking in the direction 
exactly opposite to Mr. Lynedon. At last, cast- 
ing her eyes in the mirror, she saw the reflection 
of nis face, as he stood silent at the opposite end 
of the room. That face, in its thoughtiul repose, 
revealed to her the vague likeness which had at ■ 
once made it seem famdiar and dear. Mr. Lyne- 
don strongly resembled the head of Keats, which 
had been the girl's dream-idol for so many months. 
As the fancy struck her mind Katharine's cheek 
flushed, and a strange thrill shot through her 
heart. She looked at him again, and still the 
likeness seemed to deepen. It was a pleasure 
so new — and with the aid of that friendly mirror, 
surely tliere could be nothing wrong in thus 
watching the living semblance of her poet. So 
Katharine gazed and gazed, utterly unconscious 
that she was drinking m the first draught of that 
cup which is offered to every humaaUj;^\\a^^\sifc^ 
of honev \ Xo oXJsiSta, qI sjjSl. 
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even the "^oi^ mimnar around. A foppish, af- 
fected yovti^g man, at one side of the harp, went 
into ecstasik^ of rapture. Lynedon stooa on the 
other side. His figure, drawn up to its utmost 
height, and hh arms folded, as stul as a marble 
statue. His head was bent, and half in shadow ; 
but once Katharine thought she saw the lips 
tremble with dee^ feeling. She did not wonder, 
for the tears were in her own eyes. 

^^Divinoj enchafiting! Miss Trevor, yon sing 
like an angel,'' cried the young dandy, taking 
out his pocket handkerchief. 

Lynedon did not say a single word, but offered 
his band to lead the m^isician to her seat. She 
seemed a shy, timid cieature, neither fashion- 
able nor beautiful. As they passed, Katharine 
heard him say, in answer to some remark of 
hers — 

" ¥es, it gave me pleasujre. It is a dear, old 
so^g to me. I had a little siste#who used to 
sing it once : she had a swpet Toice, very like 
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yours 

Katharine longed for an ongePs voice, that 
she might have sung that song. She wondered 
if his sister lived ; but, no, there was a tremui 
lousness in his tone when he spoke of her-w-she 
must be dead. He was surely good and ajSfec- 
tionate, since he loved his sister. How well iuhe 
must have loved him I Katharine had already 
woven out the whole romance of this strangers 
life, and yet she did not even know his Christiaii 
wune, and he had not once spoken to her, o^r 
even looked at her. Only some time after, 9lh 
she was in the act of bidding adieu to Mrs. 
Lancaster, Katharine's flowers fell, and Mr., 
Lynedon, who stood beside the hostess, stooped 
and gave them into the young girl's hand. It 
was a trifling act of oourtesy, yet he did it as hq 
did every thmg else, more gracefully than other 
men. But he would have done the same to any 
woman, old or young, ugly or pretty. Kathri- 
rtne felt that he had not even looked m her facD. 
She experienced no surprise, or wounded vanity, 
for she never remembered herself at aU. Even 
now, at ihia faint dawn of feeling, her thoughts 
w<ere alone of him. 

''Well, it has been a pleasant evening," said 
Mrs. QgUvie, when they were again in the car- 
riage, "Do you think so, Hugh?" 

Hugh did, indeed, for there was still the long, 
quiet ride home, with Katharine close beside 
him, ready to talk over every thing, as he had 
proposed. 

"And you, Katharine, love; have you liked 
your entrance into society ?" inquired themother. 

"Yes," said Katharine, gently, but briefly. 
She did not seem half fio much ^sposed to talk 
as Hugh expected. 

"I asked Mrs. Lancaster and her husband to 
spend a day with us ; was I rkht, Mr. Ogilvie ?" 
observed the wife, deferentially. 

" Certainly, my dear, ask whom you please ; 
Mrs. Lancaster is a woman of very good breed- 
ing} and, besides, to an intellectual lady, and a 
l^ver of antiquities, there are many curious and 
xemarkable sights near Sjommerwood Park. Of 
^Oiurse she wiU come ?" 

" Not iust at present, as she has a friend 
staying there, a Mr. Lynedon. I did not know 
whiether you would like him to be included." 

"By all means, Mrs. Ogilvie: I happened to 
have a good deal of talk with Mr. Paul Lyne- 



don— « clever, sensible yoong laan ; has tiip con- 
ceit about him, not like the puppies of the digri 
he is tiying to get into Parliament-^adsures 
Sir Robert, and is particularly well read on Hm 
currency question. By all means inyite Mr. 
Paul Lynedon. 

Katliarine's ears drank in all this. Here i9i# 
new matter added to her little romance. H^ 
was about to enter Parliament-^ noble earear ; 
Elatharine was sure he would rise to be a gr^ 
statesman— a second Canning. And, tbeiiy 1^ 
Christian name was Paul. 

Most young girls think nmch of a Christian 
name; indee<j^ so does every bo(i^. Wekave-aU 
a sort of ideal nomenclature, names that .pleawi 
us by their euphony, or else make us love them 
for their^assoiSiations. Some seem suUed >to 
peculiar oharaoters, and when we meet t)u» 
impersonations of them we are fain to am>ly om 
faxu^iful ideal, saying, "Ah I there a «mrkr]it- 
fiEused, clear-hearted Clara;" or, "this gin. is 
surely a Mary, sweet, gentle Maiy;" qt. "aw^ 
an one is the very beau-ideal of a Walter, a 
Henry, or an Edmund." 

Katharine felt a painful twinge, excusable in 
a romantic damsel of sixteen, when she fcnuwi 
her hero was called Paul. She had yet to leaias 
how dear, how melodious, does the most ondi- 
nary or least euphonioos name become when itisy 
written on the heart. '~^' 

■ " Mr. Paul Lynedon coming to Summerwood," 
observed Hugh, with the faintest shade of annpy- 
anoe perceptible in his tone; "then, Katharina, 
you will have a splendid opportunity of examin- 
ing your handsome hero; ay, and of talking to 
him too." 

" A man like Mr. Lynedon would never think 
of talking to such a child as I," answered 
Katharine, in a lower tone. "And, Hugh, I 
believe I told you Ijtefore, that I do not think bim 
handsome. There is nothing strikingly beautiful 
in his features, indeed, I do not consider theivi 
half so good as yours." 

"Thank you, my kindest of cousins; then 
what made you noticd him so much ?" 

" I can hardly tell, except that there seemed 
in his face something more than beauty, scone- 
thing I never saw before in any other ; and vet 
I can not describe what this something was, but 
it spoke of mind, and dignity, and gentleness." 

" What a hero, Katharine ; I shall be quite 
jealous soon." 

" You need not," said Katharine, layii^g her 
hand on Hugh's arm : Mr. Paul Lvnedon is not 
my coiti^in, my old playfellow, and friend ; and 
if he were, I think I should be too much afraid 
of him ever to feel for him the same affection 
that I bear you and dear Eleanor." 

Hugh looked joyfully in his cousin's eyes— 
they were calm, and clear. They did not droop 
or turn from his face — ^there was not a feeling 
in Katharine's heart that she wished to hide. 

" What are you and Katharine talking about ?" 
said Mr. Ogilvie, rousing himself from one of his 
usual taciturn moods. "We can not hear a 
word on this side of the carriage, and the lamps 
are so dim that we can hardly see your faces." 

"Never mind, my dear,'* observed Mrs. 
Ogilvie, " young people generally like talking 
over a party, ana Hugh and Katharine seem 
always to have plenty to say to one another." 
And a quiet smile passed over the matron's 
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fi|C&, ^howipg hoy siciUed she thouffht herself 
gi tliewomstalj acquirement of reading hearts. 
And wnen, an hour after, that worthy lady and 
ifl&ctionate mother lay cogitating over the past 
(yenin^, she Aought with satislaction that her 
K^atharme had not seemed dazzled i|i the least 
by her first sight of " the world," and appeared 
\fi care for the attentiqns of no one save that 
good, kind cousin, Hu^h, who would oije day 
Qiake her such an excdlent husband. 

While, in the i^ext chamber, jS^harine was 
dreaming one of her wild fantastic dreams, 
wherein she herself was transformed success- 
lyely into the heroine of several of her pet 
romances ; and, somehow, whenever she looked 
into the face of the dearly-loved dream-hero, it 
always changed to the same likeness — the deep 
c^ear eyes i^id floating hair of Paul Lynedon. 



CHAJPTER in. 

tiove took up the glass of Time, and turned it iu bis 

* glowing hands, ' • 

fiyery moment iightly shaken, ran itself in golden sands. 
JjQVe took up the harp of Life, acfd smote on nU the 

chords with might. 
Smote the chord of sielf, that, trembling, passed in music 
- * out of sight. ' Tknnysok. 

The mistress of Summerwood was a living 
homily on the blessmgs of early rising. Evenr 
inpmuig she took her place before the old- 
fashioned silver urn exactly as the clock struck 
pight. She had done the same for some eighteen 
years, during which her fair, serene countenance 
slowly glided into the staid repose of a matron 
of fifty-two. But it still retained its fresh, un- 
wrinkled look, as though the years which had 
passed over it had been counted by sunmiers 
only; and, certainly, since her marriage, life 
had been one long sununer to Mrs. Ogilvie. 

Her husband would have sooner missed the 
daylight than her pleasant face from his break- 
iast-board ; and, winter or summer there could 
pot be a more cheerful sight than the group 
assembled round the early meal at Summer- 
jrfood. For Mr. Ogilvie would allow " no non- 
sense" of late rising, and even his niece, Isabella, 
was forced to give up her fine-lady airs and 
descend at proper time, with the young brother% 
' and sisters, of whom she was the unwilling 
guardian. The family circle was completed by 
Hugh, with his bright, merry "morning face," 
Eleanor, always serene, though over her still 
hung the shadow of a grief— now some months 
past — a mother^s loss; and Katharine, who, 
usually the blithest of the group, seemed on 
this particular day rather thoughtfully inclined. 
Isabella attributed the fact to "the effects of 
dissipation," and laughed at her for being so 
country-bred as to feel overwhelmed with fa- 
tigue by but one party on the same night. 

"If you lived the life that I do, what would 
^ become of you, Katharine ? You would be 
dead in six months, tired as you look now." 

" I really do not feel so," said Katharine. 

"Then why do you drink your ct)ffee with 
^uch a sentimental air ? Did you meet any of 
the ppetical heroes, w^om jou sometimes talk 
about, among the great gemuses, who, as Hugh 
says, congregate at Mr. Lancaster's? Pray, 
tell us whom you fell in love with last night." 



This wfts i^>oken in an undertone, and with a 
meai^i^ smue that made Katharine's cheek 
dush with the quick feeling of girlhood. Her 
simplicity took in earnest all the careless and 
contemptible jests of the young lady whose fir^t 
lessons in the art of love had been received 
at— that, of all evil— a fashionable boarding- 
school. 

"I do not wideratand you, Isabella,?' was 
Katharine^s hurried reply, while Hugh ,^rted 
across the table the most frowning Ipotc his 
good-tempered face could assume. 

"I think, Bella, you might let Katl^rine 
eat her breakfast in peace Tor once,'* he ex- 
clauned. 

" I beg yovir pardon, Hugh ; don't quite kill 
me for troubling your dearly-oeloved cousin 
with my unwarrantable curiosity," sfiid Bella, 
tittering. "But, as her breaWast is nearly 
ended,! should Uke to hear iei little about last 
night, if you will kindly allow the extortion." 

jHugh colored with vexation, and Katt^nnOf 
resignmg herself to her fate, sighed out, "We^ 
Bella,* ofwhat must I tell ?" ' - 

"Oh, in the first place, the dresse3f" 

"I am very sorry, but I did not notice one. 
indeed, I am afraidf I do not care ior dress a? 
much as I ought,") continued Katharine, in k 
deprecating tone. Her sensitive and unformed 
mind seemed ever most painfully alive to rim- 
cule ; and this weakness constantly subjected 
her to the influence of the worldly Isabella. 
But Eleanor Ogilvie came to her aid. 

A^ I am like you, dear Katharine, I fear ; smd ; 
yet I think that neither of us need be so much 
ashamed. ( Now, I will relieve Bella and turn | 
catechist. Did you see any of those celehrU 
ties, as you call them, about whom you have 
been thmking and wondering so much all the 
week." 

"Hugh pointed out several, and it was very 
interestmg to watch them, but—" 

*''But tney were not quite what you expected. 
Is it not so?" • 

" Perhaps," said Katharine, doubtfully, as she 
took advantage of a general move from table, 
and drew near the window, Eleanor following. 
"I wonder why it is that people whose book? 
we read rarely come up to our expectations— 
at least, not exactly. I have heard this, and 
last night I found it out for myself. Why is it, 
Eleanor?" 

Eleanor smiled. There was something pe- 
culiarly sweet and expressive in Eleanor Ogil- 
vie's smile. 

" Dear Katharine, you mu^t not expect me to • 
answer your question which involves the solv- 
ing of such a problem — I, that am little older 
than yourself, and have scarcely seen more of 
the world. But, as I imagine, the reason is 
this, that most men write out in their books 
their inner selves — their deepest and purest 
feelings — and we form our ideal of them from 
that. When we meet them in the world, we 
only see the outer self— perhaps but a rough 
and clumsy shell — and it often takes some timo 
and a great deal of patience, before we can get 
at the kernel." 

" Bravo, little Nelly I" cried Hugh, coming 
behind his sister, and putting his two hands on 
her shoulders. " Why this is a. w^iwe^v^o. ^>Na o.\o. 
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" Who is Mr. Wychnor ?" asked Katharine. 

" Did you never hear Eleanor speak of him ? 
Why Philip Wychnor was her old playfellow, 
and he has been quite her oracle since we met 
in the autumn at Mrs. Breynton's, and we were 
all staying there together." 

*' VfhaX }a he like ?'* again inquired Katha- 
rine. 

" I think I can best answer that," said Elea- 
nor, tumins round, with the faintest rose-tint 
on her usually colorless cheek ; " Philip Wych- 
nor is a nephew of Mrs. Breynton's. full of 
talent, and as gentle and good a boy — ^^ 

"A boy — ^why, Nell, he is more than twen- 
ty," interrupted Hugh, with one of his merriest 
laughs ; " only fancy, Katharine, to call a young 
man — a graduate at Oxford — a boy !" 

*^I mean that he is a boy in gentleness, in 
feeling, in simplicity ; we can none of us remain 
too long children m heart, Hugh," said Elea- 
nor, with a composure which had its effect upon 
the young man, who possessed Katharine's grand 
qualification to make a perfect character; he 
"loved his sister," and, moreover, he felt the 
influence of her more finely-constituted mind 
and character to a degree of which he was hard- 
\y conscious himself. 

" Well, he was a good fellow, this Wychnor. 
though rather too sentimental and poetical for 
me,'°said Hugh. "But, there is aunt Ogilvie 
calling for Katharine. What a pity that our 
moe talk in the comer must end." 

Katharine bounded away in answer to her 
mother's summons. One circumstance ^ave her 
considerable surprise, and yet satisfaction, that 
at breakfast, and after, amidst all the conversa- 
tion about Mrs. Lancaster's soiree^ no one 
had ever mentioned Mr. Paul Lynedon. In 
Katharine's reminiscences of the evening — ^both 
dreaming and awake — this one image stood pre- 
eminent amidst the dim mistiness ot all the rest. 
But this she felt a relief, for who but herself 
could comprehend her d^ecuns ? 

" I want you to write a note to Mrs. Lancas- 
ter, my love," observed her mother. "Your 
Sapa wishes the Lancasters to visit us while 
f r. Lynedon iStops with them, he has taken 
such a fancy to the young man. Did you see 
him, Katharine ?" 

"Yes," said Katharine, and could not find 
another word for her life. 

Her mother did not require one, since she 
was busy fidgeting about in the writing-desk 
for various adjuncts of an epistolary labor, the 
absence of which showed how little versed the 
lady was in the art of correspondence. 

"Shall I fetch my own desk, mamma?" in- 
quired Katharine. 

" Ay, do, love ; you have every thing you want 
there, and I am not used to writing, especially 
to such clever people as Mrs. Lancaster." 

This latter portion of her mother's sentence 

rested painfully on Katharine's mind during her 

journey to her own room and back again. It 

was indeed a formidable thing to write to Mrs. 

Lancaster, and about Mr. Paul Lynedon ! Poor 

Katharine felt positively alarmed ; especially 

when she remembered that all the care of her 

governess and masters had never succeeded in 

making her a caUgraphist, and that she now 

wrote In the most detestable hand imaginable. 

Tim/dJjr did she hint this to her mother. 



"Why, my dear child, you never oared foi 
your handwriting before, what make you so 
oarticular now ? I suppose you are afraid of 
Mrs. Lancaster. But, never mind, for I onoe 
heard her say that clever peoplAilways writa 
badly, and certainly her own hand is a specimen 
of this." 

Katharine laughed, but she did not say m 
word more of excuse, lest her mother should 
discover that there was another person's opinion 
which she had thought of, even before Mrs. 
Lancaster's. 

" He will certainly see the letter — she will 
be sure to show it to him," said Katharine to 
herself, when she was left alone to fulfill her 
task. And the idea that Mr. Lynedon's own 
eyes would rest upon her letter, or at least that 
he would hear it read, made the writing and 
composition seem matters of momentous im- 
portance. She changed the sentences, and re- 
arranged them ; one said too much, another too 
little. First, tne invitation appeared too warm, 
and then its repetition was worded in a style so 
coldly polite, that Katharine felt sure a man 6f 
his dignity would never accept it. She wrote 
more copies than she cared to count, before the 
final decision was made. Then, when in thA 
last carefully-indited epistle she came to his 
name — Mr. Paul Lynedon^ it was written slow- 
ly, almost tremulously. She had said it to her- 
self many times, until it had grown almost a 
familiar sound, but she had never written it be* 
fore. It was a simple arrangement of simple 
letters, and yet, when she had completed the 
epistle, the one name seemed to her to stand 
out in bold relief from the rest of* the page, dis- 
tinct and clear, like the face of it owner among 
all other human faces in that motley crowd. 

Let us travel in spirit, whither Katharine's 
thoughts often wandered that day, and accom- 
pany the letter to its destination. If in real life 
this clairvoyance existed, how many of us would 
,wish to employ it. And with what result? 
)Perhaps to see lines— over which the full heart 
had poured itself, or stilled its beatings in a vain 
effort to write carelessly of what it felt so much 
T— glanced over with an idle, passing' notice, and 
thrown aside I Or, perchance, to mark with 
almost equal pain, that what we wrote as mera 
** words, words, words" of custom or of court- 
esy, became %o the receiver a mine of treasure, 
to be pored over and reconstrued again, ana 
again, hopefully or despondingly, with feelings' 
of whijph we knew not, and knowing would only 
regard in sorrowful pity that they should bi 
thus cast at our feet in vain. 

"Here is an invitation," said Mrs. Lancas-^ 
ter, throwing down Katharine's precious not4 
among a heap of others. "It concerns you, 
Lynedon, will you read it ?" 

" Thank you — ^presently !" Paul finished hit 
coffee, and then took up the letter. " It seema 
a cordial invite — shall you accept it ?" 

"If you are also inclined; Summer wood is & 
pretty place, I believe, with many antiquities in 
the neighlporhood." 

" That will just suit you then," said Lynedon, 
smiling, as he remembered the archaeological 
hobby which Mrs. Lanoaster had lately mount- 
ed, and which she was now riding to death. 

"Yes, but yow youxaeAJ tavoXiX^Tid ^otqa vater- 
ests even among sucVi <\v\\ev.^o\iL q&\2iv^ 0^^\^«. 
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The old father, Sir James, is in his dotage, and 
Mr. Ogilvie has considerable influence in the 
county. He might be of use in this parliament- 
ary scheme of yours, especially as he told me, 
in his own solemn way, how much he liked 
you." 

" Liked me ? Oh, yes, I remember him now. 
A precise, middle-aced specimen of the genus 
* country gentleman/ with a quiet mild-looking 
lady always creeping after him. She was Ihs 
wife, probably." He looked at the signature, 
"* Katharine Ogilvie,' a pretty name, very; it is 
hers, I suppose." 

"No, the note is from their daughter; you saw 
her too the other night, a little brown-complex- 
ioned girl, who dropped her flowers and you gave 
them to her." 

"I really do not remember the fact," said 
Paul Lynedon, shaking back his beautiful hair ; 
" but I am quite at your service, Mrs. Lancas- 
ter, for this visit." 

" Then it is agreed upon ; Julian, my love, put 
it down in my visiting-book, that we may not 
forget." Mr. Lancaster did as he was bidden, 
and his wife and Mr. Lynedon went on with 
their conversation, during which the latter — ^who 
had a habit of always playing with something 
while he was talking earnestly — ^twisted Katha- 
rine^ s note into every conceivable shape, finally 
tearing it into small diamonds, and then again 
into triangles. 

Poor Katharine I and yet in the wildness and 
8elf-forgetfulness of her dream, she might not 
have thought it an unworthj destiny for her let- 
ter. It had been torn. in pieces by Paul Lyne- 
don'sx)wn fingers I 

Added to Mrs. Lancaster's acceptance, came 
one from Mr. Lynedon himself; a few courteous 
words which won the marked approbation of the 
formal Mr. Ogilvie. 

'*A proper gentleman-like note. Mr. Lyne- 
don is, as I thought, very superior to the young 
men of the present day," observed the father. 
He did not see how his yoimg daughter's eyes 
brightened at the words. It was so pleasant to 
hear her hero piuised. 

" And read what Mrs. Lancaster says of him," 
observed Mrs. Ogilvie, and she handed the lady's 
epistle to her husband. 

Mr. Ogilvie looked, shook his head, and pass- 
ed the note on to his daugrhter. " Read it, Kath- 
arine, I never could make out Mrs. Lancaster's 
hand." 

Katharine read with a voice wonderfully 
steady, considering how her little heart fluttered 
all the time. " I thank you for including my 
friend, Mr. Lynedon, in your invitation; it will 
give me pleasure to introduce to your circle one 
whom you will, I trust, esteem as I do. He is a 
man whose talents wiU doubtless one day raise 
him high in the world. He has the minor ad- 
vantages of a good social position,^and, I believe, 
an excellent heart ; but these are nothing com- 
pared to the greatest of all — a commandmg and 
powerful mind." 

" Is Mrs. Lancaster quite right there ?" said 
Eleanor, lifting up her soft, quiet eyes from her 
work. " She seems to think of Mr. Lynedon's 
intellect alone, and never regards any other qual- 
ities. Now he may be a clever man — ^" 
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age." And then, seeing thftt, as usual, her sud- 
den burst of enthusiasm met with but a freezing 
reception, she &rew hot and cold, and heartily 
wished she could run away. 

"Really Katharine, that is a very positive 
declaration to be made by a child like you," said 
her father ; " and, beside, what opportunity can 
jovL have had of judging of Mr. Paul Lynedon's 
intellect. Did he speak to you?" 

" Oh, no ! but I heard him talk to others; that 
was much better than if he had spoken to me. I 
liked very much to listen to him; I did not know 
it was wrong." 

" By no means, my love," said Mrs. Ogilvie. 
"A taste for refined conversation is always be- 
coming in a lady, and when you grow up, and 
are aware of the position you hold in the world, 
I hope you will always have clever men and' 
women in your society. But still, as a child, you 
should not express quite so decided an opinion— 
at least not m public. Here, with only your 
papa, myself, and Eleanor, it signifies little.'* 

Katharine, in the depth of her heart, did not 
at all see that an expression of feeling allowable 
in private, must not be countenanced or given 
way to in public. But she said nothing. Her 
life was a continual exercise of such acts of self- 
suppression, for she always found that arguing on 
the subject did not avail in the slightest degree, 
as her father invariably repeated the same re- 
marks in a tone gradually more and more au- 
thoritative. The girl's only chance of eliciting 
what was good and true, lay in pondering over 
every thing she saw and heard in the depths of 
her own heart, and thus struggling toward a 
conclusion. But, with the wisest of us, this in- 
ternal course of education is often at first grop- 
ing through dark ways. Our minds, not only m 
their powers of acquiring knowledge, but their 
perceptive and reflective faculties, need a guid- 
ins hand as well as our bodies. We must b« 
led awhile, before we havd strength to walk 
alone. 

Katharine Ogilvie had no one to guide these 
first tottering struggles of a mind and heart su- 
perior to those of most women. She was ever 
looking toward the light, and in vain. ' Every 
glimmering taper she mistook for the glorious 
fullness of day. Perhaps it was this intenso 
yearning for something whereon to rest her soul, 
in addition to her purely womemly inclination 
toward hero-worship, that made her cling with 
such sudden vehemence to that ideal which she 
thought she saw in Paul Ljnedon. It was not 
that, according to the creed of young misses of 
her age, she " fell in love." Katharine would 
have started with instinctive delicacy had the 
amusing expression met her ear, or the idea en- 
tered her mmd. Love had as yet little place in 
her world — except as something to come one day 
— a vague sentiment that was full of poetry, and 
carried with it a mysterious charm. Her feeling 
toward Paul Lynedon was something akin to 
what she experienced toward her pet heroes in 
romances, or her favorite poets. An appreciat- 
ive worsMp, drawn forth by all that was m them> 
of noble and beautiful — 
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^s to an anoel wiio gulctect some "bright par- 
ucuiar star.*" , _ 

^ Yet III spite of all this oliild-llke unconscious- 
ly^ of the real nature of the life-phase which 
as opening upon her, it was strange how much 
f vague interest in her hero greW during the 
^w oajs that intervened between the acceptance 
of the mvitation and its fulfillment. But she kept 
^e)r thopgrhts closely looked up in her own heart, 
'^ich, ij^eed, was a circumstance neither strange 
nor.jaew. ^ _ 

When, a few days after, the departure o{ the 
Worsley tribe left Katharine alone with her two 
Qoi^sins, I^ugh and Eleanor, she felt the irestraint 
a^Uttle removed. But still, though she loved 
them both, sincerely, neither they nor any human 
•being had ever pasised the circle of the young 
girl's inner world. Hugh could not — ^it was be- 
Tond his power: and Eleanor, detained for years 
D^ the. sick couQn of her lost motheir, had scarcely 
visited Summerwood. Thus she had never won 
^pm Katharine's shy and reserved disposition 
ii^t friendship and confidence which no mere 
ties of kindred can acquire. 
^Therefore no hand had yet lifted more than 
uie outer fold of this young heart, trembling, 
bui;sting^ and thrilling with its full, rich, pas- 
i^Tonate life, and ready, at the first sun-gleam, to 
^iir forth, rose-like, its whole awakened being, 
m a £ood of perfume, and beauty, and love. 



fcfiAPTEk rV; 

LUce to i good old age released from cat^ 

Joumeyijiff Iq. long serenity away. 

In /such.a bright, }^te quiet, would that I . . , 

Ifight wear out life like thee, midst bowers 4nd bh>o&s, 

iUnd, dearer yet, the sunshine of kind Iboki 

And murmur of kind voices ever nigfa. 

Brtamt. 

Children ought to consider themselves In the house of 
|heir father as in atenmle where nature has placed 
th^m* and of which she has made them the priests and 
fhe ministers, that they mi£b( continually employ them- 
tolves in the worship Of uose deities who ^ave them 
being. HUsocLis. 



^ .Mrs. Lancaster's expected three dajs' visit 
Necessitated considerable preparation within the. 
^uiet precincts of Summerwood, and Katharine 
•jsras deputed to stay as much as possible by her 
grandfather's side, in order to amuse him, and 
l^eep from him the knowledge of any domestic 
ipevolutions. This was rather pleasant to the 
joun^ girl than otherwise, for she was a great 
fayonte with Sii^ James, and retvirned his affec- 
tion by a vi^atchful love, above that of most pet 
|[randcnildren. Besides, the office gave her 
more opportunities of indulging in those fits of 
dreaminess, which now more man ever became 
ner^delight. , 

■ P very morning Hugh looked in upon his girand- 
mt)ier's study; it was called so still, though iaow 
UiS scene of youthful labor had been transformed 
mtp the (^uiet, luxurious asylum of feeble old age. 
Hugh, as he came with his guns or his fishing- 
rods, had often glanced jlialNcontemptuously at 
rthe various oddities which decorated the cham- 
Pex, of the old politician ; ponderous tomes, in 
century-old bincungs -, dusty files of newspapers, 
which chronicled the speeches of Pitt^^ Fox, and 
jBiirke, possibly with the announcement tliat the 



orator was '^ left speaking." And so ie caH^ 
ued to speak in tne minid and mienaory of ^ 
James Ogilvie, who thus, by relics so careful]^ 
preserved, was enabled to blend the past and^Ji 
present. Every morning, wken he had list^es^ 
heard the )ast night's speeches in the Timet, list-, 
ening perhaps more to the echoes of Ims pet 
graim-daughter's young voice than to the ^» 

Suence of Stemley, Peel, or B'lsraell; he madp 
Catherine turn over the old file of newspap<9n^ 
and read the daily chronicle of fifty years ago. 
Thus events, which had grown dim even in. hi^ 
torical recollection, acquired the freshness oi 
yesterday, and great men, sharing in the resos^ 
citation, spoke not from their tombs, but frpiji 
their old haunts in palace and senate. And to 
the old man — ;the last relic of a departed i^e-^ 
this past, was, a reality, the stirrms, teeming 
present, a mere shadow, less than a c^eam. 

Katharine never laughed at these vagariesi 
they were to her a something strangely sacrec^ 
and her fsmciful mind ci^st a poetry over all. , 

" Still busy with those yellow old pamphlets," 
said Hugh, putting in his head. A bright cheer- 
ful face it was, glowing with health and gbpictr 
temper, with a mr cap sitting jauntily on t^ 
thick brown curls. , " Katharine I yrill you nevi^ 
have done these readings ? — at Wanreni Hast- 
inas still, I see.'* 

Katharine knitted her graceful brows, s^ 
laid her finger on her lips, as a. sign to stpp ner 
cousin's thoughtless speech. She looked muo^ 
prettier in her high, close moping-dress thaii m 
the ball costume she wore when prst describeS. 
The morning sun, slanting oh her ricK black 
hair, gave it a warm tinge, while 'her Inures, 
thrown into shadow, looked delicately perfect ip 
outline. She sat on a footstool, leaning against 
her grandfather's arm-chair, with jpamphlets 
and papers all scattered around. Sir James, i^ 
little, spare, withered old man„ whose sole T<pmr 
nant of life seemed to exist in his bright res 
eyes, leaned back in abstraction so perfect, 
he only noticed Hugh's entrance by tiie 'a 
tion of the reading. i 

^\ Go on, Katharine,*' he said, in the. queru- 
lous tone of extreme old age ; '^ why did vpii 
stop in the middle of that fine sentence ol Mr. 
Burke's?" 

" Hugh has just come in to say good-moiuing, 
dear grandfather." 

" Hush — ^what. Sir Hiigb Abercrombie I— J 
am really honored,'' said the old xuah, siill 
wandering to the past. » iii 

Hugh could not help laughing ; at which ^ 
James turned sharply round, and, as he irecoff- 
nized his grandson, his keen, glittering eyes wore 
an expression of annoysince. 

" You are exceedingly rude, sir I Go awiEiy, 
and do not interrupt us again." , < 

"Very well, grandfather," answered Hugi, 
ffood-bumoredly. "I only came to say how-4'ye- 
do to you, and to have a word with my littb 
cousin here. Katharine," he continued, lower* 
ing his voice, " I met your mamma on the stair^ 
and she desired me to say that you must try and 
m&ke Sir James understand about these visitors, 
the Lancasters — you know they come to-nior* 
irow j" and Hugh'd face grew cloudy, while 
Katnsgrine's brightened considerably. ' 

'^^M.y aunt has told him already, but he did 
not seem to make it out clearly, and was rathei 
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«roM ; but yon ea» persuade yeitr graadfatber 
to ai^ thing." 

" I cUm't wonder ftt itj" muttered Hugh, look^ 
inff fondly in her face as she stood in the window^ 
^^ther ne had drawn her aside. 

'^ Very well, Hugh -, and now run away *, and 
good suoeess to your skates^ whiehlsee is to be 
your amusement to^ay." , 

"But, Katharine, I shall be so duU alone. 
Here you stay with Sir James, and EleaiuMr is 
hnay ; will nobody come and see me skate Uiis 
ine morning?'* 

"How vam you are, cousin Hugh,*' laughed 
Katharine. "Bi:^ it will soon be grandpapa's 
lunch-time, and then I shall be at liberty, and 
will c<Hne to the pond. So good-by for a little.'' 

" Good^by, aim thank you, dear Katharine." 
And, as Hugh d^furted, his cousin heard him 
wfaistlinff all the waj down the staircase, " My 
love she's but a lassie yet," his favorite tune. 

"How tiresome that boy is," said the old 
man. Katharine did not answer, but again took 
her place, and began to read. Sir James tried 
to compose himself to listen, but the thread was 
beoken, and would not reunite. Besides, the in- 
terrtmtiou had made Katharine's own thoughts 
wander, and she read on mechanically, so that 
even her voice took a monotonous tone. Her 
grandfather nodded over the very exordium of 
Warren Hastings' defense, and at last pronouQo^ 
that it seemed not quite so interesting as it was* 
at Arst; so he thought tlh^ had ne^.enbngh 
for to-day. Katharine felt realty glad ; she put 
1^ aU the books and piqpers wnh alacrity, and 
took her place again at her grandfather's feet. 

Now was the time for brmging out the sub- 
ieot committed to her care. There could hardly 
be a more favorable moment, for she had ^ot 
fiist hc^d of her ffrandfather's thin, yellow, wah- 
ered fingers, and was playing^ with the magnifi- 
cent rings which still daily a(K)rned them. Noth- 
ing contributed so much to the old baronet's 
good-humor as to have his rings admired, and 
he began to tell Katharine, for the hundredth 
time, how one had been a bequest of Lord Chat- 
ham s, when he. Sir James, was (;|uite a boy: 
and how another, a magnificent diamond, had 
been placed on his finger by Frederick, Prince 
of "Wales, with his own royal and friendly 
hand. The young girl listened patiently, and 
with the interest that afiection always taught 
her to assume. Then tt^ing advantage c? a 
pause, she observed — 

" I think, grandpapa, you, ^o are so fond of 
-tntique rings, will like to see one that Mrs. Lan- 
caster wears. I will ask her to show it you 
when she comes to-morrow." 

" Who comes to-morrow, child ? Who is Mrs. 
Lancaster?" 

" A very clever, nice woman. Don't you re- 
member that mamma invited her to spend a few 
days here — she, and her husband, and a friend, 
Mr. Lynedon." 

" Lynedon — ^Lynedon. Ah ! I remember him 
well. Mr. — no, he was afterward made Vis- 
count Lynedon, of Ljmedon. A clever speaker 
»>a perfect gentleman. He and I were both 

S resented at the king's first levee. I shall be 
slighted to see Lord Lynedon." 
"I do not think this is the gentleman you 
mean, grandpapa," said Katharine, meekly, while 
the faintest shadow of a smile hovered over her 



lips. " Hb is not viscounty otiify Mn Lynedxm*^ 
Paul L3FBedon.: but he may be related' to yous 
old Mendi" 

"Ah, yes^. yes-^just so," repented Sir Jaot&a, 
his look of disappointment brightening^ into one 
of content. "Ot eourse he ii^l Let me see : 
the Lynedons were a large family. There was 
a second brother, dnd hia name was a S^iptnra 
one— PhiMp^ or Stephen) or Paul.. Tes^ yes 1: il 
must be Paulf and tlii& i» he. Right, KaldB^ 
arine." 
Kathaiina hardly Iroew wlut to^ attswenu 
" I shall be delighted — ^honored,, to welboma 
Mr. Paul Lynedon at Summerwood," continued 
the old man. "I weU remember Lord Lyne- 
don — a fine, tall, noble-looking man. My Lord 
Chesterfielu was scarcely mcnre courtly, and not 
half so handsome. I wonder if his brother is 
like him. Deseribe Mr. Paul Lynedon, Kath- 
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" I am afraid you ave a Uttle mistaken, dear 
grandpapa," said the girlj oarefismgly. "This 
Mr. Lynedon is quite a^yeting mafi) whfle your 
friend must be — '' 

" £h, eh, Katharine ; wliat are you saying?" 
sharply asked Sir James. " Whj, I am not so 
very old^ am I? Let me see : li i& since then 
only twenty — ^forty — ^fifty years ; ah, fifty years, 
fifi^ years," repeated he, counting on his trem- 
bling fingers. "Yes, child, you are right,, il 
can not l^ the same ; he must have been dead 
long agOi I was a youtK then, and be a man 
of forty. Tea, yes i all are gone ;. there is no* 
body left but me ;," and the old m&n fbll back 
in his chair, with deep sadneas overshadomog 
his face. 

Katharine leaned her rosy cheek against the 
withered and wrinkled one of her grandfathei;, 
and said, gently, "Pear grandpapa^ don't talk 
so, wheo you know we aU love you» And 
though this gentleman is not the friend you 
knew, I am sure you will like him very much. 
Papa does y and you know he may be one of the 
Lynedons after all, and able to talk to you about 
your old friends." 

" Ah, well, little Katharine, you would almost 
make amends for my growing old. I would not 
have had you here oUierwise ; and it is wo: * 
being eighty years of age to find oneself 
father to a little coaxing;, loviug, smiling 

The old man laugh^, but there were tears 
in his eyes : and Katharine hastened to beguile 
them away oy all the playful wiles of which dite 
was mistress. By the time the arrival of lunch 
set her free from her loving attendaBoe, all Sir 
James's equanimity was restored. He even rer 
membered that he nad been rather hasty toward 
Hugh, and sent a message intended to be pror 
pitiatory, challenging his grandson to an hour'f 
backgammon in uie study after dinner. ^ More- 
over, he made many inquiries concerning the 
way in which Katharine intended to pas9 tbe 
rest of the day, and learning that she was going 
to watch Hugh's skatiag, h^ delaj^ed her for fuQ 
five minutes, with a circumstantial account of 
the fair that was held on the Thames, wh^n it 
was frozen over in the year . 

"And, grandpapa," whispered KatharincL 
when she had listensd patiently to all, "you vrili 
think of the visitors coming to-morrow, and be 
sure to like Mr. Paul L\U!^\SLr 
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answered the old man, makinff an effort to col- 
lect his wandering ideas. " Yes^ jes — ^the vis- 
count's son. Of course, Katharine, I shall he 
delighted to see him. You must not forget to 
tell him so.*' 

Katharine made no attempt to explain the 
matter further, satisfied that her grandfather's 
mind was properly inclined to courtesy and 
kindly feeling. She went away perfectly con- 
tent with the duty so well fulfilled, not reflecting 
that in their conversation she had entirely for- 
gotten fdl that was to have been said about Mr. 
and Mx9. Lancaster. 



\ 



CHAPTER V. 



In thee 
Is iM^hing sudden, nothing single ; 
Like two streams of incense free 
From one censer, in one shrine 
liiooght and motion mingle 



They were modulated so 

To an unheard melody 
Which lives about thee, and a sweep 

Of richest pauses, evermore 
Drawn from each other, mellow, deep, 

—Who may express thee, Eleanore 1 

,^ Tbmktson. 

Though Katharine had been busy all the 
morning, aiding her mother in the various cares 
which were the half-necessary, half-voluntary 
duty of the mistress of Summerwood Park, still, 
when the time approached for the arrival of the 
ffuests, she did not feel inclined to rest. Hugh 
bad taken himself off for the day on a shooting 
excursion; Eleanor was writing, reading, or 
practicing in her own room ; and when all was 
prepared for the visitors, Katharine had no re- 
source but to wander about the house. She did 
so, roaming from room to room with a vague 
restlessness that would not pass away ; every 
now and then she stood at the hall window and 
listened for the sound of carriage-wheels ; then 
she pondered an(l speculated aSout the Lancas- 
ters, ransacking her memory for all that she had 
ever heard about them, wondering if Mrs. Lan- 
caster would seem as agreeable as at first ; and 
then, between her and the lady, rose the face 
of Paul Lynedon, and the former vision grew 
dim in Katharine's mind. 

The . quick-coming twilight of winter drew 
nigh, and the guests had not arrived. The girl's 
pleasurable anticipations faded a little, and she 
felt vexed at herself for having wasted so much 
time in thinking about these new ac(]^uaintances. 
Conscience-smitten for the little notice she had 
taken of her cousin during that day, she pro- 
ceeded to Eleanor's room, and finding it empty, 
followed her into the garden. 

Eleanor sat quietly in the conservatory, her 
favorite place of study. A book lay on her lap, 
but she was hardly Teading ; her eyes wandered 
as her thoughts did. Eleanor, like her cousin, 
was still at that period of life when dreaming is 
so pleasant. \ Alas ! that there should come a 
time when we dare not dream. \ 

There can hardly be a better opportunity 
than the present to sketch the personal likeness 
cf Eleanor Ogilvie. It shall not be done in rose- 
colors, garnished with similes taken from flowers, 
shells, sky, earth, and air, for true beauty is in- 
dependent of all these. Eleanor had no angel's 



face, only a woman's ; sweet, fair, and mild as 
a woman's should be. Her beautiful soul shone 
through it, and therefore it became itself beautifiil; 
not that it was without a certain grace of form, but 
still that was subservient to the higher quali^ of 
expression, without which, features as perfect aa 
the sculptor's chisel can create, are more soul- 
less and stony than the marble itself. Eleanor's 
countenance was not so much removed from the 
ordinary in humanity, but that it would have 
been passed over as merely "rather pretty," 
except for the inexpressible charm which each 
varying emotion of her mind threw over it. 
After all, this is the truest beauty ; not that 
which suddenly dazzles and fascinates, but that 
which steals upon us insensibly. Let each of 
us call up to memory the faces that have been 
most pleasant to us — ^those that we have loved 
best to look upon, that now rise most vividly 
before us in solitude, and oflenest haunt our 
slumbers, smd we shall usually find them not the 
most perifect in form, but the sweetest in ex- 
pression. / Yet silence on this generalizing ! It 
IS idle. Every human mind has its own ideal of 
beauty, and almost always this ideal is based 
upon some individual reality ; therefore we will 
leave the peculiarities of Eleanor Ogilvie's face 
in that dim mystery out of which each can form 
his own dream, merely saying that the fountain 
into which Eve looked did not reflect a sweeter 
or more womanly image. 

Katharine, even, was struck by it. The con- 
trast was great between her own restless move- 
ments and flushed cheek, and her cousin's perfect 
quietude. "Why. Eleanor, how still you are 
here, when all the house is full of hurry and ex- 
pectation ? You seem almost to have forgotten 
that the Lancasters are coming ?" 

" Oh, no : for you see I have already dressed 
for dinner.'' 

" So you have ; and bow well you look, with 
your high black dress, and your smooth fair 
hair. You are quite a picture," said Katharine, 
removing her cousin's fur wrappings, and look- 
ing at her with some admiration. Katharine's 
intense appreciation of the beautiful was often 
almost child-like in its demonstration. " I won- 
der what Mr. Lyne — that is, Mrs. Lancaster- 
will think of you ?" 

"You forget, Katharine, that I am not a 
stranger ; she has seen me before. Hugh and 
I spent one evening with her when we were in 
town last year." ^ 

" And how did you like her ?— and is not her 
house the most charming place in the world ?" 
cried Katharine. 

"That is rather an extreme declaration to 
make ; and your question is one that can hardly 
be answereu justly upon the little acquaintance 
I have had with the lady. But she seemed 
pleasing and gracious to every body, and I met 
many agreeable people at her house that night." 

"Mr. Paul Lynedon?" inquired Katharine, 
rather hesitatingff, "was he there?" 

Eleanor could hardly help smiling. " Is Mr. 
Paul Lynedon, then, the only agreeable person 
in the world ?' Well, I am not quite sure, but I 
believe that he was of the party." ^ 

" Why did you not tell us so the other day ?" 

" I really quite forgot it at the time." 

Amazing, thought Katharine, that she should 
not be quite certain whether she had met Paul 
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Lynedon, or, having met him, should positively 
forget the fact. In her own mind, Katharine 
set down her ccosin as a girl of very little dis- 
crimination. How could any one overlook Paul 
Lynedon. But she did not pursue the conversa- 
tion, for Eleanor, closing her hook, prepared to 
return to the house. 

" Let us take one turn hefore we go in," s€dd 
Eleanor. "There will be plenty of time, for 
now the Lancasters will probably not be here 
until dinner ; and, Katharine, tell me what you 
have been doing all day?" 
I " Following manuna, and delivering messages 
■to cook and housemaids, until my poor brain is 
quite bewildered," said Katharine. "I never 
would take an interest in such things; I wish 
mamma would leave me alone, and not try to 
make a woman of me. I had much rather be 
with grandpapa, and hear him talk about public 
matters, and read the speeches in the newspaper. 
Eleanor, I was never born for this dull, quiet 
life; I want to d<J something — to be something." 

"To be what, dear Katharine?" said Elea- 
nor, to whom this confidence was new; but it 
burst from her cousin's lips under shelter of the 
twilight, and in consequence of the restlessness 
of her mind. 

"I hardly know what," she answered; "but 
I think I should like to be in Mrs. Lancaster's 
positions-clever, with plenty of society, able to 
write, speak, and think, jyst as I liked ; quite 
independent of every body." 

" I do not think tnere is, or was, any individ- 
ual in this jv^orld— certainly no woman — of whom 
one could say that ; nay, even were it possible, 
I doubt if such a life would be a happy one; and 
what is still more, if it would be useful smd full 
of good to others, which is the highest happiness 
of all." 

"Eleanor," said Katherine, looking fixedly 
in her face, "you reason where I only feel." 

" Do you thmk I never feel, dear?" answered 
Eleanor, while her own peculiar moonlight 
smile cast a grave sweetness over her face. 
" But we will talk of these things another time. 
I am so glad we have begun to talk of them. Those 
are rarely very close friends who keep shut-up 
comers in their hearts. You must let me peep 
into a few of yours, by-smd-by, my little cou- 



in hand, and shawls carelessly dangling, they 
passed into thdWrawing-room. 

There, talking to Mr. Ogilvie, and having 
evidently just arrived, stood the Lancasters and 
Mr. Paul Lynedon ! 



CHAPTER VI. 



n 



A woman's love is eflsentially lonely, and spiritual in 
its nature. It is the heathenism of the heart : she has 
herself created the glory and beauty with which the idol 
of her altar stands invested. L. £. L. 

There was no retreat for Katharine — na< 
rescue from the suddenness of this first inter- 
view, which, when in prospective, she had viewed 
in every phase of probability, fancying all she 
should do and say, and all they might do and say, 
in a mental rehearsal, which she supposed in- 
cluded every possible chance. But the moment- 
ous event had presented itself in a light quite 
unforeseen, and Katharine's only resource was 
to shHnk behind her cousin as much as possible. 
Eleanor advanced, in her usual composed man- 
ner, to Mrs. Lancaster. 

"My dear Miss Ogilvie, I am delighted to 
see you," said the lady, with her customary 
demonstration of cordiality — at least, the amount 
of it which was consistent with gracefulness of 
deportment. "Julian, my love, here is your 
young favorite. Mr. Lynedon, allow me — " 

"Miss Katharine Ogilvie, I believe," said 
Paul Lynedon, bowing over Eleanor's hand, 
and noticing, with his usual quick appreciation 
of female beauty, her sweet, expressive face. 

"No, no; I really beg pardon," cried Mrs. 
Lancaster, as Elatharine's shrinking, blushing 
countenance met her eye. "This is the real 
fair one, the right Katharine. I must apologize 
for my short sight. My dearest Miss Ogilvie," 
takinj^ Katharine's hand, "allow me to thank 
you for your charming note, and to present to 
you my friend Mr. Lynedon." 

Paul Lynedon was a perfect gentleman. No 
passing error ever altered his composure or 
courtesy. His bend was as graceful over Kath- 
arine's timidly-oflfered hand as it had been over 
her cousin's. His acknowledgments, addressed 
to the shy, awkward girl, were exactly as cour- 
teous as those of wluch Eleanor had been the 
recipient. Yet in this Paul Lynedon was not 
insincere. The polish of his manners originated 
in the only quality which makes a true gentle- 
man, and which no formal. Chesterfield-like 
education can bestow — a natural refinement in 
himself, and an instinctive wish to give pleasure 
to others. This true urbanity never falls in its 
results ; nor was it tmsnccessful now. In a few 
moments, Katharine became sufficiently reas- 
sured to lift her eyes from the carpet to Paul 
Lynedon's face, A little different was the 
reality from the one which had haunted her 
during this long ten days, for imagination is 
rarely quite faithful at first. But still it wore 
the same inexpressible charm. She dared look 
at it now, for the eyes were turned away.^ Mrs. 
Lancaster floated up to Eleanor with great em- 
pressement. " My dear young friend, how could 
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sm. 

" Suppose you find nothing but cobwebs and 
dust there ?" said Katharine, laughing. 

"I will sweep them all away with a little 
broom I keep by me for the purpose," returned 
Eleanor, in the same strain. 

"What is it?" 

" It is made of a flowering plant, that grows 
in every quiet dell throughout^ the world, and 
which you may often find when you least look 
for it. It is gathered in the poor sunshine of 
hope, and tied together with a ground-creeper, 
called patience ; which, though as slender as a 
thread, binds all together with the strength of 
an iron chain. I would engage to brighten up 
the most unsightly heart-chambers with this 
broom of mine. Now, what is it made of?" 

" I guess, dear Nelly, t guess," cried Kath- 
arine, clapping her hands with that sudden, 
childlike ebullition of pleasure which was'natural 

to her ; and, both laughing merrily, with a bright- 1 mistake you. Iremember you perfectly \iS5w ^^ 
ness in their eyes, and a glow on their cheeks, said that lajd^, iVi'ft \bs««w»^3i»:3 ^S. -9f^assRR. SsSsescS^- 
the two girls entered the open hall-door, bonnets Is^hi^ ^^vraA \\& ODi\&l x^xi»ifiis&»Q^as^^'^- 
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"It is some time since you saw me," an- 
swered Eleanor's quiet voice, *%nd my cousin 
and I are alike in height, so the mistake was 
not surprising." 

" And you have been (juite well since I saw 
you last, and that charmmg young man, your 
brother — Peter." 

"Hugh," said Eleanor, smiling. "He is 
quite well, I Jaelievej he made one of your 
guests the other day." 

" Of course — oh, yes !" and Mrs. Lancaster's 
lips formed themselves into an exquisite smile, 
while her eyes wandered abstractedly about the 
roonj. She had in perfection the faculty which 
is so useful in general society, that of being able 
to train the features into the appearance of 
polite attention, attended by just so much of the 
mind as will suffice for suitable answers. 

Mr. Paul Lynedon was not quite so much au 
fait as this; he had not lived so long in the 
world by some dozen years as his excellent 
friend, Mrs. Lancaster ; therefore, in the conver- 
sation which he tried hard to commence with 
Elatharine, he did not succeed in advancing one 
step beyond the weather, and the distance from 
London to Summerwood. Perhaps Katharine 
herself had something to do with this, for though 
it was her delight to listen when Paul Lynedon 
talked to others, the tonis of his musical voice, 
addressed to herself, oppressed her with a pain- 
ful timidity; it was positively a relief when 
Eleanor proposed an adjournment with the bon- 
nets and shawls. 

When the two cousins re-entered the drawing- 
room, there was still the same striking contrast 
between them ; Eleanor so calm and self-pos- 
sessed ; Katharine almost trembling with nervous 
timidity. 

The little party were grouped, as was natural 
they should be — Mrs. Lancaster conversing 
with Mr. Ogilvie, while a feeling of hostess-like 
benignity prompted Mrs. Ogilvie to extract 
from the taciturn Mr. Lancaster small frag- 
ments of conversation relative to the weather, 
their journey, the country in general, and 
Summerwood in particular. Paul Lynedon 
was carelessly turning over the leaves of a 
book, occasionaUy joining in with a passing 
remark. 

On the entrance of the two girls, he at once 
•displayed the customary courtesy of providing 
them with seacs, though in a manner so quick 
and unconscious that it might have passed with- 
out a remark. There is nothing more annoying 
and uncomfortable to a lady than to enter a 
room and see every gentleman jump up, arjned 
with a chair, ready to perform acts of officious 
chivalry, which place the recipient in a position 
infinitely more unpleasant than if she were en- 
tirely neglected. 

Paul Lynedon began with a common-place — 
and, reader, almost all things in life, pleasant 
friendships, deep, earnest, life-long loves, begin 
with the same — he made the remark, that the 
view from the hall-windows was — that it would 
be in daylight, and in summer-time — a very 
beautiful one ; and then he could not help smiling 
as he thought what a stupid and involved obser- 
vation he had made. 

That very circumstance broke the ice. 
^^Vou seem to have an instinctive perception 
o/'/Ae beautiful, Mr. Lynedon,^^ said Eleanor. 



" You see * with your mind's eye,' whicli pierces 
through the darkness of a winter night, closed 
shutters, curtains and all." And the good-tem- 
pered smile which accompanied her words, fairly 
removing their sting, caused Paul Lynedon to 
laugh merrily. 

"You have saved me, Miss Eleanor — given 
me something to talk about, and redeemed me 
from committing myself any more, by unfolding 
to me a few points in the character of the lady 
with whom 1 have the pleasure of conversing." 

" What, can you find out my character from 
that one speech ?" said Eleanor, rather amused. 

" A little of it." 

"Tell me how?" 

" Why, in the first place, you have Shakspeare 
on your tongue, and consequently in your heart. 
One rarely quotes where one does not love the 
author, therefore you love Shakspeare, and as a 
necessary result, all true poetry. Then my re- 
mark — common-place, forced, and to a certain 
degree insincere,. as I acknowledge it to be — 
made you smile; therefore you have a quick 
perception of what is inclined to falseness and 
affectation, while your condemnation of it is 
good-tempered and lenient. Have I explained 
myself, even though I prove my own accuser?" 

" Perfectly, though you are too harsh upon 
yourself," answered Eleanor. " What do you 
say to this sketch of me, Katharine?" 

" If Mr. Lynedon means that you are all-true 
in yourself, and all-kind toward others, he is 
quite right," said Katharine, affectionately. 

Paul Lynedon directed toward the warm- 
hearted speaker a look of more curiosity than 
he had yet thought fit to bestow upon the 
"little school-girl." 

"Thank you. Miss Ogilvie; that is, I thank 
you for proving my observations correct. A 
harmless vanity; yet I fancy they needed no 
proof but the presence of Miss Eleanor." And, 
as he bowed, his eyes rested on her face ad- 
miringly. 

No added color came to that cigar cheek: 
the smile was tranquil and self-possessed, ana 
Paul Lynedon felt almost vexed. She was the 
first pretty woman who had seemed indifferent 
to his compliments. The little group were 
again sinking into small-talk, when a servant 
came to the door with "Sir James Ogilvie's 
compliments, and he was impatient for the 
honor of receiving Mr. Paul Lynedon." 

" My father is very old, and has a few pecu- 
liarities; will it be agreeable to you lo numor 
him with a visit now?" said Mrs. Ogilvie, al- 
most apologetically. 

"I forgot to tell Mr. Lynedon about Sir 
James," said Mrs. Lancaster, "pray go — ^you 
will be so much amused with his oddities," she 
continued, in a low tone. It was meant for an 
aside, but it jarred painfully on Katharine's ear, 
which was ever open to all that was said by, or 
addressed to Paul Lynedon. 

But the young man's only answer was di- 
rected to Mrs. Ogilvie. 

" Pray do not talk to me about * humoring' Sir 
James ; it is always to me not only a duty but a 
pleasure to show respect to old age." 

Katharine's heart beat with delight, and her 
bright smile had in it something of pride, as it 
rested on Paul Lyrvedon.. He YvaA iv^n^t Vookad 
so noble in Viei eyes. 
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"Katharine, show Mr. Lynedon the way to 
your grandfather's study; you can make Sir 
James understand better than any one," said 
Mrs. Ogilvie. 

Paul ofl'ered his arm to the young girl, and 
led her out of the room with a stately courtesy, 
that made Katharine almost fancy she was 
escorted by Sir Charles Grandison. 

Through the long hall, where the light of 
modern gas contrasted strangely enough with 
the quaint panneled walls and ancient moldings, 
Katharine and her cavalier passed. She could 
hardly believe that she was alone with Paul 
Lynedon, that her hand rested on his arm, that 
his voice was really in her ear, talking with 
gentle consideration of all things that he thought 
likely to set the timid girl at her ease. 

But there was something so irresistibly win- 
ning in all that Paul Lynedon did, that before 
they reached Sir James s door, Katharine found 
herself talking frankly of her grandfather, his 
love for her, his waning intellect, and explain- 
ing the misapprehension which had led to his 
anxiety to see Mr. Lynedon. 

"I hardly know whether it would not be as 
well to let him continue in the idea," said Kath- 
arine ; " it gives him pleasure ; but then I do 
not like to deceive dear grandpapa." 

" It will not be deceit, tor I believe I do really 
belong to the same family," answered Lynedon, 
" so let us go in." 

The old baronet raised himself on his gold- 
headed cane, and extended his thin yellow fingers 
to his visitor. 

"It is to me an honor and pleasure to wel- 
come my old friend's son. Am I not ri^ht in 
addressing the heir of Viscount Lynedon ? 

" My name is Lynedon, and I have po doubt 
that my father was well acquainted with the 
name of Sir James Ogilvie," ssjf^ Paul, evasively. 

Somehow Katharine did not like the subter- 
fuge ; and yet it sprang from kindly feeling. She 
said this to herself until she became quite satis- 
fied J the more so, as Lynedon replaced the old 
man in his chair with an air of respectful court- 
esy, and then taking a seat beside him, entered 
into conversation. He talked with the baronet 
to his heart's content, showing himself perfectly 
at home in all peculiarities oi the long-past era, 
wherein alone Sir James seemed to exist; and 
moreover, he appeared to throw his whole mind 
into the conversation with a cordial earnestness 
that at first excited Katharine's surprise, and 
then her warm admiration. 

" How kind, how considerate, how clever he 
is," she thought to herself, as she stood in the 
shadow, watching each expression of his face, 
and listening to the music of his voice. Through 
every avenue by which brilliant and noble qual- 
ities first attract and then enchain a heart alive 
to all that is good and beautiful, was Paul Lyne- 
don unconsciously taking possession of Katha- 
rine's. 

While unwittingly stealing this young girPs 
heart, Lynedon no less won that of Sir James. 
Delightedly the old man passed from conversa- 
tion about public matters to inquiries concern- 
ing his friend the viscount, and the whole Lyne- 
don family, which Paul answered with a clear- 



to please her grandfather, felt quite glad that, 
though there was a slight mistake about his 
being the viscount's son, Lynedon was so well 
acquainted with all the affairs of his family, and 
could thus delight Sir James so much. 

The dinner-bell rang when he was in the 
-midst of an account of the marriage of Lord 
Lynedon's eldest daughter. 

"I'm quite sorry that I must relinquish the 
honor of your society, my dear young friend, for 
may I not bestow that title on your father's 
son ?'* said the baronet, taking Lynedon's hand, 
with a curious mixture of formality and affection. 

"I shall always be proud of the title," an- 
swered Paul. 

"And besides, on second thoughts, I believe 
that more than one intermarriage has taken 
place between the Lynedons and the Ogilvies. 
Katharine, before you go, bring me that 'Peer- 
age ;' I feel almost sure that there must be some 
connection between Mr. Lynedon and ourselves. 
Suppose he were to turn out a cousin — eh ?" 

"I should only be too happy to boast any re- 
lationship to Miss Ogilvie," said Paul Lynedon. 
It was a common phrase of courtesy ; he would 
have said the same to any one, especially a 
woman, and yet the blood rushed to K^tharifle's 
dark cheek, and hei' heart beat wildly. She 
hastily walked to the book-case; but if Debrette's 
" Peerage" had been written as plain as with 
letters of phosphorus, her eyes could not have 
discovered it. 

But Lynedon's practice of the Men seances was 
never at fault, and the book was soon in Sir 
James's hand. 

" Adieu, my dear young friend. Katharine, 
bring him again very soon," said the baronet. 

"A vejjerable old man, your grandfather," 
observed Paul Lynedon, as they threaded once 
more the long passages. 

" It was very kind of you to talk to him so 
much," Katharine answered, softly. 

"Oh, not at all — not at all, my dear Miss 
Ogilvie. But, here is the drawing-room a very 
desert, forsaken by all except Miss Eleanor," 
he added, " which makes my first remark a most 
untrue one. Let me have the happiness of escort- 
ing both the lair cousins to the dininjr-room." 



CHAPTER VII. 

As on the finger of a throned queen 
The t^asest jewel would be well esteemed ; 
So are those errors that in thee are seen 
To truths translated, and for true things deemed. 

Shakspieari. 

Mrs. Lancaster, hemmed in on one side by 
the sedate and somewhat ponderous courtesies 
of Mrs. Ogilvie, and on the other by the long 
interval oi dinner-table space which separated 
her from the inanities of her husband, looked 
•often toward the other side, where Paul Lynedon 
sat between the two fair cousins, trying to en- 
liven as much as possible the terrible solemnity 
of this always formal meal. 

It is not m human nature to talk well during 
soup. This is the case even with the most 
serious and earnest of cotv^^t^a^-^vswsJSv^^s. — jCjsnss!^^ 



ness and readiness that charmed his compamon. \ pVwxvg© aXotveekVtvXo^oav^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^. 

Katharine having now completely got over the\iat\voTI^ \^ V^*«^^^»^^^ ^^^^^^\^^^^ViS^^ 
fact that Paul had assumed an untrue character \ TUea© exceiWfttil cat^-^s;^^^ ^^^ ^ 
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occupation gone at the commencement of a din- 
ner-party ; a few refreshing dips over head, just 
to try the waters, are all they can venture, until 
the necessary duties of eating and drinking are 
performed. 

Therefore, as we aim not at chronicling every 
word and action with exact fidelity, even as Van 
Eyck painted the hairs of a lapdo^'s tail and the 
nails in a floor, we do not think it necessary to 
enumerate all the graceful trifles that Faul 
Lynedon said, interesting his fair neighbors first, 
and by degrees the elders of the company. He 
threw over the conunonest things a light fila- 
gree-work of elegance, that, while unsubstantial 
and evanescent, yet made every thing seem 
beautiful for the time. And is not such an art 
of passing glamour a most beneficial attainment 
in this weary, dusty, matter-of-fact world of 
ours? 

When the serious business of dinner had re- 
solved itself into the graceful dolcefar niente of 
dessert, Mrs. Ogilvie observed — 

" And now may I venture to hope, Mr. Lyne- 
don, that my poor father did not weary you veiy 
much." 

" Not at all ; we got on admirably together, 
did we not. Miss Ogilvie ?'' and Paul turned to 
Katharine, who gave a delighted assent. 

*^ Grandpapa was delighted with Mr. Lyne- 
don," observed Katharine to her cousin. "I 
never saw him more pleased. And Mr. Lyne- 
don knew all about the branch of his own family 
of which grandpapa talked, so that he could an- 
swer every question. Where could you get so 
much information, Mr. Lynedon ? and how well 
you seemed to remember every thing." 

" Perhaps I did not quite remember every thing. 
Miss Ogilvie," he answered, smiling. "My his- 
tory of the Lynedon pedigree was, ffke hasty 
novels, only * founded on facts.' It seemed to 
please your grandfather, and I was delighted to 
secure his good opinion, even though it entailed 
upon me some exercise of imagination. But — 
but," he stopped and hesitated, for he met the 
cabin, clear eyes of Eleanor Ogilvie fixed on his 
face with an expression before which his own 
fell. 

He grew confused and tried to laugh the matter 
off. " I fear your cousin here thinks there was 
something very wicked in my little extempore 
romance. Yet I did all for the best. Let me 
plead before my fair accuser." 

" I am no accuser," said Eleanor, with quiet 
dignity. 

"Surely Eleanor would not say one word 
against what was done with such kindly motives, 
and succeeded so well in giving grandpapa 
pleasure?" cried Katharine, while an unwonted 
light kindled her dark eyes. 

Paul Lynedon looked surprised, pei-haps a 
little gratified. He thanked his "young de- 
fender," as he called her, and changed the con-, 
versation, which, by his consummate skill, he 
caused to flow in an easy and delicious current 
until the ladies retired. 

"What do you think of Mr. Lynedon now, 
Eleanor?" cried Katharine, as, leaving Mrs. 
Lancaster and her hostess deeply engaged in a 
friendly feminine discussion on costume, the two 
cousins crept away to Mrs. Ogilvie's dressing- 
room, and there inaalged in a t&lk, 
'• rnder wAat particular phase am I to criticise 



this hero of yours, Katharine ?" was Eleanor's 
response ; "do you wish,jne to call him hand- 
some ?" 

" No ; for that would not be true. But is he 
not very clever — so perfect a gentlenum — so re- 
fined?''^ 

" Too refined for me." 

" How can that be possible ? Really, Eleanor, 
what taste you have," said Katharine, turning 
away. 

" To speak candidly, though there were many 
things in Mr. Lynedon that pleased me very 
niuch, there was one that I did not like j why 
did he make grandpapa believe what was not 
true?" 

"Because he wished to give pleasure, and 
therefore it was not wrong ; I am sure it was 
not." 

" Now, dear Katharine, I think it was. Plain- 
ly, what he called a little romance, was a tissue 
of untruths." 

" You are very unjust, Eleanor." 

" I hope not ; but you asked me for my opinion, 
and how can I help giving it ? It seemed to me 
that Mr. Lynedon thought more of being gener- 
ally agreeable than of doing what was right." 

"There you are, at your moralities again; 
where did you learn them all ?" 

Eleanor would have been puzzled to answer, 
but, nevertheless, her perception of this man's 
character was a true one. He had a keener 
desire to aj^pear than to be ; public ambition and 
love of social approbcition were united in him, 
and together seemed likely to become so strong 
as to render invisible in his own eyes the "in- 
direct crook'd ways" by which he attained his 
end. Yet even this fault had its origin in the 
'natural longing after the praise and love of 
human kind, which is also the germ of the 
noblest qualities^f our nature. It is a creed, 
harmless, indee<]^and inclining us to patience 
and long-suffering, that evil itself is but a wild 
ill-regulated good, and has no separate existence. 
There is not a poison- weed cumbering the ground 
that may not once have been a flower. And it 
rests still vdth the Great Fashioner, who,^ being 
all good, could not create positive evil, to stay 
the rampant growth, and to resolve each cor- 
rupted particle into its own pui^ elements. 

We have wandered strangely from our scene, 
persons, and conversation ; yet such wanderings 
are not uncommon in real life. Every one must 
now and then lift up the curtain of his inner be- 
ing ; and it is always good so to do. Perhaps 
Eleanor's "moralities," as her cousin called 
them, had in some degree this effect, for it is 
certain that both she and Katharine looked 
silently into the fire for some minutes before 
they attempted to move. 

At last Katharine rose, and smoothed her long 
black hair before the mirror. She looked at the 
reflection therein more earnestly than she was 
wont, for Katharine wm one who cared little for 
her own personal appearance — probably because, 
having all her life been told how plain she was, 
she now fully believed it, and reconciled herself 
to her fate. But this night a faint sigh revealed 
a few rebellious feelings struggling in her young 
bosom. 

" Eleanor, " she said, " it must be very pleasant « 
to be beaut\£u\." 

" Why ? — tViat one Tm^x>De ^c^js^x^^n'"' 
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"Not exactly so; but that we might give 
pleasure to others. Is not every one glad to 
look on what is beautiful ? and if we comd our- 
selves be as pleasant as pictures or statues in 
the eyes of others, at least of those we love — " 

"A sweet, loving definition of that desire to 
be fair which we all have, more or less," said 
Eleanor. "What made you think of it just 
. now?" 

*^ Because I was looking at myself, and think- 
ing how different it would be if I saw a beauti- 
ful reflection in the glass instead of that ugly 
face and awkward figure." 

"My dear Katharme !" answered her cousin, 
putting her arms round the girPs neck, " do not 
speak so of yourself; remember, you are quite 
young ; I should not wonder if you turned out a 
beauty yet — tall, thin girls like you very often 
do." 

" Do you think so ; do you really think so ?" 
cried Katharine. " Oh, how glad I am !" And 
then a sudden impulse of shame dyed her face 
and neck crimson. "I am afraid you will think 
me very vain and foolish ; but — ^but — " 

" I think you a little, wayward, fanciful, darling 
girl," replied Eleanor, "and the more you let me 
peep into your heart, no matter what I see there, 
the more you will please your cousin Nelly. And 
now let us go down stairs." 

Mrs. Offdvie sat in one arm-chair, and Mrs. 
Lancaster in another — ^two planets in opposition. 
They certainly belonged to different hemispheres, 
and no power on earth could make them blend 
their light. Poor Mrs. Ogilvie had had a most 
' painful hunt after ideas, and now, wearied and 
worn, she fairly gave in, unable to pursue the 
chase, and determining to let the conversation 
take -its chance. Mrs. Lancaster was one of 
those inflexible talkers who vrill choose their 
subject,' and "say their say," without regarding 
the capabilities of their hearers. If the latter 
imderstood and followed her, well; if not, she 
let them " toil after her in vain" until she had 
done, and then passed on, rejoicing in the supe- 
riority of her own intellect. Yet, at times, she 
positively plumed herself upon her skill in adapt- 
ing her conversation to all varieties of listeners. 
Under this idea she would in these days have 
entered a village blacksmith's, and talked about 
Elihu Burritt, or discussed with some poor stock- 
ing-weaver Lee's invention of the loom, illustrat- 
ed by fragmentary allusions to Elmore's late pic- 
ture on this subject; a speech on the union of 
art and manufactures forming an appropriate 
winding up to the whole. 

Thus Mrs. Lancaster had glided from the 
examination of her hostess's dress to a dissert- 
ation on the costume of the middle ages, varied 
by references to Froissart and the illuminated 
manuscripts of monkish times. Mrs. Ogilvie, 
carried out of her depth, struggled for a little, 
and had failed in her last despairing efibrt, just 
when her daughter and niece came to the res- 
cue. Eleanor saw at once the state of the case, 
by the sudden, half-imploring glance which her 
aunt turned to the opening door, and the un- 
changing smile of patient politeness which sat 
on her lips. Taking her place by Mrs. Ogilvie, 
she relieved guard, ingeniously sustaining the 
whole burden of Mrs. Lancaster's coaversatioti 



In most after-dinner female coteries the advent 
of one of the nobler sex produces a satisfactory 
change, and Hugh's coming formed no excep- 
tion to the rule. His cheerful, pleasant face 
always brought sunshine with it. Mrs. Ogilvie 
gathered courage, Mrs. Lancaster thawed, and 
the two girls were fully disposed to enjoyment. 
Onl}r Katharine, while she tried to interest her- 
self in Hugh's account of his day's sport, could 
not help wondering, now and then, what it was 
that detained Paul Lynedon. 

Lynedon was deep in a conversation with Mr. 
Ogilvie concerning eleetioneering topics. There 
was a borough near, where the Summerwood 
interest still lingered, despite the Reform Act ; 
and Paul's inward dreams of ambition invested 
Mr..Ogilvie's ccHiversation with a wondrous 
charm. He did not act — for, as we have before 
stated, Paul Lynedon was not habitually insin- 
cere — ^but the golden shadow of the time to ^ 
come, when his host's friendship might be of 
service, made him regard many a prosy com- 
mon-place with a feeling of real interest, and 
also exert his own powers to their utmost in 
order to produce a satisfactory impression. 

When the clear singing of a young girl pene- 
trated to the dining-room, Paul Lynedon first 
remembered he had asked Eleanor the usual 
question, " Did she love music ?" and the sud- 
den brightening of her face had answered the 
question better than her tongue. He felt sure 
that the voice was hers, and the future election, 
with all its ingenious devices, faded from his 
mind. When he reached the drawing-room 
door it was quite gone. 

Paul Lynedon never saw one cheek that 
glowed with sudden pleasure at his entrance; 
he walked straight to the piano, and said to 
Eleanor, " I knew I was right. It was you 
who sang, was it not ?" 

" Yes ; I love music, as I think I told you." 

" Will you sing again for me ?" 

" You are quite unconscionable," said Mrs. 
Lancaster, while the faintest shade of acrimony 
mingled with her dulcet tone. " I am sure she 
must be tired." 

The hint failed; and Mrs. Lancaster was 
doomed to a little longer silence, while Eleanor 
sang again, and yet again. Paul Lynedon was 
enchanted, for her voice was the true heart-mu- 
sic, and it touched the purest and inmost springs 
of his nature. He was no longer the polished, 
urbane gentleman of society — he stood as Kath- 
arine had first beheld him — ^so silent, so deeply 
moved, that he forgot to pay a single compliment, 
or even to say " Thank you." 

He knew not that Eleajior had sung thus well 
only because, she had forgotten his presence, his 
very existence ; because every song, by raising 
some hidden link of memory, and touching some 
secret feelipg, carried her further and lurther 
away into die dim past, and blotted out all the 
present. He guessed not, that while she poured 
out her whole heart, no thought of him, or of his 
approval, influenced the song; that though he 
^tood beside her, the face she saw was not his ; 
and when, at last, his voipe thanked her, it jar- 
red on her ear like a painful wa.k.\sv^ ^^csvsi. v^. 
pleasant <kea\xi.. 



until coffee appeared, and with it the wanderer, \ wVl\iX\ie\t N«.v^^«.<iV[vo^N\fe^^^^^: ^^ -^ 
Hugh. ^^ ' ' Xika^^, uot V\ift ^^TS\Na ^x*. ^^SL^-^^ ^^^- 
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good-nature of others, saw the reflection of her 
own, and praised her niece accordingly ; nor the 
wordJy fashionable dame, who, living all for out- 
side show, secretly acknowledged that, though 
done for effect, it was almost as good as reality; 
nor poor, simple Katharine who marveled at no 
inspiration, the guerdon of which was Paul Ly- 
I nedon's praise — not one of these had fathomed 
the ti-uth, or knew why it was that Eleanor Ogil- 
vie had sung so well. 

The change wrought in Paul Lynedon made 
him seem more attractive, even in Eleanor's 
eyes. His manner grew earnest, and lost that 
outside gloss of almost annoying deference that 
characterized it when he had talked with the 
two girls at dinner. He spoke like a man — ^put 
forth his own opinion honestly, even when it dif- 
fered from theirs. They talked — ^he, and Elea- 
nor, and Katharine — about books and music, 
and all pleasant things, which are a continual 
feast to the young and happy. Recognizing 
Hugh, Lynedon drew him, almost against his 
will, into the charmed circle, conquermg his re- 
luctance to talk, and making him feel interested 
upon subjects that otherwise he cared little 
about. It was rather an exertion, but Paul was 
in a happy mood. So all conflicting elements 
were reconciled, and Lynedon and Eleanor led 
the way, and supported the chief conversation. 
Hugh was happy, for he had Katharine next to 
him. She sat almost silent, vailing her dark 
dreamy eyes with their long lashes \ and at 
times, when Paul Lynedon spoke earnestly, 
raising them to his face with a look which 
once positively startled him with its strange in- 
tenseness. Katharine was conscious of but one 
influence — new, wild, delicious — which breathed 
in his words, which brightened every thing where- 
on he looked. He seemed to her some glorious 
I and divine creature. 

Whose overpowering presence made her feel 
It would not be idolat^^ to kneel. 

And Paul Lynedon, what did he think of her? 
Let his own words tell. 

"You seem delighted with the Ogilvies?" 
whispered Mrs. Lancaster, as, somewhat piqued 
at the dull evening passed with the elders, she 
was about to retire. 

"Oh, certainly — delighted!" echoed Paul- 
"they are a charming family." 

"Especially the young vocalist?" 

Lynedon answered warmly, but laconically, 
"I quite agree with you." 

"And the dark-eyed Katharine?" 

"A gentle, thoughtful creature; evidently 
full of feeling, and so fond of her cousin. I like 
— ^I almost love — Katharine Ogilvie," he said, 
decisively. 

And it so chanced, that in passing by, Kath- 
arine heard the words. 

He had said them idly, and forgotten them as 
soon as they were uttered, but they gave a color- 
ing to her whole life. 

Oh ye, who have passed through the cloudy 
time when youth is struggling with the strange 
and mysterious stirrings of that power which, 
either near or remote^ environs our whole life* 
with its influence, who can now look back calm- 
• ly on that terrible mingling of stormy darkness 
and glorious light, and know on what shadowy- 
nothings love will build airy palaces wherein a 
god might dwell, regard with tenderness that 



wild, enthusiastic dream ! Perchance there is 
one of you who has dreamed like Katharine 
Ogilvie. I 
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Say never, ye loved once. 
God is too near above — tbe grave below, 

And all our moments go 
Too quickly past our souls, for saying ad. 
The niysteries of life and death avenge 

Affections light of range. 
There comes no change to justify that change. 

£. B. BRowmic«. 

The memory of the withered leaf 
(n endless time is scarce more brief 
Than of the garnered autunm sheaf: 

Go, vexed Spirit, sleep tn trust ! 
The right ear, that is filled with dost 
Hears little of the false or just. 

TcNNTSOir. 

There are in our existence days which are 
ages. True, at such seasons the hours glide as 
fast, nay, faster in their golden stream; but 
when we look back, it seems as though the 
narrow tide of a single day had swelled into a 
life's flood — a mighty ocean which upheaves 
itself between us and the last epoch that we 
called the past. 

It was thus with Katharine when she arose 
next morning. Her foot seemed already within 
the shining entrance-gate of a new paradise — 
the old childish world of a few hours since 
looked far distant, and oh, how pale and dim I 
She scarcely turned her face to gaze upon it 
now. All night her spirit had floated aiTiong 
the wildest, the most delicious fancies; and 
even on her waking she felt as still in a dream. 
On descending, she found that her restless hap- 
piness had made her the earliest riser in the 
house. She lingered a few minutes .in the 
breakfast-room, looking out on the dappled 
morning sky, and thioSiing how beautiful the 
world was. Then she went into the drawing- 
room, and began to pour out her heart's emotion 
to her usual friendly confidante — her piano-forte. 
Katharine loved ipusic intensely, but the very 
sense which made her feel so keenly the power 
of song rendered its science irksome in the 
extreme. Still though in society she shrank 
from any display, she sometimes sat alone for 
hours, her light fingers and sweet, but feeble 
voice, weaving together bird-like melodies, most 
of which were the inspiration of the moment. 

Now almost unconsciously, she glided into 
the song which Miss Trevor's rich tones and 
Paul Lynedon's praise had impressed upon her 
memory. She sang it with her whole heart, 
seeing nothing, save perchance one likeness 
which her fancy conjured up, and which formed 
the inspiration of the strain. 

"Thank you. Miss Ogilvie," said a voice* 
behind — Paul Lynedon's own — for he had en- 
tered softly ; " why will you compel me to act 
the spy in order to attain such a pleasure as 
this?" 

Katharine did not answer. Poor child ! she 
trembled like a little bird in its captor's hands. 

Paul thought what terribly hard work it was 
to get on at all with young girls, who bore the 
lingering traces of pinafores and bread-and- 
butter. But good-nature urged hira to make 
another attempt. 
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" I was not aware that you sang at all, still 
'ess that you knew this pet song of mine, which 
I asked your cousin for in vain last night ; why 
did you not tell me so ?" 

" Because I can not sing," murmured Katha- 
rine J " I have scarcely any voice." 

"Nay, I must differ from you there; you 
have a very sweet one ; only it wants power 
and proper cultivation. But you sing with your 
soul, if not with your lips, and that is what I 
love to hear." 

And then, Lynedon, to relieve her confusion, 
went on talking in an easy, kind, quiet manner, 
about the quality of her voice and the way to 
strengthen it. " But what a long speech I am 
making^— quite a lecture," he added, laughing. 

" I like to listen to you j pray, go on," said 
Katharine, simply. 

" Well, here is some improvement ; we shall 
get on in time," thought Paul Lynedon. And 
then he continued, " What I mean to say is, that 
as we ought to let no talent rust, if I were you, 
I would try to sing as well as I could. It may 
not be quite so charmingly as your cousin, but 
you will give pleasure to many, as you did to 
me this morning." 

" I am glad:— very glad," said Katharine, with 
a bright smile, and that earnest look, which 
always puzzled Lynedon, in her intense, dark 
eyes. 

" Thank you ; and you will sing whenever I 
ask you, like a dear little friend ?" 

" Yes." 

"Then, thank you once more," answered 
Paul, feeling toward the *' little shy girl" a real 
liking, which partly sprang from gratified self- 
love at having succeeded so well in the difficult 
task of drawing her out. " Then it is agreed. 
Miss Katharine — Miss Ogilvie, I mean, " for so 
you sure bv right, I think." 

" Yes, but I am never called so — only Kath- 
arine, I like it best." 

" Then I will call you Katharine, if you will 
allow me." 

Another quiet " Yes," sealed the contract ; and 
thus was woven one more link of the dark chain 
that was to bind that young heart forever. 

The time of the visit flew by — the "rest-day" 
-:-the "prest-day" — and still 'the guests linger- 
ed, to the satisfaction of all. It is astonishing 
how soon an agreeable party at a country-house 
seems to grow into one family. And in this 
case it really seemed to be so. Whatever pas- 
sions were dawning to life beneath, there were 
no stirrings on the surface to break the calm- 
ness of that pleasant circle. 

Paul Lynedon, after a few days, began to 
think a great deal more than he liked to confess 
of Eleanor Ogilvie. Perhaps this was because 
her character burst upon him with a freshness 
that quite contradicted his former notions of 
women. She was the first who, if not treating 
him with positive indifference, had, at least, 
never sought in any way to win his attention. 
Her perfect independence annoyed him. It 
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short time on Katharine, He gave up these ele- 
gant flatteries, and became his own real self — 
his better self. . But this change only gained 
from Eleanor a surprised, pleased, and friendly ' 
response. She treated him with greater warmth, 
but still with the unreserve and frank kindness 
which she showed to every pne around her. 
With men of Lynedon's character opposition is 
often the greatest incentive. Before he had 
been many days in her society, Paul was more 
in love with Eleanor than he had ever been with 
any woman during his gay and mercurial life. 
Perhaps, added to the spur of wounded vanity, 
came the impulse of many purer and higher 
feelings, long dormant within him, which her 
true nature had awakened once more ; and the 
reverent admiration with which he felt constrain- 
ed to regard this gentle, single-hearted girl, 
Lynedon's quick and fiery temperament mistook 
for love. 

Paul was one of those men in ^om natural 
reserve adds to the outward self-command taught 
by habituation to society. Therefore, though 
Eleanor's influence over him grew stronger 
every day — and he felt it to be so — no outward 
sign of his awakening passion was discernible. 
Perhaps Eleanor might have discovered it, for a 
woman generally sees intuitively where she is 
loved ; but her heart was too full of one feeling 
to admit even the suspicion of another. 

There was one more person whose eyes might 
have been open to the elements for future fate 
that were brooding among the gay idlers at 
Summerwood. But Mrs. Lancaster was deep 
in antiquarian researches, traversing the coun- 
try with her host as pioneer; and in this lady, 
love for science — at least, for the eclat that sci- 
ence brings — ^shut out even the feminine impulse 
of curiosity. 

So the young people walked, rode, drove, in 
the pleasant winter luornings — sat by the even- 
ing fire, and talked, or sang, or told ghost-stories, 
until the week ended, and with it Mrs. Lancas- 
ter's peregrinations. She spoke of going home : 
and, after the usually friendly battle, pro and 
con, the affair was decided. The last evening 
came — the last morning. No more would there 
be of those social firesides at night, of that 
merry breakfast-table chat; and, when Katha- 
rine rose to answer her grandfather's summons, 
she felt this so strongly, that, ere she reached 
the hall, there was a strange dimness in her 
eyes. As she passed on toward her grand- 
father's room, she heard Lynedon call— ^ 

" Katharine, Katharine, tell Sir James I will 
be with him by the time the reading is finished." 

He had usually come in to aid her in the 
task, and now, the last day, every moment in 
his sight becsCme so precious ! It was a disap- 
pointment, that niade what was ever a loving 
duty seem almost a burden. 

Paul thought, during that time, he might con- 
trive to be a few moments alone with Eleanor, 
not to tell her he loved her, he was too cautious 



for that, but to try and gain some word or look 
was in vain that, every time he spoke, there | on which his own heart might rest for a time, 
dropped from his lips, like the fairy gift of pearls , when he was no longer in her presence. But 
and diamonds, compliments so graceful and re- ! there was Hugh, busy making flies, his usual 
fined that they had been the envied wonder of | morning occupation, and continually calling out 
all his fair friends of old, but Eleanor never | for his sister's light fingers to aid in the dab- 
once jstooped to pick them up. His vanity was \ bing, or to cut the wings. Eka.xvcK.^"«iIsr''^^'s«*. 
piqued, and, after trying the experiment for a ^ as ake ^n^s, s,teaxR^ ^a^^'ei c5,vsei&.«BX^\sNs&.^-ri\ss^tf2»' 
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^rew restless and uncomfoitable. At last, see- 
ing no chance of the brief interview he sought, 
he went to Sir James's study. . 

Katharine was still reading ; but there was a 
vacant look in the old man's eyes which seemed 
to imply that the listener profited as little as 
the reader. Every now and then he interrupted 
her, to ask, in a voice feebler than usual, some 
question that betokened a wandering mind. He 
did not notice Paul's entrance, and the young 
man motioned to Katharine not to stop, while 
he placed himself behind her, and looked over 
what she read. It was an old paper that chron- 
icled the coronation of George III. ; and Paul 
could not help listening with a strange, almost 
painful feeling, to the description of festivities, 
oourtiers, and court beauties, whose very mem- 
ory had passed away. 

^'I should think it must have been a gay 
sight, grandpapa ?" said Katharine, stopping. 

" Eh, wl)|| did you say ? my child." 

Katharine repeated her observation. 

^'Read that last sentence again, dear; I don't 
think I quite understood it ; indeed, things do 
not seem quite clear here to-day." The old 
man touched his forehead, with a feeble smile, 
and tried to attend while Katharine read. Then 
he shook his head mournfully, and said — 

*^ It is of no use, Katharine ; I can't make it 
out. What is it ?" 

*'It is an account of the coronation lev6e, 
dear grandpapa, and of who were presented ; 
and look, here, is your own name, Sir James 
Ogilvie, among the rest." 

*' Ah, yes— -I remember I went — ^let me see, 
it must have been last week, for the Gazette 
appears weekly now. And the king has asked 
me to go down to Windsor and hunt ; don't for- 
get that, Katharine ; and while I think of it, ring 
for Peters, to see about Ringdove. His Majesty 
said there was not a -finer hunter any where than 
my Ringdove. Make haste, love." 

Katharine looked imploringly at Paul Lyne- 
don, who slipped forward. 

" My dear Sir James, you are thinking of 
things long gone by." 

"Eh — ^what — ^who are you, sir ? I never saw 
you before," said the old man, over whom a 
strange change appeared to have come, for his 
dim eyes glittered, and he moved restlessly in 
his chair. "Katharine, who is this man? I 
don't know him. What is he goin^ to do with 
me ?" and he caught his grandchild's hand un- 
easily. 

" Dearest gran^apa, it is only Mr. Lynedon." 

"Lynedon; ah, to be sure — Viscount Lyne- 
don ; my dear lord, so you have come from the 
lev6e; perhaps the king has invited you, too? 
Ah! is it so? — ^that's well. HoV young you 
look ; you find me . not over strong, my dear 
friend, but I shall soon be better — very soon." 

The old man paused a moment in his unusual 
volubility, and turned to Lynedon and Katharine 
— neither of whom would speak. A vague 
terror oppressed the latter; she became very 
pale, and her eyes filled with tears. Sir James 
looked wistfully at her. 

" Who is that lady — I don't remember her ?" 
he whispered to Lynedon. Katharine's tears 
oversowed, and she hid her face. j 

It is Katharine— yonr own Katharine," said 



" Jfy own JTafAanne," repeated the old man ; 
"yes, It must be Katharine — Katharine Mayhew. 
But you mistake, my lord, you must not call her 
my Katharine. Come another day, and I'll tell 
you all about it; I can't now;" and his voice 
trembled! "There she is, weeping still-; my 
dear friend, go to her ; we must do as the world 
does, and if her father should come in — ^tell her I 
did love her — I did indeed — and I always shall, 
though they will not let us marry. Katharine, 
my Katharine, do not weep." 

His voice dropped almost to a whisper, and he 
leaned back with closed eyes, his fingers flutter, 
ing to and fro on the elbows of the chair. Lyne- 
don motioned for Katharine to speak to him. 

" Are you tired, dear grandpapa, or not well. 
Shall I call any one ?" 

" No, no, no ! I am quite well, only tired ; so 
tired." 

"Is your father in the house, Katharine?'* 
asked Paul, who felt more alarmed than he liked 
to let her see. 

" No ; he is gone out with Mrs. Lancaster, I 
think to the church." 

" Church !" said the old baronet, opening his 
eyes at the word. "Are we at the church? 
Ah, yes, I remember I promised.. And so you 
are to be married, Katharine Mayhew — married 
after all ? Well, well ; and this is your bride- 
groom—and his name—" 

" Dear grandpapa, you are thinking of some- 
thing else," cried Katharine, sobbing. "Here 
is no one but Mr. Lynedon and myself." 

"Lynedon— so you are going to marry a 
Lynedon ; well, I had not thought so once ; but 
here we are, and I must say the words myself. 
Give me your hemds — " 

"Do not contradict him, it is best not," 
whispered Paul. 

Sir James joined their hands together— even 
at that moment of terror and excitement — a wild 
thrill shot through Katharine's heart, and her 
very brow crimsoned at the touch. The old man 
muttered some indi&tinct sounds, and stopped. 

"I have forgotten the service! how does it 
begin ? Ah ! I remember," said he, very faintly 
— "Earth to earth) ashes to ashes, dust to dust; 
—yes, yes—" 

Katharine started up, and shrieked with terror, 
for her grandfather had sunk back in his chair, 
white and ghastly. One feeble shudder con- 
vulsed the aged limbs, and then all was still- 
ness. 

Paul and Katharine— their hands still clasped 
together — stood in the presence of Death ! 



Paul. 



CHAPTER IX. 

• 

The ordinary nee of acqaaintance is a sharing of talk, 
news, drink, niirth, together ; but sorrow is the right of a 
friend, as a thing nearer the heart, and to be delivered 
with it. Bishop Seldkn. 

She did but look upon him, and his blood 
Blushed deeper, even from his inmost heart. 
For at each glanee of those sweet eyes, a soul 
Look'd forth as from the azure gates of heuven. 

Fhiup BaIlbt. 

What a shocking occurrence, and really quite 
unfortunate, that it should have happened just 
now!" said Mrs. Lancaster, as she paced the 
drawing-Toom in ci slaXe oC wetvous agitation — 
half afitected) Vvall Te«A.. TVvs 've^s ^ovtva v«<i <» 
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three hours after the first excitement and terror- 
stricken surprise of the family had subsided into 
the stillness of a household which had been in- 
vaded by Death. 

The lady's remark drew no answer from Paul 
Lynedon, who was the onlj person present. He 
sat, leaning his head on his hand, in a grave at- 
titude. 

"I wish Julian would make haste with the 
carriage," restlessly muttered Mrs. Lancaster. 
"I shall be glad to get away. It is so very 
unpleasant to be where there is a death in the 
house ; it makes me quite nervous. If the old 
gentleman had but lived imtil night. Really, 
Mr. Lynedon, I wish you would speak, instead 
of sitting there without uttering a word — and 
when you see me so agitated, too." 

"I am very sorry," began Paul, in an absent 
tone. ''Death is, indeed, solemn." 

" Of course, of course ; but you know I do 
not think with these stupid, church-going peo- 
ple. No one of strong mind would. There is 
Mrs. Ogilvie, with her Bible quotations, and her 
talk about ' submission,' as if it were not a good 
thing that the old man is gone — such a trouble 
as he was. Of course, they are all in their 
hearts quite thankful for the event." 

At this moment a low moaning froja^one of 
the distant apartments reached the Vkwing- 
room. Paul Lynedon's countenance changed, 
from the apathy \<rith which he had listened to 
Mrs. Lancaster, to an expression of deep com- 
passion. 

" Hark ! that is Katharine. Poor child, poor 
child," he said, softly. 

"She has been in hysterics ever since you 
carried her to her room. It is almost time the 
scene were ended, I fancy," answered the lady, 
sarcastically. 

" Mrs. Lancfister !" said Paul Lvnedon, with 
a look of ^rave reproof; but immeaiately recol- 
lecting himself, his countenance resumed its 
usual expression, and he relapsed into the 
thoughtful silence which had excited Mrs. Lan- 
caster's animadversions. 

She, on her part, was becoming thoroughly 
vexed with her protege. For several days he 
had not paid her half the attention she exacted, 
or wished to exact ; and now it appeared to her 
that his mind was entirely occupied by thoughts 
in which she had evidently no share. The lady's 
conjectures were right. At this moment her 
worldliness and cold-heartedness were almost ab- 
horrent to Paul Lynedon. For days there had 
been a struggle within him between the two in- 
fluences — the true and the unreal; custom, on 
the one hand; and, on the other, purity, sim- 
plicity, and nature. The latter was especially 
attractive, as they came in the guise of Eleanor 
Ogilvie. 

Now, startled, awed by the day's event, and 
brought, for the first time in his life, within the 
presence of death — at least of sudden death — 
Lynedon had put off, for a while, the fictions 
which constituted his outer self, and there was 
something powerfully repugnant in the affecta- 
tions with which Mrs. Lancaster broke in upon 
the current of thoughts, deeper and purer than 
the young man had indulged in for a long season. 

"Thank heaven, there' are the carriage- 
wheels," cried Mrs. Lancaster, who had been 
impatiently beating time on the window-panes 



with her gloved fingers. " Now we shall get 
away without meeting the family." 

"What! shall you not see them before you 
go?" asked Paul, with much surprise. 

" Oh, no ; such an intrusion would be indec- 
orous. I will send cards when I get home." 

" Cards ! Why, I thought, of all woman's 
duties and privileges, there was none so sacred 
as that of consolation.- Surely I have heard you 
say so yourself."" 

Mrs. Lancaster shrugged her shoulders. 

" In other cases, certainly ; but in this — ^how- 
ever, my dear friend, I can not argue the point 
now, for here is Julian with the boxes. Really, 
it is very disagreeable to wait upon ourselves, 
and all because of this old gentleman's death. 
However, we shall soon be at home. Of course, 
you are quite ready, Mr. Lynedon." 

" I beg your pardon, but I do not go just yet." 

"Not go! And, pray, what is the reason of 
this sudden and most disinterested gjpolution ?'^ 
said Mrs. Lancaster, with a smile oPsuch iron* 
ical meaning,' that Paul Lynedon's brown cheek 
grew many shades deeper with annoyance. But, ^ 
as was customary with him, he only showed his 
vexation by answering in a tone more firm and 
haughty than lusual. 

"Mrs. Lancaster, my only reason is one so 
trifling, that it hardly deserves your attention. 
Merely, that having received much courtesy in 
thi* house, I wish to return it, by inquiring if, 
in this time of confusion and anxiety, I can in 
any way be of use ; and so, with an apology for 
troubling you with this explanation, allow me to 
lead you to your carriage." 

Verily, the stateliness of the whole Lynedon 
race, for a century back, was compressed in Paul, 
when he chose to exhibit that peculiar manner. 
The petite^ graceful Mrs. Lancaster shrank into 
nothing beside the overwhelming courtesy of his 
demeanor, and they were silently descending the 
staircase, when Eleanor Ogilvie appeared. 

" How very unpleasant !" and " how fortu- 
nate!" cried Mrs. Lancaster, in a breath, the 
former being, of course, an aside. But a glance 
at Eleanor's face, which, though a degree paler 
than ordinary, was perfectly composed, freed 
the departing guest from the apprehension of a 
scene, and she re-ascended to the drawing-room. 

"My dearest Eleanor, I would fain have 
saved us all the pain of an adieu — ^these most 
afflicting circumstances — your feelings — my 
own ;" and here Mrs. Lancaster took out her 
pocket-handkerchief. 

But Eleanor neither wept, nor made any pre- 
tense of doing so: 

" Thank you for yoor sympathy," she answer- 
ed ; " and since I see you are gomg, may I hope 
that you will excus* an omission which — " 

" Excuse ! Mj dear young friend, I would 
have remained could I have been any comfort ; 
but I thought the kindest act was to intrude no 
longer on yotir sorrow." 

Eleanor offered no word of dissent to this re- 
mark, and Mrs. Lancaste| felt so completely at 
a loss that she again had recourse to her pocket- 
handkerchief. 

" You will bear my adieus and condolence t<s 
your aunt and to ^ooT.^4viSwT'W\^'&^'^icr\&^"'«?"s^ 
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salute, and then held out her hand to Paul Lyne- 
don, who had stood by in perfect silence. 

He took her hand, but said quietly, " I am not 
' bidding adieu, for I do not return to town until 
night ; perhaps I may be of some service." 

"You are very kind," was Eleanor's reply, 
" but we will not encroach on your good offices, 
there is no need." 

" That is just what I have been telling him. 
Miss Eleanor ; he will only be in the way ; you 
had better come with us, Lynedon," said Mrs. 
Lancaster. 

Paul never answered her, but raised his eyes 
to Eleanor ; his look was so full of earnest feel- 
ing, sympathy, and sincere kindliness, that she 
was touched. "You will let me stay, if I can 
be of use to any one here," he said, gently, 
when Mrs. Lancaster walked forward, in ill-con- 
cealed impatience. 

" Thank you, yes ; do as you will," answered 
Eleanor, ttbile the tears which affected sym- 
pathy woum never have drawn forth, confessed 
the influence of real feeling. The traces of 
this emotion were still on her cheek when Paul 
Lynedon returned to the room. They went to 
bis very heart, for men to whom tears are un- 
known seem most susceptible to their power in 
women. There is probably hardly any man liv- 
ing who does not feel his heart drawn to the girl 
he loves, or even is only beginning to love, if he 
sees her under the influence of any grief deep 
enough to call forth tears. 

So it was that when Lynedon came again, into 
Eleanor's presence, his manner was so subdued, 
so tender, so free from all afiectation, that she 
had never felt more inclined to regard him with 
friendly feelings. That she could either inspire 
or return a warmer sentiment, had not once en- 
tered Eleanor's mind with respect to Paul Lyne- 
don ; therefore, her manner was always frank, 
open, and kindly, and now even gentler than 
usual. 

"This is kind of you — ^very kind," she said, 
giving him her hand. He pressed it warmly, 
as a friend might, and then let it go; he dared 
not, he could not suffer the expression of earthly 
love to intrude at such a time. 

" I feel very much with you — indeed I do," 
said Paul's low, musical tones ; " and that dear 
child, poor Katharine, it was a terrible shock 
for her." 

" Yes, Katharine loved him very dearly, and 
she was the darling of his heart. He gave her 
her name, and she was his god-child, too. Poor 
grandpapa ! I think he loved Katharine better 
than any one in the world. How strange that 
no one should have been present when he died, 
except you and herself. Did he say any thing, 
or seem to suffer ? Poor Katharine has told us 
nothing; indeed, she has been weeping inces- 
santly ever since." 

Then Paul Lynedon related the scene in the 
study, and the strange delusion uiMer which Sir 
James had died; a common sympathy, though 
neither was aware of it, made Paul speak and 
Eleanor listen with deep interest to the touching 
memory of a long-past love. 

"And he remembered her even then, this 
Katharine Mayhew. How strange !" murmured 
JEJeanor. 

''It 18 noMtrange, " said Paul, earnestly ; " no 
fnan ever forgets the woman whom he first loved. 



The storms of a lifetime may intervene, but that 
such first true love should pass away — never, 
never!" 

Eleanor's lips trembled, her bosom heaved, 
and the voice of her soul, even more than that 
of her tongue, echoed the "never!" It was as 
the one amen to the universal love-orison which 
every young heart breathes at its first awaken- 
ing. But how rarely does each life's history 
work out the fulfillment of the prayer. And not 
only do fate's mysteries, but the willfulness, 
change, and weakness of humanity itself cast a 
shadow between it and that blessed "never" 
which, while still believed in, is strength and 
hope; for love is no longer divine to us when 
we find out, or only begin to suspect, that it Is not 
eternal. 

Lynedon watched Eleanor's evident emotion 
with a thrill of rapture which he could hardly 
conceal. He interpreted all as a lover would 
fain do. Her lightest word, her most passing • 
look, might then have drawn from him the con- 
fession of his feelings, and would surely have 
done so, despite -the time and place, had there 
been in her an answering love, thus involuntarily 
betraying itself. But, when Eleanor lifted up 
her face, the look which met his was so calm, 
so uncflj^trained in its maidenly frankness, that 
the mcWenthusiastic, self-deceiving lover would 
not have discovered in it the secret which he 
might desire to see. Ptikil Lyhedon shrank back 
into himself, and the passionate words which had 
risen from his heart almost to his lips died away 
in the ordinary expressions of feeling called forth 
by the occasion. And even these were so cold 
that Eleanor seemed surprised. She looked in 
his face, which was pale and agitated, and her . 
womanly sympathy at once supplied the imag* 
ined cause. : 

" How ill you look, Mr. Lynedon," said shcj 
while her gentle tone and kind eyes express^ 
more than her words. " We have been thinking 
so much of ourselves, and have forgotten hoi 
much this painful day must have anected yoa| 
Sit down, and let me oring you a glass of winy 
I will have no refusal." f 

Paul had no power to refuse. When Eleiy^ 
brought him the wine he took it from her hi 
drank it, and then leaned his head against i 
wall, incapable of uttering one word. Ele^ 
stood by him w^ith a feeling of strange intei 
mingled with compassion. At last he rof 
himself, and said, with a faint smile — 

" You must pardon m'e." j 

" There is no need ; it was a trying sef 
no wonder it affected you. I often thi/ 
men can less bear to come within the sh^ 
death than can women. It is our fate — ^j 
who have to meet the terrible one face ti 
No matter how regardless a man may be 
his life of all female ties, it is from motha 
sister, or daughter, that he will seek ^ 
offices of kindness. We leave wordly j^ 
to you, but you look to us for comiof 
last." 

Eleanor had said all this — a lonff| 
was, too, for one of her generally undj 
ive character — with the kindly intenti 
ing Paul time to recover himself, i 
ceased, she found his eyes fixed upoi 
with an inteuse, eatuest. ^aze. But i 
so much thai oi a Vo\fei Xowax^ \i\^ 'd^ 
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the upraised, almost adoring look which a Cath- 
olic worshiper might turn to his saint ; and there 
was a sweetness and benignity almost mother- 
. like in the placid face that cent over Paul,Lyne- 
don, and assuaged the troubled waters ot his 
spirit until they sunk into a calm. 

" Have I talked to you until you are wearied ?" 
said Eleanor, with one of her peculiar shadowy 
smiles. ^^ It is some time since I have said so 
much on my own account. How much longer 
would you listen, I wonder ?" 

" Forever ! forever !" muttered Paul Lynedon. 

"What were you saying?" inquired the un- 
conscious Eleanor. 

Paul recollected himself at once. 

" That you are very kind and thoughtful — -just 
like a woman, and that I am ashamed to have 
given you so much trouble." 

"Then you feel quite well, now? If so, I 
will go up to see poor Katharine." 

"Not yet, not yet," Lynedon hastily inter- 
posed. " You were to tell me if there is any 
thing I can do in London — any business to. ar- 
range ; or, if not to-day, can not I ride back 
here to-morrow and see? You do not know 
what pleasure it would give me to do any thing 
for you— rthat is, for the family." 

" I am sure of it — I know how good you are," 
said Eleanor, with a look full of kindness; " but 
my uncle and Hugh are both at home." 

" Nay, your brother is out ten miles off in the 
forest. Shall I ride over to meet him, and in- 
form him of this sad event ?" 

" Thank you, but we have ^already sent : in- 
deed, Mr. Lynedon, there is really no need for 
the exercise of your kindness ; and since, to be 
frank with you, my uncle and aunt will like best 
to see no one except Hugh and myself, I will 
positively send you away." 

" But I may come to-morrow, or the next day, 
only to inquire after you all; and perhaps see 
yourself or your brother for a few minutes. It 
will be a satisfaction to me ; and Mrs. Lancas- 
ter, too, will be glad — " 

Eleanor's countenance changed a little — a 
very little — she was so sincere, that even a 
passing thought ever cast some reflected shadow 
on her face ; her companion saw it, and hastened 
to remove the impression. 

"You must not judge of me by — that is, I 

mean to say that a man is not accountable for 

the faults of his friends, or— or — acquaintance." 

\ There was some confusion in his speech, which 

was not removed by Eleanor's total silence. 
^ "I wish you to think well of me — indeed f 
-do," the young man continued; "I know there 
M^jLmnch in me wrong ; but then I have been left 
^Hmyself since boyhood ; for years have not had 
^|i home, a mother or a sister, and so I have grown 
^more worldly than 1 ought to be. For this rea- 
son, now, in going away, I feel how much I owe 
for the pleasant and good influence of this week 
to you and to others." 

Paul was treading on dangerous ground, but 
once more Eleanor's composure saved him. 

" I am glad we have mada you happy ; in- 
deed, we wished to do so, Katharine and I ; and 
it has been a pleasant week to us all, but for its 
sttd ending. And now, Mr. Lynedon, since I 
am the only one of the household who can take 
leave of you, let me thank you again, on the paxt 
ofallj and say good-by.^^ 



" Good-by," repeated Paul, as he lingeringly 
opened the door for her, and watched her light 
figure ascend the winding staircase. When she 
disappeared, his breast relieved itself with a 
heavy sigh. Paul rode home, fully impressed 
with the conviction that the star of his life, pres* 
ent and to come, was Eleanor Ogilvie. 

There was a degree of irresolution in the 
character of Ljnedon that caused him often to 
be swayed agamst his will. With him the past 
or the future were always subservient to the in- 
fluence of the present. So, when he had ridden 
to Summerwood three times in the first week 
after Sir James's death, and thereupon borne a 
considerable number of Mrs. Lancaster's smiles 
and inuendoes, he began to feel that there was 
some cause for the neglect, of which she accused 
her guest ; and as the charms of Summerwood 
grew dim, in the attractions of successive intel- 
lectual dissipations — for it is due to Paul to say 
that no others could have any influence over his 
fine mind — it so chanced that, for the next fort- 
night, he never went near the Ogilvie family. 



CHAPTER X. 



The transition from sorrow to joy is easiest in pure 
minds, as the true diamond, when moistened by the breath, 
recovers its iuster sooner than the false.* 

Jban Paul. 
He stood beside me 
The embodied vision of the brightest dream 
,Thnt like a dawn, heralds the day of life : 
The shadow of his presence made my world 
A paradise. All familiar things he touched, 
All common words he spake, became to me 
Like forms and sounds of a diviner world. 
He was as is the sun in his tierce youth, 
As terrible and lovely as the tempest 
He came — and went— and lefk me what T am. 

Shellby. 

Katharine Ogilvie sat in the room which 
had so long been her grandfather's. Jt was now, 
by her own desire, virtually resigned to her. 
None of his pwn children had loved, and been 
loved by Sir James Ogilvie, like this young 
girl, who had sprung up in the third generation 
— a late-given flower, to cast sweetness over 
his old age. So Katharine seemed to have a 
right, beyond all others, to his room, and every 
thing that had belonged to him. When she re- 
covered from the grief and agitation which for 
some days had amounted to real illness, she took 
possession of the study without any opposition, 
except that her mother's anxious tenderness 
feared lest the scene of waning life and awfully 
sudden death might have a painful eflect on a 
mind so young. 

But Katharine seemed to have arisen from 
this trance of pain and sufiering with a new 
character. During that week of illness she had 
merged from the child into the woman. A 
change had passed over her — the life-change, 
wherein the heart awakes as out of sleep, to 
feel, with a terrible vividness, the reality of those 
pulses which had faintly stirred in its dreams. 

Katharine knew that the power, of which she 
had read and mused, had come upon her own 
soul. She felt in herself the truth of what she 
had seen shadowed forth in romance and aossj^ 
— she knew iVia.! ^Vkft Vs^^^. 

feat WiaX «. -JOXiXv^ XftsCv^K^ ^^^N. $^^sR.c^*^^^^^ ^'^"^ 
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presence of the life-influence in her heart — ^when 
she feels that her existence no longer centers in 
itself alone, hut has another added to it, which 
becomes, and will become more and more, its 
breath, its very soul. Katharine, who, in her 
unconscious simplicity, had given herself up so 
entirely to this pleasant reverie, of w^ch Paul 
Lynedon was the presiding spirit, almost shud- 
dered when the light broke in upon her and told 
her that dream was her life. Nor, with her, 
was love that girlish fancy which is born of idle- 
ness, nourished by vanity, and dies in a few 
months, of sheer inanition, to revive again in 
some new phase, and, thus transferred from ob- 
ject to object, lives out its scores of petty lives, 
until it fairly wears itself out, or settles, at the 
call of duty or interest, within the calm bound- 
aries of matrimonial necessity. Words can not 
too much ridicule or condemn this desecration. 
But a pure-hearted woman's sincere, true, and 
life-long love, awakened by what either is, or 
what she deems to be, noble and perfect in her 
ideal, and, as such, made the secret religion of 
her heart, whereon no eye may look, yet wj^ich 
is the hidden spring influencing all her thoughts 
and actions — this love is no shame, but a thins 
most sjwred, too solemn to be lightly spoken of, 
too exalted to need idle pity, too holy to awaken 
any feeling save reverence. 

And such ir love was Katharine's for Paul 
Lynedon. 

She sat in her grandfather's chair, her brow 
resting against the same cushion where in death 
had fallen the aged head now pillowed in eternal 
repose. Katharine turned away from the light, 
and closed her eyes. Her handls lay crossed on 
her knee, their extreme and almost sickly white- 
ness contrasting with her black dreSs. She was 
no longer an invalid ; but a dreaminess and lan- 
guor still hung over her, giving their own expres- 
sion to her face and attitude. It was a pleasure 
to sit still and think— one so great that she often 
suffered her parents and Hugh to suppose her 
asleep, rather than be disturbed by conversation. 

The room was so quiet, that sne might have 
been alone ; but Hugh, who ever since her re- 
covery, had followed her like a shadow, sat at 
the window, making his eternal flies — at least, 
that was his excuse for remaining with her in 
the study, but he oftener looked at Katharine 
than at nis work. So silent and quiet was he, 
that she had entirely forgotten his presence, 
until, waking from her reverie with a half-sup- 
pressed sigh, she saw Hugh creep softly to her 
chair. 

" I thought you were asleep, Katharine j are 
you awake now ?" he said, affectionately. 

Katharine's answer was a smile. She felt very 
grateful to Hugh, who had been her chief com- 
panion for some days, and had striven in every 
way to amuse her. He had given up the finest 
hunt of the season to stay at home with her, 
and, after in vain trying to interest her in the 
adventures of every fox dispatched during the 
winter, had finally offered to read aloud to her 
out of any book she liked, provided it was not 
poetry. But the time was gone by when the 
lingering childishness of Katharine's nature 
would sympathize with those purely physical 
deJigbts of exercise and out-door amusement 
^JJoA coustituted Hush's world. She tried to 
Jiide this from bim, and attempted to enter into 



every thing as usual ; but it would not do. The 
day lagged very heavily, and though Hugh was 
too go(Kl-natured to allude to the hunt, it re- 
curred sorrowfully to his mind, as be saw from 
the study windows a few moving specks of scar- 
let sweeping along the distant country. At last, 
when a horse's feet were heard up the avenue, 
he could rest quiet no longer. 

"It is surely one of the men from the hunt j I 
will just go and speak to him, and ask him to 
have some lunch. You will not mind being left 
aloAe for a few minutes, dear Katharine ?'° 

"Oh, no! — not at all! You are only too 
kind to me, cousin Hugh ; pray go, and enjoy 
yourself." 

The door closed on him, and Katharine leaned 
back in quiet, dreamy solitude. She thought 
of her grandfather — ^how soon every memory of 
him had parsed away from the household — ^how 
even the long life of eighty years, with all its 
ties and all its events, had become like a shadow 
— had crumbled into nothing at the touch of 
death — so that in the world not even a month's 
void was left by the human soul now departed. 
And then Katharine's mind reverted to the 
closing scene of hid life : the old man's vague, 
wandering words, which she felt referred to 
some memory of his youth, which he had strange- 
ly connected with her, not knowing that the 
universal chord thus touched in the shadowy 
past had found its echo in the present ; that the 
impulse swayed the spirit then passing away 
and that just entering upon its world-struggles. 
And amidst the solemn moumfulness of this 
death-vision came the remembered face of Paul 
Lynedon — the gentle sympathy of his look, the 
touch of his hand, the strange symbolizing of 
their united fate — for so it might prove — ^who 
could tell ? And Katharine gave herself up to 
the wild love-reverie of early youth, until the 
one whose influence, magician-Uke, had peopled 
her life with such glorious imaginings, stood by 
her side. 

Katharine had never seen Paul Lynedon since 
the moment when, half insensible, she had felt 
herself borne in his arms from the chamber of 
death. Now he came so suddenly into her pres- 
ence, that at the sight of him her heart seemed 
to suspend its beatings. Not a word came fronr 
her colorless lips, and the hand Paul took between 
his own felt like marble. 

" Dear Katharine, I fear I have startled you," 
he said, anxiously ; " but I was so glad to see 
you. I never thought of all the past — this room, 
too — how foolish it was of me." 

Katharine drooped her head, and burst in 
tears. 

Paul's kindly feelings were roused. He wai 
ed until Katharine's emotion had somewhat e^ 
hausted itself, and then laid her head back on 
the cushion, smoothing her soft black hair with 
his hand, as gently and soothingly as an elder 
brother or father might have done. 

"Poor Katharine, dear Katharine, you have 
suffered much ; but we will not think of it any 
more now. Let us talk about something else^ 
and I will sit by you until you have quite re- 
covered yourself. You see, the first thing I did 
was to come here to see you. Your cousin 
Hugh told me he had left you in the study." 

A happy sm\\e bio^e \,V«ou^\v Ka^tbarine's 
[ tears, aiid a faAnl ooVot ^\Xq^ o\et >CLax OaaOs.. 
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The words were very tender — ^made still more 
so by the inexpressible sweetness of the tone. 
What music there was at times in Paul Lyne- 
don's voice ! No wonder it should echo in that 
poor self-deceiving heart like a celestial melody. 

" I have not yet inquired after your father and 
^ mother; they are well, 1 hope? May I not see 
them to-day?" 

" Yes, certainly ;" said Katharine. 

" And — and — ^your cousin — Miss Eleanor, I 
mean?" Paul's head here turned toward the 
fire, and his fingers busied themselves in playing 
with a loose tassel on the arm-chair. 

" Eleanor is very well. I had a letter from 
her to-day," Katharine answered. 

"A letter!" 

" Yes ; she was sent for a week since by her 
old friend, Mrs. Breynton. She told me to say 
how sorry she was not to bid you adieu; in- 
deed, we half expected you every day last 
week." 

A slight excleunation of vexed surprise rose 
to Paufs lips, but he suppressed it, and only 
tore the tassel into small bits. No indication 
of what was in his mind conveyed itself to Kath- 
arine's ; she sat with her sweet, downcast eyes 
and trembling lips, drinking in nothing but deep 
happiness. 

So habitual was Paul L3medon's command 
over his voice and features, that when he turned 
round there was no shade of disappointment 
visible on his countenance — at least, only suf- 
ficient to give a joyful thrill to Katharine's un- 
suspecting heart, as he said — 

" How sorry I am — really quite vexed. You 
must have thought me very unkind and forgetful 
to stay away a whole fortnight." 

Katharine did not know whether to say yes 
->or no. She was in a rapturous dream, whose 
light flooded and dazzled all her thoughts and 
senses. 

"But you will forgive me, dear Katharine, 
and ask your cousin to do the same when you 
write ? Will that be soon ?" 

" Oh, yes ; we write very often, Eleanor and 
I." 

" How pleasant," said Paul Lynedon ; while 
his thoughts flew far away, and the few words 
with which he tried to keep up the conversation 
only sufficed to make it more confused and 
broken. Katharine never noticed how absent 
his manner grew. She was absorbed in the 
happiness of sitting near hun, hearing him 
speak, and stealing glances, now and then, at 
that calm, intellectual face, which to her seemed 
even more beautiful in its thoughtful composure 
than when lighted up by animation; and per- 
haps, had she considered it at all, his silence 
would have only seemed another token of the 
blessed secret which she fancied she read in the 
deep tenderness of his words and manner. 

To him the time passed rather wearily — it 

was a duty of kindness and consideration — at 

first pleasant, then somewhat dull, and possibly 

f a relief when fulfilled. To her, the bliss of a 

year, nay, a life-time, was comprised in that one 

half-hour. At the moment it seemed a dizzy 

I trance of confused joy, formless and vague, but 

^ in after-hours it grew distinct : each word, each 

look, each gesture, being written on her heart 

and brain in letters of golden li^ht, until at last 

thef turned to fire. 



Hugh came in, looking not particularly pleased. 
Though he had a strong suspicion that his sister 
Eleanor was Paul Lynedon' s chief attraction at 
Summerwood, he never felt altogether free from 
a vague jealousy on Katharine's account. But 
the warmth with which his supposed rival met 
him quite re-assured the simple-hearted, good- 
natured Hu^h; and while the two young men 
interchanged greetings, Katharine crept away 
to her own room. 

There, when quite alone, the full tide of joy 
was free to fiow. With an emotion of almost 
child-like rapture she clasped he^ hands above 
her head. 

" It may come — ^that bliss ! It may come yet !" 
she murmured: and then she repeated his words 
— the words wnich now ever haunted her like a 
perpetual music — "J almost love Katharine 
OgilvieP^ "It may be true — ^it must be — how 
happy am 1 1" 

And as she stood with her dasped hands 
pressed on her bosom, her head thrown back, 
the lips parted, the face beaming, and her whole 
form dilated with joy, Katharine caught a sight 
of her figure in the opposite mirror. She was 
startled to see herself so lovely. There is no 
beauty like happiness, especially the happiness 
of love. It often seems to invest with a halo of 
radiance the most ordinary face and form. No 
wonder was it, that, under its influence, Kath- 
arine hardly knew her own semblance. 

But, in a moment, a delicious consciousness 
of beauty stole over her. It was not vanity, but 
a wild gladness, that thereby she might be more 
worthy of him. She drew nearer; she gazed' 
almost lovingly on the bright young face reflected 
there, not as if it were her own, but as some- 
thing fair and precious in his sight, which ac- 
cordingly became most dear to hers. She looked 
into the depths of the dark, clear eyes. Ah! 
one day it might be his joy to do the same. 
She marked the graceful curves of the round, 
white hand — the same hand which had rested 
in his — ^perhaps the time might come when it 
would rest there forever. The thought made it 
most beautiful, most hallowed in her eyes. 

Simple, childlike Katharine — a child in all but 
love — if thou could' St have died in that blessed 
dream ! 

The sudden delirium of joy passed away, and 
left a still gladness, which lighted up her eyes ,, 
and trembled in her lips, making her whole 
countenance beautiful. As she went down to 
dinner, she passed the open door of the study, 
and entered it for a moment. How changed it 
seemed ! — the memorial altar of Death had be- 
come the sanctuary of Love. A little, Katha- 
rine's heart smote her, and a few tears fell, 
awakened by one sudden thought of him who 
was gone. But how could the dear, yet now 
faint memory of the dead, contend with the 
fresh, glad fount of youth and first love that 
sprung up in her heart, filling it with sunshine and 
singing evermore; so that the light and the 
music shut out all sorrowful sights and sounds, 
or changed them into joy. It could not be ; it 
never is so in this world. And Nature, who 
makes the greenest grciss and the brightest fiow- 
exh to grow over ^ta.'^«&.^^!tt^aa^^'^J^'W£»^^^''^oaXv'^sv 

wisdom a.t\^'\TAm\.ek\w^. a* xh^a av5j5. 
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of quiet pleasure to every one. Mr. — or, as Paul 
found some difficulty in calling him, Sir Robert 
— Ogilvie was glad to have a talk about politics, 
and his lady was delighted that a visitor had at 
last arrived to break the formal gloom of a house- 
hold over which death had passed, but scarcely 
sorrow. Hugh had an engagement elsewhere. 
This fact, while Sir Robert took his after-dinner 
nap, cost Lady Ogilvie a long apology, which 
her guest thought infinitely more wearisome than 
the circumstance for which it was meant to 
atone. 

*' Though casting no reproach on your neph- 
ew's agreeable society," said the polite Lyne- 
don, " I assure you, my dear Lady Ogilvie, that 
I shall be quite content, and, indeed, gratified, 
to have your daughter all to myself for a whole 
evening, such good friends as we are. Is it not 
so, Katharine?" and he took the young girl's 
hand with the affectionate familiarity which he 
had established between them. How bright, 
how joyful, were the answering blush and smile ! 

Paul Lynedon saw both. He was flattered at 
having so completely conquered the shyness of 
this young creature, who, in the intervals of his 
sudden passion for Eleanor, had at once interest- 
ed, amused, and puzzled him. He could not but 
perceive the admiring reverence of himself which 
her whole manner unconsciously showed; and a 
proud man likes to be worshiped and looked up 
to, especially by the other sex. To be sure, 
Katharine was still a mere child ; but there was 
something even in the devotion of a young girl 
J that gratified his self-esteem and love of appro- 
bation — both very strong in Paul Lynedon. 

So his manner toward Katharine took a deep- 
er and tenderer meaning — more so than even he 
intended it should. Though the other fair image, 
which he fancied so dear, still lingered in nis 
heart, and he was haunted all that evening with 
shadowy visions of Eleanor, still he talked to 
Katharine as men will idly talk, never dreaming 
that every low, affectionate tone — every speak- 
ing look, thoughtlessly lavished on an interesting 
girl, went deep to the most passionate recesses 
of a woman's heart. 

After tea, Paul's, eves wandered to the little 
recess where harp and piano stood. Perhaps his 
lover-like fancy conjured up there the sweet, 
calm face and bending: fijjure of Eleanor 

"You feel dull without music. Is not that 
what you are thinking of?" inquired Katharine, 
timidly. 

A tacit prevarication, by which more tender 
consciences than Paul's often deem it no wronjj 
to compromise truth, enabled him to answer, 
" Yes ; I was wishing to ask you to sing, but did 
not like so soon after — " and he stopped. 

Katharine looked grave, and her eyes filled 
with tears. 

" Perhaps I ought not. — Yet he always loved 
to see me happy, and he liked you so much ! Mr. 
Lynedon, I will try to sing, if it will give you 
any pleasure. May I not, mamma?" 

But Lady Ogilvie had gone comfortably to 
sleep in the inner drawing-room. 

Katharine sang ; it was wonderful how much 

she had improved in that one little week. PjjuI 

listened, praised, and made her tiy over all his 

favorites which Eleanor had suds to him. Kath- 



arine saw his earnest, almost abstracted look; 
she knew not that he was touched less by the 
present, than by recollections of a happy past, 
and vague plans for a future. That future was 
now all centered in Eleanor Ogilvie. 

Under the influence of these thoughts and pro- 
jects Paul felt happy. He took leave of the 
family — of Katharine especially, with a cheerful, 
tender light in his eyes — ^those beautiful soft gray 
eyes, which at times were more eloquent than 
even his tongue. 

" I am going a short journey, but I shall not 
be away long. A fortnight, at furthest, will see 
me again at Summerwood." 

"We shall be happy to see you, Mr. Lynedon," 
said Sir Robert, cordially; "you see we make 
you quite one of the family." 

"It is my greatest happiness," answered Paul, 
with a delighted look, and a tone of deeper earn- 
estness than Katharine had ever heard him use. 
It made her little heart flutter wildly. Quicker 
still it throbbed, when Lynedon entreated Sir 
Robert not to stir from the fireside. — "Your 
good-by and your good-speed shall be the last, 
dear Katharine, if you will come with me to the 
door." 

She did so, trembling all over. When they 
stood together in the hall, he took both her hands 
in his, and held them there for a long time, look- 
ing down tenderly upon her agitated face. 

" You will think of me when I am away ? — 
you will be glad to see me when I come again?" 
he whispered, in those low, canning tones, which 
men like him thoughtlessly pour into a young 
girl's ear. 

" Yes," was all she could answer ; but he saw 
that her slight frame quivered like a reed, and 
that the large, limpid eyes which she raised to 
his, for one instant only, were swimming in tears. 
As he gazed, a thrill of pleased vanity, not un- 
mingled with a deeper, tenderer feeling, came 
over Paul Lynedon. With a sudden impulse, he 
stooped down and kissed the tearful eyes — the 
trembling lips, which had silently betrayed so 
much. 

" God bless you, Katharine— dearest Kath- 
arine !" were his last words. Their echoes rang 
through her life for years. 

Lynedon, as he rode home, felt rather annoyed 
that he had committed himself in this way. But 
he could not help it, she looked so pretty. And 
then, she was a mere child after all, and would 
be his little cousin soon, he hoped. With this 
thought, he dismissed the subject, and the 
image of Katharine glided into that of Eleanor 
Oglivie. 

But she — the young creature whom he left 
behind — stood there, absorbed in a trance of 
delirious rapture. She saw nothing — felt noth- 
ing — but the vanished face, and the touch that 
lingered on her lips and eyelids. It seemed as 
if with that kiss a new soul — his soul — had 
passed into her own, giving it a second life. She 
awoke, as if in another world, feeling her whole 
being changed and sublimated. With her, every 
thing in existence now tended toward one 
thought, one desire, one passionate and yet sol- 
emn prayer — that she might one day be worthy 
to lay down her life, her love, her very soul, at 
the feet of Paul Lynedon. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

r Not wholly In the busy world, nor quite 

Beyond it, blooms the garden that I love. 
News from the humming city comes to it, 
In sound of funeral or miirriage-bells, 
And, sitting muffled in dark leaves, you hear 
The windy clanging of the minster clock. 

Tknnyson. 

There is, in one of the counties between 
Devon and Northumberland, a certain cathedral 
city, the name of which I do not intend to reveal. 
It IS, or was, until very lately, one of the few 
remaining strongholds of high Churchism and 
Conservatism, political and moral. In olden 
days it almost sacrificed its existence as a city 
for the cause of King Charles the Martyr, and 
ever since has kept true to its principles, or at 
least to that modification of them which the 
exigencies of modern times required. And the 
"loyal and ancient" town — which dignifies itself 
by the name of city, though a twenty minutes' 
walk would bring you from one extremity to the 
other — is fully alive to the consciousness of its 
own deservings. It is a very colony of Levites ; 
who, devoted to the temple-service, shut out 
* from their precincts any unholy thing. But this 

^ unholiness is an epithet of their own affixing, 
not Heaven's. It means not merely what is ir- 
religious, but what is ungenteel, unaristocratic, 
nnconservative. 

Yet there is much that is good about the place 
and its inhabitants. The latter may well be 
proud of their ancient and beautiful city — beauti- 
ful, not so much in itself as for its situation^ It 
lies in the midst of a fertile and gracefully undu- 
lated region, and consists of a cluster of artistical, 
irregular, and deliciously old-fashioned streets, of 
which the cathedral is the nucleus ; rising aloft 
with its three airy spires, so light, so delicately 
traced, that they have been christened the Ladies 
of the Vale ; you may see them for miles and 
miles, looking almost like a fairy building against 
the sky. The city has an air of repose, an old- 
world look, which becomes it well. No railway 
has yet disturbed the sacred peace of its an- 
tiquity, and here and there you may see grass 
growing in its quiet streets, over which you 
would no more think of thundering in a modern 
equipage, than of driving a coach-and-four across 
the graves of your ancestors. 

The whole atmosphere of the place is that of 
sleepiness and antique propriety. The people 

H do every thing, as Boniface says, "soberly." 
They have grave dinner-pkrties once or twice in 
the year ; a public ball, as solemn as a funeral ; 
a concert now and then, very select and pl'oper ; 
and so it is that society moves on in a circle of 
polite regularities. The resident bishop is the 
sun of the system, around which deans, sub-deans, 
choral vicars, and clerical functionaries of all 
sorts revolve in successive orbits with their 
separate satellites. But one character and tone 
of feeling pervade every body. It is a city of 
serene old age, nobody seems young at L , 

1^ not even the little singing-boys. 

But the sanctum sanctorum^ the penetralia of 
the city, is a small region surrounding the cathe- 
dral, and entitled the Close. Here abide relics 
of ancient sanctity, widows of departed deans, 
maiden descendants of officials who proba\)\y 
chanted anthems on the accession of George HI., 
or the do wn fall of the last Pretender. Here, too, 



is the residence of many cathedral functionaries, 
who pass their lives within the precincts of the 
sanctuary. These dwellings have imbibed the 
clerical and dignified solemnity due to their 
neighborhood. It seems always Sunday in the 
Close, and the child who ventured to bowl a hoop 
along its still pavement, or play at marbles o^ 
its door-steps, would be more daring than ever 
was infant within the verge of the city of L . 

In this spot was the residence of Mrs. Breyn- 
ton. But it looked down upon its neighbors in 
the Close with sublime dignity, inasmuch as it 
was a detached mansion, inclosed by high walls, 
gardens, and massive gates. It had once been 
the bishop's palace, and was a beautiful relic of 
the stately magnificence of old. Large and lofty 
rooms, oak-paneled, and supported by pillars, 
noble staircases, recesses, where proscribed 
traitors might have hid; gloomy bed-chambers 
with spectral furniture, meet for the visitation of 
legions of ghosts ; dark passages, where you 
might shiver at the echo of your own footsteps 
— such was the internal appearance of the 
house. Every thing was solemn, still — age- 
stricken. 

But without, one seemed to pass at once from 
the frigidity of age to the light gladness and 
freshness of youth. A lovely garden, redolent 
of sweet odors, alive with birds, studded with 
velvety grass-plots of the brightest green, inter- 
wound 6y shady alleys, with here and there t^ees 
which hid their aged boughs in a mantle of leaves 
and flowers, so that one never thought how they 
and the gray pile they neighbored had come into, 
existence together. It was like the contrast 
between a human mind which the world teaches 
and builds on its own fading model, and the soul 
of God's making and nourishing, which lives in 
His sunshine and His dews, fresh and pure, 
grows never old, and bears flowers to the last. 

There, in that still garden, you might sit for 
hours, and hear no world-sounds to break its 
quiet, except the chimes of the cathedral-clock, 
drowsily ringing out the hours. Now and then, 
at service-time, there would come a faint mur- 
mur of chanting, uniting the visible form of holy 
service with Nature's eternal words and prayers, 
and so blending the spiritual and the tangible, 
the symbol and the expression, in a pleasant 
harmony. Dear, beautiful garden ! No dream 
of fiction, but a little Eden of memory — let us 
rest awhile in thy lovely shades, before we peo- 
ple them with the denizens of this our self-created 
world. Oh ! pleasant garden ! let us go back 
in spirit to the past, and lie down on the green, 
sloping bank, under the magnificent old tree 
with its cloud of white blossoms — no poet-sung 
hawthorn, though, but only a double-cherry — 
let us stroll along the terrace- walk, and lean 
against the thick, low wall, looking down upon 
what was once the cathedral-moat, but is now a 
sloping dell, all trailed over with blackberries — 
let us watch the sun-lit spires of the old cathe- 
dral, in a quiet dreaminess that almost shuts out 
thought — let us rest under the shadow of this 
dream — its pictures made life-like to us by the 
accompaniment of solemn music, such as this :— 

O earth so full of dreary tts\Y8ft^\ 
O «-\T\<e— O \»«lt% VVvvnX ^ <ix W ^^\n ^ 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Of what quality was your love, then 1 

Like a fair house built upon another man^s ground, so 
that I have lost my edifice by mistaking the place where 
I erected it. Shakspbark. 

How ill doth he deserve a lover's name 
Whose pale, weak flame 

Can not retain 
His heart, in spite of absence or disdain : 
But does at once, like paper set on fire, 

Bum and expire ! Carbw. 

It was hardly possible to imagine a greater 
contrast than that between Mrs. Breynton and 
Eleanor Ogilvie. Not so much that of youth 
and age, or beauty and ugliness, for the lady 
of the palace was certainly not very old, and 
might once have been decidedly handsome. But 
there was a line-and-plummet regularity, an 
angular preciseness in Mrs. Breynton's mind 
and person, that was altogether opposed to 
Hogarth's curve "of beauty and grace." She 
was like a correct mathematical figure, alto- 
gether made up of right lines. A bishop's niece, 
a canon's daughter, and a dean's widow, she 
had lived all her life under the shadow of the 
cathedral walls. It was her world — she could 
imagine no greater — and in it she had passed a 
life serene, sedate, unbroken, save by two 
shocks : the death of the dean, and an event 
still more terrible, her only brother's relinquish- 
ment of the church for the army. The first she 
recovered in time ; the second she atoned for by 
bringing up that favorite brother's orphan son, 
to restore the credit of the family, through the 
induction of surplice and band. 

The elder lady and her companion sat together 
in the breakfast-room. It was the only apart- 
ment in the house that was small enough to be 
comfortable, and this shadow of domestic cosi- 
ness was taken away by one-half of it being 
transformed by a glass partition- wall into a con- 
servatory. But this conservatory was unlike all 
others, inasmuch as it had dead brick walls and 
high windows, through which little light could 
penetrate, so that it looked as if the room had 
been made into a vegetable menagerie. 

Mrs. Breynton always made a rule of sitting 
still after breakfast for half an hour, during 
which time *6he read her letters, decided upon 
the day's avocations, and knitted one square of 
an eternal counterpane, that seemed likely to 
enter on its duties for the first time as the shroud 
of its centenarian fabricator. 

" Eleanor, my dear!" said the measured tones 
of the dean's widow. 

Eleanor had entered the menagerie with the 
charitable intention of opening the window to 
give air to its caged occupants. 

" My dear Eleanor I" repeated in a tone higher, 
made her turn round, and answer the call. " I 
merely wished to remind you that we never open 
the conservatory window until Easter, and it is 
now only the week before Lent." 

Eleanor closed the windows, looking compas- 
sionately at the poor orange-trees, which could 
only drink in air and light by rule and measure. 
She came into the breakfast-room, and sat watch- 
ing the sunshine that struggled in, and rested on 
sin old picture — the only one in the room — a 
portrait of a rosy, golden-haired little boy. The 
original was the canon Francis Wychnor, whose 
monument stood in the cathedraJ nave. Could 
lie have ever been a child ? 



Mrs. Breynton knitted another row in silence, I-i 
and then observed — 

*' Eleanor, my reference to this season of Lent, 
has made me remember how near it is to thft^^ 
Ember weeks. I wonder I did not hear from^ 
Philip to-day." 

Sudden blushes rarely came to Eleanor's 
clear, pale cheek j her feelings were too calm. 
But now she felt glad that she sat in the shade, 
for Mrs. Breynton's thoughts had taken the 
same direction as her own. 

" Perhaps he will write to-morrow," was the 
very ordinary reply that she found herself able 
to make. 

'' I hope so ; but he has rarely suffered Tues- 
day morning to pass by; and it would have been 
pleasant to me to know that he is quite prepared 
for taking orders." 

" This year— so soon !'* 

"Certainly, my dear. He was three-and- 
twenty last month — just in time. I have already 
spoken to the bishop about the curacy of Wear- 
mouth j and old Mr. Vernon, the rector of that 
place, is not likely, in course of nature, to live 
more than two or three years. I consider that 
there are few young men with better prospects • 
than my nephew ; and I think I may fitter my- 
self on having been, to a certain degree, instru- 
mental in his well-being." 

" Indeed, he owes you much ! But I am sure, 
from what I know of Mr. Wychnor, that your 
kindness will be requited with interest." 

A pleased, though very frigid smile bent the 
thin lips of the dean's widow. "I am quite 
satisfied that Philip will do credit to his family. 
I have no fault to find with him, except, perhaps, 
that he is not regular enough in his studies, 
and has a fancy for always carrying with him 
a volume or two of idle poetry — not quite the 
thing for a young clergyman to read. But he 
will get over that j and if he conducts himself 
well in his curacy, and marries to please me, as 
I have little doubt he will" (here Mrs. Breynton 

f lanced approvingly at Eleanor's gracefully- 
rooped head), "why then Philip wQl have no 
cause to regret that he is my nephew. But it 
is already ten o'clock, and I have to speak to 
the garaener about transplanting some gera* 
niums. Eleanor, will you be kind enough to 
ring for Davis ?" 

Long after the old lady had attired herself, 
and been seen slowly traversing the garden- 
walks, Eleanor sat musing on her latter words, M 
" If Philip marries to please me." It was al- " 
most the first time she had ever heard the word 
marriage on Mrs. Breynton's lips. The palace 
had always seemed a quiet, innocent paradise, 
wherein there was no mention of the one feeling 
which in society is often diluted into a meaning- ' 
less and contemptible jest, or made the cause oi 
all strife, evil, and sorrow. Eleanor and Philip, | 
shut up together, like two young birds, in this 
peaceful Eden, had glided into love without any 
one's taking apparent notice of the fact, and 
almost without knowing it themselves. The 
flower had sprung up in their hearts, and grown 
leaf by leaf, bud by bud, neither could tell how. 
No doubts and jealousies from the world outside 
had ever come between them. Their perfect 
love was perfect trust — ^the deep faith between 
two beings wVio ^ee\ \ViaX tk^^ ^^^ formed for 
one another^ and ace \miXAd. \io \)cieSx\iQat\}% ^ck\^. 
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Tbej neTer talked aboat their lore — ^PblHp made 
BO declarations — Eleanor asked no yow%— and 
when they parted, for the short visit at Summer- 
wood, there was no formal farewell, only as they 
stood at ^he hall-door, Philip pressed her hand 
closer to his arm, and said — 

" Take care <rf yourself, Eleanor — my Elea- 
nor !— remember you are dearest to me of all 
tlie world." 

Eleanor believed it, and felt from that moment 
that she was betrothed to him in heart and soul. 
She rested in the knowledge full of trust in him, 
in his true, earnest, noble nature. Satisfied 
with this, she had not thought much of the fu- 
Ujtiej until Mrs. Breynton's words awakened a 
restlessness, and an anxious looking forward. 
Eleanor kiiew Philip's heart better than any one, 
and foreboded that all these projects for his fu- 
tore advantage were little likely to be seconded 
by hiAi. She sat pondering for nearly an hour, 
when she was smnmoned into the drawing-room 
by the arrival of a visitor. 

It was the last person in the world whom she 
expected. 

^^ Mr. Lynedon ; this is, indeed, a surpiise ;" 
cried Eleanor. 

There was a slight confusion in his manner 
which was very soon reflected in hers, for just 
at that moment Mrs. Brejmton entered. The 
extreme frigidity of her reception^was enough to 
produce an uncomfortable feeling in any maiden 
of nineteen, who had to introduce a strange 
gentleman — arrived, apparently, without any 
object but that of seeing her. 

" Mrs. Breynton, this is Mr. L3medon, a friend 

my uncle Ogilvie's, who was staying at Sum- 
merwood. I believe I spoke of him." 

I have not the slightest recollection of the 
ftwjt, my dear ; but any friend of yours, or of Sir 
Robert Ogilvie's is welcome to my house. Pray 

be seated, JV^. . Excuse me, Eleanor, but 

I did not catch the gentleman^s name." 

" Lynedon," answered Paul, somewhat dis- 
concerted by the cold, penetrating gaze of Mrs. 
Breynton. However, he made an effort and re- 
covered his self-conmiand. " I bear credentials 
from Summerwood, which I hope will atone for 
this intrusion, a few books, which Miss Ogilvie 
was sending to her cousin. Happening to pur- 
pose a journey which would lead me through 
your city, I volunteered to deliver them. Per- 
haps this was hardly disinterested, as I was glad 
of an excuse to stay and see your' beautiful ca- 
thedral." 

Mrs. Breynton began to thaw. To praise 
"our cathedral," and manifest interest therein, 
was a certain road to her favor. Prom the few 
words she answered, Paul Lynedon was sharp- 
sighted enough to discover this, and he followed 
up his game with great patience and ingenuity. 
While Eleanor examined the books ne had 
brought, he talked the dean's lady into the best 
of humors. She took him to the window which 
kicked on the cathedral-yard, explained its archi- 

$ture from top to bottom, and finally, delighted 

th the interest that he evinced, and his evident 
sKill in antiquarian lore — Paul was the cleverest 
of tacticians in displajring every whit of his 
knowledge — she invited her unexpected guest to 
stay to luncheon. 

" Then, Eleanor, my dear, we can afterward 
shovr the cathedral to Mr. Lynedon, since he 



seems to admire it so nmch. I mention this, 
Mr. Lynedon, bec^se,%nder my escort, you 
will be able to see the Ladye Chapel, the vaults, 
and other interesting parts, where visitors are 
not admitted in general; but I, as connected 
with the cathedral — " 

"Of course, mv dear madam; how fortunate 
that I have the pleasure of an introduction from 
one so important as yourself," said Paul Lyne- 
don, trying not to smile at the clerical pride of 
this relative of so many departed dignitaries. 
His tendency for delicately polite satire became 
almost irrepressible, until, in the midst of his 
pretendod deference, he caught Eleanor's pure, 
soft eyes fixed on him. The reproach she was 
hardly conscious of giving, he felt, and stopped 
immediately. 

Excited by her presence, Paul's longing to 
unfold his love, and receive his requital, ^rew 
stronger than ever. He tried every expedient 
that courtesy could either sanction or conoeaJ, 
in order to get the old Ifuly out of the room. 
But Mrs. Breynton had been brought up in the 
old-world school of proprieties, and had no idea 
of leaving a young laay and gentleman alone 
together for fiv# minutes, unless they were 
plighted lovers. So during two interminable 
hours, Paul had not an opportunity of exchang- 
ing one word with Eleanor, except on the most 
trivial subjects, and even then Mrs. Breynton's 
quick, black eyes followed him with a hawk-like 
pertinacity, that was any thing but pleasant. 

Paul grew quite nervous. " It will come to a 
letter after all, and I hate the idea of a proposal 
in ink. Confound that stupid old woman!" 
thought Lynedon, while the impetuosity of his 
character foamed and boiled under the check he 
was forced to put upon it. 

At last Mrs. Breynton proposed to visit the 
cathedral. 

" Pray do not let me encroach upon you too 
much," said Paul; "the verger will show me, 
or if Miss Ogilvie would favor me so far." 

His eyes turned toward Eleanor; so did Mrs. 
Breynton's ; but there was not the shadow of a 
love-plot suggested in that calm, mild ftice. 

"Indeed, Mr. Lynedon, I should be very glad 
to act as your guide, only Mrs. Breynton knows 
so much more than I do about these curious old 
monuments. However, we will both go with 
you." 

" Certainly Eleanor," acquiesced Mrs. Breyn- 
ton, with an air of complete re-assttranoe ; while 
Paul forced his hand so precipitately into his 
glove that he tore it right m two. But, as i£ the 
ftivoring stars looked with pity on the vexed 
lover, it so chanced that the bishop's It^y drove 
up to the gates just as the three were setting 
out. Mrs. Breynton was forced to return, and 
Paul at last found himself alone with Eleanor. 

*' Who ever wooed 
iis in his boyish hope he would have doneT- 

asks the poet; and poets are, in nine cases out 
of ten, the only truth-speakers. Pftul Lynedon 
suddenly discovered that he had not a word to 
say. Eleanor — quiet, composed, unconscious 
Eleanor, had all the talk to herself. She exerted 
her memory to tba Titocaa&x. Sjdl ^^<Kt \» «s:s$ns«csv 
every tVmg. ^a\l\\^sV«w^^^'fc^^^^^--•^^^^ 
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V^estminster Abbey, i^would have been quite 
impossible for him to ^ell. When thev came 
oat, a sodden fear urged him to make the most 
of the time. 

'' Do not let us go in yet. I should like to see 
the view from the terrace you spoke of," he said, 
hurriedly. 

They walked to the garden terrace. 

*' I really am much obliged to you for bems 
Katharine's messenger — it was so kind and 
thoughtful of her to make me this present, and 
to choose such nice books, too," observed Elea- 
nor. 

Paul felt that he must " do or die." He stood 
still in his walk, took her hand and said, in a deep, 
low whisper — 

^'Miss Ogilvie, you are mistaken, Katharine 
never sent those books, it was but my excuse 
for seeing yon. I can not live any longer with- 
out saying, * Eleanor, I love you !' Why do you 
start — ^why do you turn away? Eleanor, you 
most hear me — ^you must answer me." 

She could not — ^indeed, he hardly allowed her 
time — ^but went on rapidly — 

" You were so kind, so gentle, when we were 
at Summerwood — I thought y9§^ might love me, 
or would let me teach you to do so in time. 
Eleanor, is it so? tell me— or have I deceived 
myself?" 

Eleanor^s reply was the one terrible word — 

" Yes !" 

Paul Lynedon did not answer. He leaned 
against the wall and covered his face. Eleanor, 
startled, pained, almost terrified, was also silent. 
They stood thus for some minutes. At last 
Eleanor said — 

*' You must not think bitterly of me. I did re- 
gard you very much as a friend, but I had no 
iclea of this. Mr. Lynedon, you do not think I 
deceived you?" 

" No, no— it was my own madness," muttered 
Paul ; " the fool I was I to think I had read a 
woman's heart. Well! it will be a lesson to 
me. Miss Ogilvie, I trust you will pardon me," 
he said, in a tone that savored more of wounded 
pride thai^ of heart-broken love. 

"And you will forgive me for thus making 
you unhappy. Indeed, I would fain have been 
saved this trial, for I respect you very much," 
answered that soft voioo which took its modula- 
tions from E leanor's own tender heart. It touched 
Paul's, even amidst the throng of angry and bit- 
ter feelings that were rising there. 

" For God's sake. Miss Ogilvie, tell me why 
you reject me! Is it simply because I have 
been so hasty, that I have not given you time to 
love me, or because you love another?" 

A deep crimson rose to Eleanor's very 
brow. Paul saw the blush; his pride took arms 
against his lingering love, and drove it from the 
field. 

" You need not speak — ^I am answered j Miss 
Ogilvie, let me hope that you will forget this 
unfortunate betrayal of feelings you do not re- 
turn ; and accept my best wishes lor your happi- 
ness. Look ! I see your friend at the window ; 
shall we retrace our steps ? — I wish to heaven it 
could be done in more ways than one," added the 
rejected lover in a bitter aside, which Eleanor's 
a£^j.tat}oji prevented her from hearing. If she 



had, it mi^ht have saved her gentle heart from 
many^ painful thrill of womanly pity, and shown 
her now rootless, and how easily extinguished is 
the love which springs up suddenly in the breast 
of a proud and impetuous man, and with the 
thwarting of its own selfish impulse as quickly 
dies away. No man who loves worthily, how- 
ever hopelessly, will mingle bitterness ai^ anger 
with his sorrow, or say to the sunbeams under 
whose brightness he had walked for a time, " I 
would ye had never shone !" 

Eleanor and Lynedon re-entered the house in 
silence. Mrs. Breynton looked at them with a 
politely-qualified curiosity; but the answer to 
her penetrating inquiry appeared sufficiently 
satisfactory, for she took no notice of the dis* 
covery. And the reverend and reverenced sha- 
dow of the bishopess was still upon the good 
lady, who felt herself bound to reilect on all 
around the high dignity and honor of this rare 
visit, shutting out every minor consideration. 

"I shall be always happy to iee you, Mr. 
Lynedon," she said, replying to her guest's 
hurried adieus ; and, with a stately politeness, 
^' I regret that my nephew is not here, but we 
expect him shortly." 

Paul glanced at Eleanor. In the drooped head 
— in the bright rosy dye which suffused the very 
throat — ^he read the secret of his rejection. He 
turned hastily |iway, and his hurried strides re- 
sounded heavily down the pavement of the close. 
There was a little child playing in his path — ^he 
drove the frightened boy aside with a fiery 
glance, and a command that sounded almost like 
an execration. Spirit of true and pure Love — 
even though sorrow-vailed — couldst thou have 
been in his soul and sufiered this ? 

" Well ! he is the strangest young man I evei 
knew, is Mr. Paul Lynedon," was Mrs. Breyn- 
ton's comment as she watched him from the 
window of the palace; " really, Elilinor — " 

But Eleanor had left the room to relieve her 
troubled heart with a gush of pent-u p tears. This 
sudden knowledge of another's love had imvailed 
to her more completely the depths of her own, 
and shown her how her whole soul was bound 
up in Philip Wychnor. And no matter in how 
happy and hopeful a light this consciousness may 
come, there is always something solemn, almost 
fearful to a woman, who thus stands, as it were, 
on the brink of a life-destiny; feeling that in the 
future nothing can be perfectly sure or clear but 
the faithful love in her own heart. Yet that love 
is her fairest omen — her safest anchor — her 
chiefest strength, except in Heaven ! 

And while Eleanor lingered alone, in thought- 
ful musings that were almost prayers, and Paul 
Lynedon dashed on his way in angry sorrow, 
determined to travel abroad, and so crush out 
of his heart every memory of his slighted love, 
Mrs. Breynton — good, easy soul — sat dozing 
over her netting, and thinking how very con- 
descending was the new bishop's lady, when 
the first invitation to dinner would arrive, and 
whether she should wear the black velvet or the 
Irish poplin. 

Oh ! youth, with thy fiery heart— which, after 
all, is nearest to Heaven in the nobleness that 
thrills through its wildest beatings— canst thou 
ever freeze into such a dead, dull calm as this ? 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

I ask DO vengeance from the powers above ; 
All I Implore is, never more to love : — 
Let me this fondness from my bosom tear, 
Let me forget that e*er I thought her fair. 

Ltttlbton. 

Passions are likened b^t to floods and streames, 
The shallow murmur, but the deepe are dumb; 
{ So, when auctions yield discourse, it seems 
The bottom is but shallow whence they come. 

Ralkioh. 

Ltnedon strode through the quiet grass- 

ffrown streets of L , his feet winged by the 

impetuous anger of a thwarted will. Despite 
the impulse of this sudden passion,*it had cost 
him considerable effort, before the gay and 
courted man of the world could resolve to give 
up his liberty, and immolate himself on the 
matrimonial shrine for any woman soever. And 
now the heroic resolution was wholly needless — 
the momentous sacrifice was rejected as an un- 
valued offering. The first proposal of marriage 
v^th which Paul Lynedon had ever honored the 
fiex, had been refused. And by whom? By a 
simple country girl, who had, he now thought, 
neither beauty, nor fascinations of manner, nor 
-^fortune. 

He remembered that last circumstance now, 
^ough, to do Paul justice, he had not considered 
U before — for he was not a mercenary man. 
Even while it stung his pride, it brought a faint 
consolation to his sense of worldly wisdom. It 
had certainly saved him from perpetrating a 
most improvident marriage. He '' laid the flat- 
tering unction to his soul," but it proved only a 
temporary balsam; the sting still remained — 
wounded pride — selfish, angry sorrow, kke that 
of a child over a lost toy — and perhaps a deeper, 
purer feeling, that regretted the vanished spell 
of that gentle woman's nature, under which 
every better impulse of his own had be^ re- 
awakened. That which he had felt was uot 4he 
real love, the one sole love of life ; but no man 
could have entered even within the shadow of 
Eleanor Ogilvie's influence, without some true, 
deep chords being sounded in his heart: and 
from their silence came the pain, the only sin- 
cere and virtuous pain which Paul Lynedon 
experienced. To lidl it, he walked for miles 
across the country, striving by physical exercise 
to deaden the excitement of his mind. 

It was a lovely region through which he pass- 
ed — all woodland or pasture-groundi^but the 
young man saw nothing. Nature, pure, unal- 
loyed nature, was rarely his delight : his percep- 
tions, though refined, were not simple enough to 
relish such pleasures. Now he only felt that 
the roads were insuflerably muddy, and the fields 
hatefully quiet. He did not marvel at the taste 
of a woman brought up in such scenes ; he only 
cursed his own folly for ever having seen any 
charm in rural innocence. He would eschew 
such sentimentality in future ; he would go back 
to the gay, care-drowning world — plunge in 
London life — or, what seemed far better, travel 
. abroad once more. 

Under this impulse ho sprang on a coach that 
was then passing, caring little whither it bore 
him, so that it was far away from L . 

Lynedon intrenched himself in proud reserve 
heside the coachman, and scarcely answered 
even in monosyllables, when this mdividual— a 



character in his way — civilly pointed out many 
a lovely pastoral view, among which, from 
every point, the ^'Ladies of the Vale" could be 
seen airily towering into the clear sky; and, 
with melancholy emphasis, did the foreboding 
hero of the whip point out the line where th^ 
threatened railway was to traverse this beautiful 
champaign, and bring at last the evil spirit of 
reform and progress mto the time-honored sanc- 
tity of the cathedral town. But Lynedon hated 
the very name of the place. All he noticed in 
his neighbor's conversation was the atrocious 
S — shire accent, and he came to the conclu- 
sion that the English peasantry were the rud- 
est in the world. 

At last Paul's mind began to settle into a few 
straightforward resolves with regard to his fu- 
ture proceedings. The coach was bearing him 
toward London-^— but could he go there, within 
reach of the sneers of the already suspecting 
Mrs. Lancaster ? No ; he would pretend ur- 
gent affairs, and rush abroad ; and to do this, he 
must first go home. 

Home ! It was a rare word in Paul Lynedon' s 
vocabulary ; very few of his friends knew of its 
existence at all, and he never sought to enlight- 
en their ignorance ; for, in fact, he was consider- 
ably ashamed of the circumst€mce. 

The penultimate descendant of the time-hon- 
ored L^medon race had sought to redeem hb 
fortunes by trade. Paul's father had been a cot- 
ton-manufacturer. The moderate fortune which 
now enabled the son to take his stand in that 
sphere to which his birth entitled him, had sprung 
from the red brick mill, with its black windows, 
its ever-dinning wheels. The grim phantom 
had been the horror of Paul Lynedon's youth — 
it haunted him even yet. Perhaps, had his bet- 
ter self gained free play, he would not have so 
wholly sought to stifle the memory of the place 
where, years before, the aristocratic father, 
equally proud, but yet noble in his pride, had 
put his hand to the plough, and never once look- 
ed back until he had replaced ancestral wealth 
by the wealth of industry. Paul's conscience, 
and his appreciative reverence for virtue, ac- 
knowledged all this, but he had not strength of 
mind to brave the world, and say so. 

Therefore, while he would not part with the 
simple dwelling where his gray-haired father 
and his young mother had both died, and where 
his sister and himself had spent their orphaned 
childhood — still Lynedon rarely alluded to his 
" home," %nd scarcely ever visited it. The dis- 
tant sound of the horrible cotton-mill, now long 
since passed into other hands, almost drove him 
wild still. No head with bfains could endure 
the din. On his rare visits he usually made a 
circumbendibus of half a mile to avoid it. He 
did so now, notwithstanding the weariness 
caused by his long night journey. At last, in 
the sunshine of early morning, he stood by his 
own door. 

It had been a straight-staring, plain-fronted 
house, of the eternal red brick peculiar to the 
manufacturing districts. But the builder's want 
of taste was concealed by the late owner's pos- 
session of that graceful quality. Over the stav- 
ing front Nvetft w^vmAxs^.^ ^'ftx»SJ3oc&^^kS^S^.^v^R*^ 
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»' I^eached alleys," wherein evfen poets or lov- 
ers — the true honey-bees of all life's pleasure- 
flowers — ^might delight to walk. 

As Paul Lynedon passed hastily through them, 
he thought for a moment how, when tne trees 
were growing, he and his little sister had used 
to play at hide-and-seek among them. He wish- 
ed that the bright, ourly-tressed nead had been 
peeping out now from the branches, and smiling 
a quiet, womanly, sisterly welcome from the now 
barred and lonely door-way. The first time for 
many months he remembered a Mttle green 
mound beside the stately burying-place of the 
Lynedpns — far away. Paul sigh^, and thought 
that he might have been a better and a hap- 
pier man if poor little Alice had lived to be a 
woman. 

He roused his old housekeeper; but when 
she came, at the first look of her sour, grum- 
bling face, he dismissed her speedily. In the 
long-deserted house was neither chamber nor 
bed prepared ; so he stretched himself on a 
sofa, and tried to forget past, present, and future 
in a most welcome slumber. 

This deep sleep lasted for several hours, and 
he woke with the afternoon sun staring right 
into his face, together with a couple of human 
optics, belonging to a young man who sat near 
him and maintained an equally pertinacious 
gaze. This individual held, likewise, his evi- 
dently medical fingers on Lynedon's wrist, while 
from the other hand dangled the orthodox 
M.D.'s watch. It fell to the ground, when 
Paul started up with an energy very milike a 
patient's. 

" My good fellow — ^my dear Ljnedon — ^well, 
I thought there would be nothmg much the 
matter with you." 

" Who imagmed there was ?" 

"Why, that good old soul below, who said 
you slept so heavily at first, and then began to 
talk so wildly, she was sure you were mad, or 
had taken poison, and so fetched me." 

"Pshaw! — well, I am very glad to see you, 
doctor," said Paul, rousing himself, and trying 
to shake ofi* the rush of painful and mortifying 
thoughts that came with his waking. He could 
not do this altogether ; and it was . with con- 
siderable effort that he forced his features into a 
polite smile while he listened to the talk of his 
old college chum, who, on giving up the sermon- 
book for the spatula, hm been considerably 
indebted to Lynedon's kindness for a start in 
life. « 

" I am- sure I hope you are coming to settle 
among us, or at least to stay a long time," said 
Dr. Saville. 

PauPs face darkened. " No ; I shall be off 
in a day or two for the Continent. I don't care 
when I come back. I hate England." 

"Really — ^how very odd-*-wnat can be the 
reason?" was the simple remark of the most 
common-place of country doctors. 

" Never mind, my good fellow," said Paul, 
rather sharply. " Don't talk about myself, I am 
sick of the subject • speak about any other mat- 
ters — ^your own for instance ; doubtless f€ir more 
interesting to both parties." 

" Thank you, Lynedon, you are very kind ;" 

aue/ the chattering, weak'minded, but good-na- 

tzired meatco held forth for a long time on the 

inane topics current in the neighborhood. At 



last he crept on to his own peculiar affairs ; and, 
as the twilight darkened, gathered courage to 
convey to his old friend and patron the important 
information that he was about to marry. 

" If you do, you are a confounded fool," cried 
Lynedon, with an energy that made the little 
doctor tremble on his chair. " I beg your par- 
don, Saville," he added, trying to laugh off the 
matter, " you don't know what women are^-4>ut 
old friend Mars did though, remember. 

* Variom et mutabile semper 
FflBmUia.* 

The old fellow was not far wrong, eh ! They am 
aU alike." , 

" Except my Lizzie ! oh, no ! I'm quite sure 
of Lizzie ;" and the good simile soul began to 
dilate contentedly on a future rendered certain 
by its humble hopes and limited desires. Paul 
was touched; it formed such a contrast to his 
selfish sorrow and mortified pride. He listened 
with a feeling almost like envy to the bride- 
groom-expectant's account of his already fur- 
nished house, his neat garden — Lizzie like^ 
flowers — his little gig, wherein he could go his 
rounds and drive Lizzie to see her mother on a 
Sunday. In the midst of this quiet, monotonous 
stream of talk the worthy doctor was startled 
by Paul's suddenly springing up with the cry— 

"Upon my soul, Chanes Saville, you are a 
happy man, and I am a most miserable one ! 
I wish to Heaven that I were dead !" 

Lovers, and especially rejected lovers, are 
generally slow to communicate to any male 
friend the story of their sufferings. They 
will do so sometimes, nay, often, to a friend of 
the opposite sex. A woman makes the best 
confidante after all ; and perhaps, in such cases, 
womanly sympathy is the surest cure for a 
heart-wound. It is hard to accouht for the im- 
pulse that made Lynedon betray his feelings to 
his Ull friend, except from the fact, that the 
sympathy of the worthy, simple-minded doctor 
was most like that of a woman. Perhaps, too, 
the contrast in their prospects invited sympa- 
thy, and Lynedon, having been the doctor's 
patron, was disposed to like him, and to be 
more than usually comnnmicative. But how- 
ever it chanced, most certainly Doctor Saville 
contrived to glean a great deal of information ; 
and by putting together names, incidents, and 
exclamations, to form a tolerable guess at a 
great deal more. In fact, if he did not arrive 
at the whole truth, he came very near it, and 
his prolific imagination easily supplied the rest. 
But he took care, by a respectful reserve, to 
avoid startling the sensitiveness of his patron ; 
and the promise of secrecy, with which he bade 
Lynedon adieu, he long and faithfully kept— ex- 
cept with regard to his "Lizzie." 

Paul, left to himself, saw night close upon 
him in the lonely house. He felt niore and 
more its desolation and his own. It was not so 
much the lost love, as the need of loving, which 
came upon him with such intense pain. He 
thought of the poor village doctor, contempti- 
ble in mind as in person, who yet could look 
forward to a bright hearth, made happy by a 
mother's blessing and a wife's clinging arms. 
While he, the admired of many a circle — accus- 
tomed to the honeyed flatteries of many a fair;r 
lip, which he knew to \>fe ?»\se «ls \sas on^tv— Vkft.^ 
I Paul Lynedon, slooA «l\oi«, vi\\\v w>\. ^ ^^cw^q 
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creature in the whole wide world to loye him 
truly. 

''Not one — ^not one!" As he despondently- 
repeated the words, Paul Lynedon's eye fell 
upon a slip of paper which he had carelessly 
tossed out of his pocket-book. It was merely a 
few verses — copied by his request— written out 
in a girlish hand, evidently strained into the most 
anxious neatness. It bore the date '' Summer- 
wood," and the signature '^ Katharine Ogilvie." 

As Paul unfolded the paper, his face bright- 
ened, and softened into tenderness. There came 
before him a vision of the dark eyes lifted, for 
one niomeat only, in sorrowing, yearning love — 
the fkir lips whicn had trembled beneath nis own. 

" Dear little girl — ^sweet little Katharine ! — 
I think she does care for me — God bless her !" 
He felt almost inclined to kiss the paper, but 
stopped j reflecting with a half-smile that she 
was such a child ! But even a child's love was 
precious to him then. 

'' I should almost like to see her again before 
I leave England," thought Paul. " But no — ^it 
would not do ! What excuse could I make for 
my sudden flight? However, I will write." 

He did write, as the inipulse of the moment 
dictated. He spoke of his departure from £n- 

fland as of a painful necessity, of her remem- 
rance as the dearest consolation of his exile, 
and of meeting her on his return as a cherished 
hope. It was a letter which spoke as his idle 
words had before done~~every thing except the 
positive declaration of love. Its deep tender- 
ness — its half ambiguous expressions — ^its brok- 
en and altered sentences — ^were such as to thrill 
with happiness any young, impassioned heart, 
that would fain make its desire its trust, and 
cling with wild intensity to every inmgined 
token of love, which is, alas ! but the reflection 
cast by its own. Poor Katharine I These out- 
pourings of a momentary feeling, forgotten by 
the writer ere they met the reader's eye, what 
would they be to her ? 

Paul Lynedon knew not — ^thought not — ^per- 
chance, cared not ! A few weeks after, and he 
was mingling in the g£tyest salons of Paris ; the 
pleasure and pain of the last three months hav- 
mg alike passed from his memory^ as though 
they had never been. 



I CHAPTER XIV. 

I have a more than friend 

Across the mountains dim ; 
No other voice to me is sweet 

Unless it nameth him ! 
Webrolce no ring of gold 

A pledge of faith to be. 
But 1 wear his last look in my poul 

Which said, "I love but thee J" 

J was betrothed that day : ' 

I wore a troth-kiss on my lips I would not give away. 

£. B. Browning. 

Therb is hardly a man in the world who 
I does not feel his pulse beat quicker, when, even 
after a short absence, he finds hi|^self nearing 
home. A common-place this — often said, often 
written — but there are conunon-places, deli- 
cious, ever-fresh truths, which seem the daisies 
♦ on the world's highway j it is hard not to stop 
and gather them sometimes. So, beginning with 
tbJs trite saying, we m&y go on to remark that 



Philip Wychnor's heart experienced a slight ad- 
ditional thrill, when, riding through the grass- 
grown streets of L , he saw the evening sun 

emblazoning the palace-windows, and felt that 
he was reaUy ^'coming home." It was a dearer 
home to him than to most ; for it was his hearths 
home, too. 

It is a rule with novelists — and a sterling one, 
too, in general — that you should never unvail 
your characters by elaborate descriptions of 
mind and person, but sufler them to develop 
themselves in the progress of the story, shining . 
down upon them until they unfold beneath the 
sun-burst of your artistic skill, instead of pull- 
ing them open, leaf by leaf, with your fingers, 
and thus presenting to the reader your well-dis- 
sected bouquet of human-heart flowers. But, 
in the present case, we will waive the aforesaid 
excellent rule, for no reader could ever find out 
the inner character of Philip Wychnor from its 
outward manifestations in the routine of daily 
life. Not that he was deficient in many exterior 
qualities to win regard : most people liked him » 
— or, at least, that half of his character which 
was most apparent — and said, as Hugh Ogilvie 
once did, that he was "a good fellow enough." 
There was but one in the world who thoroughly 
understood him, who had looked into the pure 
depths of his noble soul. What need is there 
to say who was that one — ^precious, loving, and 
baloved — on whom this glorious soul rested, 
and from whom it drew comfort, freshness, and 
peace? 

Philip Wychoor would never have made a i 
hero, either in body or mind — at least, not one ' 
of your grand world-heroes, who will overthrow 
an army, or perform some act of self-devotion » 
with which the heart of history throbs for a 
century after. But there is many a lauded mar- , 
tyr whose funeral pile is only a huge altar to 
self-glory, which the man's own dying hands 
have reared : the true heroes are those whose 
names the world never hears, and never will 
hear — ^the blessed household martyrs, who ofier 
unto God the sacrifice, not of death's one pang, 
but of life's long, patient endurance ; the holy 
ones who, through 



** Love's divine self-abnegation," 

attain the white robes and the ever-bloominff 
pahns of those who ^' have passed through ^luch 
tribulation." 

Our Philip might have been one of these. 

But, wearying of our 'S^as-nots" and ^^ mights 
have-beens,'' we may ask, dear reader, what he 
was. A poet? No; he had scarcely ever 
strung together six conseeutive rhymes. But 
his whole life was a poem — so pure, so rich in 
all those dear chanties and holy influences 
which create the poetry of this world. God 
makes some of lus truest poets outwardly 
dumb, but their singing is like the music of the 
stars ; the angels hear it up in heaven ; and no- 
ble spirits, looking thither firom earth, can tell 
how fflorious such unheard melody must be. 
Was he handsome ? It might be, for genius 
rarely exists without casting over the outward 
frame a certain spiritual loveliness -^ Qjad^ cji\fiscs.- 
times soul aud h«i^ ^tosh \s^«i^ Vi^3!5^o«s.\ss.v^ 

nor spWvVu^W^X ^oxxVl \>kv^ ^'^ ^^^^'^::!r^\^^ 
one ixo«x x\i^ oXV^t. ^xiX vV^ ^^^^^^^^ ^^^^ ^ 
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"Dear aunt," he said, gently, "you are very 
good to think of all these things, but I feel by 
no means sure that I shall ever be a clergy* 
man." ' 

" Not be a clergyman ! not take orders ! when 
you have all your life been studying for the 
Church !" cried Mrs. Breynton, lifting up her 
eyes, with the most intense astonishment. — 
" Philip Wyohnor I what can you mean ?" 

"I mean," said Philip, slowly and ftrmly, 
though in a tone low and humble as a child's, 
"that for the last year I have thought much 
and deeply of the life apparently before me. I 
have seen how the sanctity of the Church is pro- 
faned by those servants who, at its very threshold, 
take either an utterly false vow, or one half- 
understood and wholly disregarded. I dare not 
lay upon my soul this sin." 

Mrs. Breynton's temperament was too frigid 
to be often disturbed by violent passion ; but it 
was easy to see, from the restless movements of 
her fingers, and the sudden twitching about her 
thin, compressed lips, how keenly she was agi- 
tated by her nephew's words. 

" Then, sir," she said, after a pause, "you are 
about to inform me that you have followed the 
example of other wild, misguided young men, 
and dissented from the Establishment ; in short, 
that you no longer believe in our Holy Church." 

"f do believe in it," cried Philip, earnestly. 
" I believe it to be the purest on earth ; but no 
human form of worship can be all pure. I have 
never quitted, and never shall quit, the Church 
in which I was born, but I will not bind myself 
to believe and to follow blindly all her dogmas : 
and I dare not, in the sight of God, say that I feel 
called by his Spirit to be a minister at the altar, 
when I do not sincerely think I am." 

"And may I ask what right you have to 
think any thing at all about the matter? This 
is merely a form of ordination, which men much 
wiser, and more pious than yourself— excuse 
me, Philip — ^have appointed; and which every 
clergyman passes through without any scruple. 
It is a mere form of words — ^meanin^ only that 
the candidate is a good man, and will not dis- 
p;race the cloth he wears. Your uncle explained 
It all to me, once, Philip," continued Mrs. 
Breynton, losing the cold scorn qf her manner 
in the real earnestness of her feelings. " You 
would not, surely, give up your prospects in life 
for such a trifle as this ?" 

"A trifle!" echoed Philip, sadly, as he saw 
how vain it would be to^ explain his motives 
farther, and felt keenly the bitterness his deter- 
mination would give to his aunt's mind. She, 
fancying that in bis silence she had gained an 
advantage, pursued it with all the skill of Yrhich 
she was capable. 

"My»dear nephew, do you know what you 
are doing ? Have you forgotten that your whole 
education has been bent toward this end ; that 
your own small fortune — ^perhaps a little more, 
to which I will not allude — ^has gone in college 
expenses for the same purpose ; that if you fol- 
low your present wild scheme, you must begin 
life anew, with nothing in this worW to trust to." 

"Except an honest heart and a clear con- 
science," said Philip, calmly but resolutely. 
Ifow tender and holy was the light in those 
jfweet ejres that looked up in his — how warm 
ite pressure of the other Aand— not the clasped 



one->-whioh of its own iteseord turned round his 
arm in fond enconraffcment. He needed the 
strength thus imparted, for it was sorely shaken 
by JVlrs. Brejmton's next words — uttered in a 
tone where anger and disappointment triumphed 
over all acquired composure. 

"Listen to me, Philip Wychnor. Yom are 
about to act like a maoman, and I feel it my 
duty to stop yon if I can. I do not aak jon to 
remember how I have brought you up, with 
this purpose in view, treating yon less like my 
brotber's child tHan my own ; nor do I speak of 
my disappointment— for I know your great 
heroes, for oonsoieaoe-sake, think little of these 
things," she added, with a sarcastic meaning 
that cut Philip to the heart. He sprang up to 
speak — ' 

" Stay — sit down again. I am not accustomed 
to any scenes," said the old lady, coldly. "I 
knew a young man once — he was not unlike 
you, Philip"— Said Mrs. Breynton mgarded her 
nephew with a smile, half bitter half mournful— • 
" he too, for a whim — a boyish whim — gave up 
the Church, and his father turned him x)ut into 
the wide world — ^to starve. His mother broke 
her heart ; and the girl he was about to marry 
— (still like you) — sSb grieved until her friencfs 
forced her to wed another lover ; but they could 
not keep her from dying, afler all. Will you 
hearken, Philip, now?— ?or the man was your 
father, and that gentle-hearted creature he left 
to die of grief, was the dearest friend I ever had 
— ay, and the mother of your Eleanor." 

Struck with surprise, and deeply moved, the 
two young lovers impulsively started from each 
other's side — ^but only for a moment. Closer 
they drew together in that painful time of ctgita- 
tion, unrestrained by outward form ; and F&llp 
murmured, as he wound his arm round her — 

" Mine — mine still — ^for all the past. She will 
trust nae — my Eleanor — my own?" 

Mrs. Breynton went on. " Now, Philip Wyoh- 
nor, you may follow your father's steps, if you 
like ; abut I solemnly declare, that if you persist 
in this, and disgrace the family as he did, I will 
give up my purpose of making yon my heir; 
and that you inay not bring poverty on that dear 
child, whom I have loved all her 1^ for her 
mother's sake : with my consent you shaH never 
marry Eleanor Ogilvie." 

Too angry to trust herself with another word,, 
Mrs. Breynton swept out of the room. 

Philip had started up to detain her, bnt she ^ 
was gone. He paced the room in violent agita> 
tion, never looking toward Eleanor; then he 
threw himself beside a table in the farthest and 
darkest corner, and laid his head upon his folded 
arms, as if quite oblivious even ef hef presence. 
For this a proud woman woi^ have treateil 
her lover with silent indignation ; a se^h one 
would have let loose h^r wounded vanity in a 
burst of reproaches; but Eleanor was Neither 
one nor the other. A single pain shot through 
her heart, as she sat alone and unnoticed by the 
fire; two or three tears fell, and then the true 
woman's nature triumphed. She had not be- 
stowed her love for the poor requital of out* 
ward attentions, sueh as wooers pay — she had 
not meted it out, share for share, as if love w^e ^ 
a thine to be vjeWVxed wvd me^kavuxed \ hxit she 
had given it ttee%, >s.mUYcv^ \i«t %o\]\ wxw>\cs&^ 
until s^e fe\t and Yviod^ tnxSsted «jdu^ xc^^ak;^^^ 
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not in herself, or for herself, but in him, and for 
him. 

Eleanor rose and glided noiselessly across 
the room, until she stood beside her lover. In 
his stnpor he hsurdly felt that she was near him. 

# w faint beatings were there in the young 
inaiden*heart at the new and solemn office that 
became hers ; one passing flush, and then all 
dArthly feelings were stilled by the mute prayer 
tnich spoke in the lifted eyes. She stooped 
down, laid her arms round Philip's neck, and 
kissed him on the forehead. 

8 i started — he almost shivered beneath the 
touoh of her lips. 

♦* Oh, my God ! how shall I bear this ? Don't 
speak to me, Eleanor; don't touoh me, or I 
shall have no strength at all — go away !" 

But the next moment the harsh accents melt- 
ed into tears — such a wild, burning flood as 
rarely burst even from man's pent-up suflering. 
Eleanor, terrified, almost heart-broken, was yet 
the stronger now. A woman who loves always 
». She %nelt beside him — ^it was on her true 
bireaat that his tears fell, and he did not turn 
away from that blessed resting-place. How 
touid he ? A child does not cling to its mother 
with more utter helplessness than did Philip to 
his betrothed in that hour of suflering. 

And she, as she bent over him, her heart 
lifted itself up in silent breathings, that she 
might grow strong to strengthen him, and trust- 
ful to comfort kirn. 

" Oh, God I" was that inward prayer ; " if it 
must be, take all the sunshine out of my life and 
gitie it to his. Oh ! would that I could die for 
thee, my heart's dearest — ^my pride — ^my Atw- 
bandP' 

And as her soul breathed over him the yet 
nnuttered name, she felt it as an omen, that this 
cloud would pass away, and the time would 
surely come when her lips had a right to echo 
the heart's voice. 

** You see how weak I am, Eleanor," at last 
he said, with a mournful attempt at a smile: 
" I, who yesterday told you how my arm would 
brave the world tor you ; and now I cling help- 
lessly to yours. But it must not be — she was 
right— I should only bring trouble on you. I 
, mast stand alone. Eleanor, take your arm away, 
it weighs me down like lead. Oh! that we 
were only friends— that yesterday had never 
been !"* 

He spoke in the bitterness of his soul, without 
thinking of her. Eleanor cast one hurried, pained 
l^aace upon his face, and knew this. Blessings 
on that unselfish nature, which, knowing, at once 
Ibrgave ! 

^' Eleanor," he said, after a pause, speaking 
quickly and abruptly, "have you thought what 
will be the end of this? Do you know that I 
can not marry you — at least, not for many, many 
years*, that! have nothing to live upon, because 
I was too proud to be entirely dependent on 
. aunt Breynton, and I spent, as she says, my 
little all at college, intending to enter the 
Church. Even after my mind changed, I went 
dreaming on, never thinking of the future, fool 
^at I was ! And yet most people would say I 
am a greater fool now ;" — ^he added, with a bit- 
ter smile — *'a/, and something of a villain to 
boot. Eleanor, after all, I think I will take the 
curacy. I shall not be a greater hypoorito than 



many of those in gown and band ; and I shall 
keep my oath to you, if I break it to Heaven." 

"Never," cried Eleanor. "Philip, do you 
think I would let you sell your soid for me ! Do 
you think I would ever be your wife then? No 
— for I should not love you. I should desmse 
you! — nay, I did not mean that, my PhiUp"-^ 
and her voice softened almost into weeping— 
" only it would break my heart if you did this 
wicked thing. You must not — ^you shall not-^ 
nay, you will not. My own Philip, tell me that 
you will not." 

And kneeling before him, Eleanor made her 
lover solenmly take the promise which would 
for years doom herself to the long sufiferings of 
hope deferred. Then she sat down beside him, 
and took his hand. * ^ 

" Now, Philip, let us consider what is best to 
be done. Do not think of yesterday at all, if it 
pains you ; only talk to me^ as a friend — a. dear 
friend — who regards your tonor and happiness 
above every thing in this world. Shall it be so, 
PhUip ?" 

"God bless my Eleanor — ^my strength-— my 
comfort!" was his answer. The woixls were 
more precious to her than the wildest outburst 
of lover-like adoration could ever have been. 

They talked together long and seriously— like 
old friends. Ana this was no pretense, for none 
are true lovers who have not also for one another 
«he still, thoughtful afifection of friends. Her 
calnmess gave him strength; her clear, pene- 
trating mind aided his; and, the first shock 
over, Philip seemed to pass at once from the 
dreaminess of aimless boyhood to the self-reli- 
ance and courage of a man. And still beside 
him, in all his plans, hopes, and fears, was the 
faithAil woman-heart, as brave, as self-denying, 
never looking back, but going forth with him 
into the dim future, and half dispersing its mists 
with the blessed light of love. 

" And you will forgive me, my dearest," said 
Philip, when they had decided how and where 
he was to begin the hard battle with the world 
— " you will forgive me for bringing^ this fortune 
upon you ; and m spite of these erring words of 
mine, you will — " 

He hesitated, but Eleanor went on. 

" I will wait — ^for years if it must be— until 
Philip makes for me a home — ^happier and dear- 
er for the long waiting. And who knows how 
rich it may be, too ? — a great deal richer than 
any tiny cottage at Wearmouth." She tried to 
speak gayly, though the smile her lips assumed 
could not reach her eyes, and soon melted into 
a grave look, as she continued. "Besides, dear 
Philip, there is one thought which lies deep, 
almost painfully in my heart, though your gen- 
erous lips have never breathed it. I can not 
forget that half your cares would have been 
lightened had the girl you chose possessed ever 
so little fortune, instead of being left dependent 
on a brother's kindness. Philip, how I wish to 
be rich for vour sake, that I might requite this 
dear love of yours for me." 

"You do, you do! you are my riches, my 
comfort, my joy !" oried Philip, drawing ixvta 
his very heart b\s «iS&a.\tfi^\ nr^^. '^vsfc ^S^osx*^ 
there c\oseT m sottomi \>mcsv ^^ V^jA. «^«^ ^^^^ 

N70u\d yo\x ^w\&\i Vx^^X^^iass^^- 
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" No !" she answered, lifting her eyes to his, ' 
with glad pride and tenderest love. " No ! for | 
eyen then I knew not fully as I do now, how 
true, how worthy, how noble was my Philip!" 
- At this precise moment Mrs. Breynton's voice 
was heard withoi^. With her entered an old 
sub-dean, wto lived in the Close, and who had 
come in neany every evening for some six years, 
during which he and Mrs. Breynton had played 
an infinity of games at backgammon. Mr. Sed- 
ley did not know what a relief his presence was 
this evening, by casting the vail of outward 
formality over the conmcting emotions of the 
trio at the Palace. So the worthy old clergy- 
man talked with Philip about Oxford, paid his 
labored, old-fashioned, but, withal, affectionate 
compliments to his {^articular favorite^ Miss 
Ogilvie, and then engaged Mrs. Breynton in 
their beloved game. During its progress Elea- 
nor gladly retired for the night. 

At the foot of the staircase she met Philip, 
who had followed unperceived. He looked very 
pale, and his voice trembled, though he tried to 
speak as usual. 

" Eleanor, say good-night to me ; not formally, 
as just now, but as we didthat happy yesterday." 

She took both his hands, and looked iip lov- 
ingly in his face. 

" Oood-night, then, dear Philip !" 

He folded her in his arms and kissed her many 
times. She spoke to him hopeful words; and 
they were uttered in sincerity, for her own spirit 
was so full of love and faith, both in God and 
man, that she had little doubt of the future. 

" To-morrow, Philip ! — all will seem brighter 
to us to-morrow," was her adieu. 

He watched her glide up the staircase, turn- 
ing once round to cast on him that quiet, love- 
beaming smile peculiar to herself. Then he 
leant against the wall with a heavy sigh. 

"The bitterness is past," murmured Philip. 
*' Now I can go forth, alone." 



CHAPTER XVI 

Look not mournfully into the past : it returns no more. 
Wisely improve ttie present ; and go forth into the shad- 
owy future without fear, and with a manly heart. 

LONOFKLLOW. 

Eleanor arose next morning composed-^ 
almost cheerful. True, there had been, on her 
first waking, a feeling of oppression, as though 
some vague sorrow had chanced, under the 
shadow of which she still lay ; and a few tears 
had stdlen through, the yet closed eyes, chasing 
away sleep, and making the faint daylight n 
welcome visitant. But when she had ansen, and 
looked out on the bright spring morning, all this 
waking pain changed into a quiet hopefulness. 
One creeps so soon out of the gloom into the 
light — at least, when one is young! Eleanor 
watched the early swallows flying in and out of 
the eaves ; the morning sun glistened so cheer- 
fully on the three spires of the cathedral, though 
its walls still lay in heavy shadow. But the 
girl's eyes looked upward only, and therefore it 
was the sunshine she saw, not the shade. 

She thought of Philip's dear, precious love— 

nofv all her own — and oi bis noble nature, both 

£ff which had been tried, and come out with a 

origbtaess which made ber forget the refining 



fire. Dear Eleanor ! her soul was so anworldly, 
so filled with trusting affection, that she had no 
fear. She was ready to let her lover ffo forth 
into the world, believing entirely in him, and 
confiding so much in the world itself, that she 
felt sure its storms would subside, and its evils 
be removed, by the very influence of his pure 
nature. Simple girl ! And yet, perhaps, there 
was more in her theory than many imagine : it 
is the faithful, the holy-hearted ones, who walk 
calmly and safely on the troubled waters of the 
world. 

Eleanor was still musing, more thoughtfolly 
than sadly, and considering whether or not she 
should descend to tell Philip the fruit of her 
hopeful meditations, when the maid brought a 
letter. 

*^Mr. Wychnor told me to give you this, 
ma'am, as soon as I heard you sturring." 

Eleanor changed color, and her fingers trem- 
bled over the seal. 

^^ I hope. Miss Ogilvie, that nothing is amisi 
with Master Philip— Mr. Wychnor, I mean-* 
but I can't get out of the old wajrs," said the 
servant, whose curiosity was spurred on by real 
anxiety : *' he looked so ill this morning 1 and I 
could not persuade him to have any break£eisC 
before he went away." 

" Went away I" 

''*■ Yes, indeed, Miss ; he set off before it vras 
quite light, by the early London coach." 

Eleanor's fingers tightened over the unopened 
letter, and her very lips grew white; yet she 
had self-control enough to speak calmly. 

*' Indeed, Davis, you need not be uneasy. Mr. 
Wychnor has probably taken his journey a day 
or two sooner than he intended ; that is all." 

'^I'd stake my life it's not all," muttered the 
good woman, asshecourtesied herself out ; I only 
hope there is nothing wrong between him and 
Miss Eleanor — ^bless their dear hearts! they 
was born for one another, sure-ly 1" 

Poor Eleanor ! she threw herself on the bed 
with a wild burst of weeping, that for many 
minutes would not be restraint ! 

"Oh, Philip, Philip, why did you go?" «be 
said, almost aloud ; and it was long before her 
grief found any solace save in the utterance of 
this despairing cry. She was but a girl — ^with 
all the weakness of a deep first love — ^but she 
had also its strength. So after a time her sobs 
grew calmer, and while with still-dimmed eyes 
she read Philip's letter, its peaceful influence 
passed into her spirit. Even then it vras so 
blessed to read this first letter, and to see there 
written down the love which she had before 
heard his lips declare; the words "Dearest 
Eleanor," smiling at her from the top of the 
page, almost took away the pain of that sad 
hour. And as she read on, tracing in every 
earnest line the brave, true heart of him who 
wrote, she became comforted more and more. 

" Eleanor !" ran this dear record — (Reader, 
do not be alarmed lest we should transcribe an 
ordinary love-letter, for though full of affection, 
Philip had in him something of reserve, and far 
too much of good sense ever to indulge in the 
wild fantastic shapsodies which have passed 
into a proverb) — " Eleanor, you must not think 
this departure of mine hasty or ill-advised — un^* 
kind you w'\\\ noX — ^lox -^om \oNft m^, wi<i kxio^ 
\ that I love you \jeUei xVasi «jk^ ^Jcivci^ otw ^^t^\ 



THE OGILVIES. 



43 



f 



therefore there can be no thought of unkkidness 
between us. I have gone away, because, know- 
ing my aunt as well as I do, I see no hope had I 
remained, but added bitterness and pain for us 
all. And though I can not — I dare not suffer 
myself unworthily to enter that course she has 
laid out for me, God forbid that I should, in word 
or deed, return evil for many kindnesses which 
she has shown me all my life through. O, 
Eleanor ! when I sit here, in the quiet night- 
time, and think of those boyish days, I almost 
doubt whether I am really right in thwarting 
her desire so much. But yet I could not — ^no, 
Eleanor, you yourself, with your pure ri^ht- 
mindedness, said I ought not to do this thm^. 
And have I not also given up you ? Surely it 
must be a holy and a worthy sacrifice ! 

"Dearest!" if in this I have done my aunt 
wrong — and I feel my heart melt toward her, in 
spite of all the harsh words, ay, and the bitter 
taunts which she. gave me liiis night when you 
were not by — if I have done her wrong you will 
atone it. She reproached me with casting you off 
— ^you, my heart's treasure !- — she said that her 
hearth and home should at least be open to you. 
Let it be so ! Stay with her, Eleanor ; give her 
the dutiful care that I ought to have shown : — 
it will comfort me^ to know this. You see how 
I trust you, Eleanor, as if you were a part of 
' myself — ^feeling that her harsh condemnations 
will not alter your love. And if her mind should 
change — if she should learn to see with our eyes 
many things whereon she differs from us now, 
and should find out why it was I acted thas, how 
will the influence of my own gentle girl prove a 
blessing to us all ! In this I think not oi world- 
ly fortune. I will fight my own way, and be 
indebted to no one on earth, save for the help 
of affection. 

" And now, Eleanor, I set out for the path on 
vrhich we decided. Thank Heaven that I can 
write we ! — that I carry with me' your precious 
love — that we are one iii heart and mind — and 
look forward to one future, which I will work 
out. Send me away with a blessing ! Yet you 
kave done so already. Eleanor, that one smile 
of yours — you did not know it was the last, but 
I did — ^will rest in my heart and be its strength 
until I see you again. Srgive me that I could 
not trust myself to say^Good-by.* Yet it is 
hardly a farewell between those whose hearts 
and thoughts are ever united ! God grant it 
may be even so until our lives' end — and after! '* 

More did Philip write concerning his worldly 
plans and the arrangeiQcnt of their future cor- 
respondence. All that he said was calm; breath- 
ing perhaps more of steadfast patience than of 
hope — but still without a shaae of fear either 
for himself or for her. When Eleanor laid down 
the letter of her lover, there was not a tear in 
her eye — not a sigh on her lip. 

" (rod be with thee, my beloved !" she said 
fervently j put the letter in her bosom, and went 
down stairs. 

In the hall she met the old waiting-woman, 
Davis, coming out of the breakfast-room, with 
tears in her eyes. 

"O, Miss Ogilvie!" cried the poor soul, "1 

can't tell what has come over my. mistress. 

Sixteen years have I been in this house and 

never saw her look so before. She did not 

speak a word all the while I was dressing her, 



until Master Philip's little dog whined at the 
door, and then she grew very angry, and order- 
ed me to go and tell James to shoot it or han? 
it, for she did not want to be troubled with it 
any more^ I could hardly beMeve my ears, Miss 
Eleanor — ^I couldn't indeed— so good as she 
used to be to poor little Flo. ' And when I only 
stood staring, instead of going off, she stamped 
her foot and ordered me out of the room. To 
think that my lady should have served me so!" 

" She did not mean it, good Davis ; she is 
very fond of you," said Eleanor, soothingly. 
There was room enough in that dear, warm 
heart of hers for every one's sorrows — great 
and small. 

" I hope so. Miss j indeed, I should not care 
so much, except that I fe^ something has gone 
wrong between her and Master Philip. I hap- 
pened to let fall a word about his being gone ; 
but she seemed to know it herself beforehand. 
She turned round so sharply, and desired me 
never to mention his name, but to go and lock, 
up his room just as it was, for he would not 
want it again. Ay, dear ! how sorry I shall be 
not to see the young master here any more !" 

Eleanor felt her own eyes growing dim, and a 
choking in her throat prevented any reply. The 
good woman went on in her voluble grief. 

" Well, well !" servants have no business with 
their masters' or mistresses' affairs; but I do 
feel sorry about poor Master Philip, whom I 
have played with many a time when he was a 
little boy. And there is another thing that 
troubles me ; he left me this letter for my mis- 
tress, and for the life of me I daren't give M to «^ 
her myself. If it were not making too free. Miss 
Offilvie, I wish you would." 

Eleanor stretched out her hand for the letter. 
" Where is Mrs. Brejmton ?" she asked. 

"At the breakfast-table, Miss — sitting bolt 
upright, like — I don't know what ! — Bless us all 
— but she's off already. Poor young lady! 
something is the matter with her too ; for I saw 
the tears m her pretty eyes. Well, I don't think 
she's quarreled with Master Philip, or she would 
not have looked at his letter so tenderly— just as 
I used to do at poor Samuel's. Ah, lack-a-day ! 
it's a troublesome world !" 

And the starched old maid went away up-stairs, 
rubbing with a corner of her apron each of her 
dull gray eyes. They might have been young 
and brignt once — who knows ? 

Mrs. Breyton sat, a very statue of rigidity, in 
her usual place at the head of the table; her 
face as smooth and unwrinkled as her dress. 
She said " Good morning, Eleanor, my dear," 
in the usual tone — ^neither warmer nor colder 
than the salutation had been for years ; and the 
hand with which she poured out the coffee was 
as steady as ever. Eleanor almost began to 
think that the painful events of the night and 
morning were only a dream — so perfectly as- 
tounded was she by the manner of the old lady. 

She had come with a swelling heart to throw 
herself at the knees of Philip's aunt, and beg her 
to forgive him — or at least, to receive from her- 
self a5 the loving care that was in the heart of 
the nephew whom she had discarded, ^xsx -^i. 
the sight oC \VmiX lxv^\^^ ^«W!(^^^\ 'v-siRfer-^si Ss^- 

regret, ot «^vetv ^xv^^t-^WoA^>X ^^^- -^^ 
warm \«ivu\aQs ^tom^Ux^Vj Vt^^x^- '^^'^ ^ 
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as easily have poared out her feelings before the 
grim old figures sitting in their niches on the 
old cathedral wall. Philip's letter was still in 
her hand — almost miooBsciously she thrust it out 
of si^ht: and the voice which replied to the 
morning salutation, though tremulous, wai| al- 
most as cold as Mrs. Breynton's own. Eleanor 
took her place at the breakfast table just as 
though she had never passed through these 
sudden phases of love, joy, sorrow — events which 
would govern a life-time. 

Mechanically her eyes wandered over the 
familiar objects about the room : — the boy's 
portrait that hun|^ on the wall — ^the orange-trees 
and the flowers in the conservatory, now bright- 
ened by a week's more sunshine. It was one 
week only since the^ morning when Philip and 
*Philip's fortunes had been talked of, sending such 
a pleasant thrill to her heart :— how much one 
little week, nay, one day, had brought forth ! 

Mrs. Breynton began, apparently without an 
effort, her usual mornins conversation. This 
never rambled far beyond what might literally 
be considered table-talk : the dryness of toast, 
and the over or under-boiling of eggs, seemed 
always subjects sufficiently engrossmg at that 
early hour of the day. Thus me succeeded in 
passing away. the half-hour which to Eleanor 
seenied insupportable. The latter many times 
was on the point of giving way to her pent-up 
feelings, when a word or tone sent them all back 
ajgain~'to the depth of her heart. How would 
she ever find courage to deliver Philip's letter ? 

The breakfast equipage was already removed, 
. and still nothing had been uttered between them 
except those ordinary common-places which 
froze Eleanor's very heart. 

^'If you please ma'am," said the retreating 
James, "the gardener told me to ask if you 
would have the auriculas planted out, as the 
weather is so warm now, and he has always 
done this about Easter ?" 

There was the faintest possible trembling of 
Mrs. Breynton's mouth — and she dropped a few 
stitches inr her knitting. Then, walking to the 
window to take them up, she answered, rather 
angrily — 

" Tell Morris I shall judge myself about the 
matter, and will speak to him to-morrow." 

Eleanor watched all with intense anxiety. 
She marked how the reference to Easter had 
startled Mrs. Breynton from her indifference — 
showing how much of it was assumed. Tremu- 
lously she advanced to the window. 

"Shall I make the knitttng right for you?" 
she asked. , 

" Thank you, my dear ; I really ean not see 
so well as I used to do," was the answer. 

Eleanor gave back the work, and with it 
Philip's letter. 

" What is this ?" said Mrs. Breynton, sharply. 

Eleanor threw herself before her. " O I dear 
friend, read it — ^pray, read it ; and then you will 
forgive him — forgive me. Indeed, you do not 
know how unhappy we are I" 

Mrs. Breynton walked across the room to the 
fire. It had gone out. She laid the letter on 
the table, and rang the bell. Eleanor rose up 
as the man entered. 

^^ James/' said bis mistress, "bring 
Jigbted taper. " 
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letter, tore it into long strips, and burned each 
of them separately. Eleanor stood and daied 
not utter a word. There was such iron sters- 
ness — such implacable, calm determination-4n 
that rigid face, that the girl was terrified into 
silence. She saw the words which Philip's dsar 
hand had traced consumed to ashes, and oflfered 
no opposition. Then, Mrs. Breynton advanced, 
and touched the girl's forehead with her ooM, 
aged lips. 

"Eleanor Ogilvie, you shall be my daughter 
if you will. In you I have nothing to forgive^ 
much to pity. X take you as my child — ^my oofy 
one. But as respects this"-Hsne pointed to w 
little he^ of burnt paper — " or its writer, Uw 
subject must never more be breathed betwesn 
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us. 

She walked out of the room with her own 
firm, stately steps; her silks rustling on the 
staircase as she ascended slowly — but not more 
slowly than usual — to her chamber : and tbeo 
Eleanor heard the door shut. Upon what strag- 
gles it closed— -or, if there were any conflict at 
all — no one knew. That day, and for a day or 
two after, there was a grayer shade on tfas 
cheek already pallid with age; and oace or 
twice in reading the evening prayers the cold, 
steady voice clanged for a moment. But in a 
week the dean's widow was the same as she bqd 
ever been — and all went^on at the palace as 
though Philip's name had never been heard. 



CHAPTER XVU. 

AatbonMp ii, according to the spirit in whick it ia pv- 
•ued,-~aa in&imy, a patUm^, a day-laliur, a handienll, 
an art, a science, a virtue. Sculvobl. ' 

Take away the self-conceited, and there will be elbow- 
room in the woiid. Whichcoti. 

Mb. Pierce PsimTTBoaHE was what the 
world respectfully terms a " very clever mitn*" 
The world understandis "cleverness" thoroughly, 
and venerates it accordingly, though it often 
scofis at geniut. Perhaps on the same principle 
the cockney who gazes in admiration on the 
stone-built fabric of St. Paul's turns SLway eon- 
temptuously from some grand, lonely moontaiA. 
of nature's making, ^d thinks it is not so veijr 
fine after all. He can not measure its inches ; 
he does not understand it. He had cathtf by 
half look up from his city dwelling at the gift 
cross and ball. |[| 

Now, Mr. Pennythome was exactly the mas . 
to attract and keep this sort of admiration. In 
whatever sphere he moved — and he had moved 
in many and various ones during his sixty years 
of life----he was always sure to get the preena- 
nence. His acute, decisive character im{Nress6d 
ordinary peo{de with reverence, and bus tact and 
quickness of judgment had enabled him to ex- 
tract from the small modicum of talent which 
he possessed the reputation of being a literary 
star of considerable magnitude. 

For, after passing through various phases of' 

life, Mr. Pennythorne bad finally subsided intO' 

literature. He took to writing as another man 

would take to bricklaying-— considering that 

*' The warUk of Miy thing 
Is Jjist 08 much as it will bring.*' 

And asliteratoc^ X^tow^vYaxol Vci ^csmfikVxxnttt^ 
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Blank Sqaare, Kensington, together with Mrs. 

■ Pennythorne and two young Penn3rthornes, he 
regarded it as a useful instrument of labor, and 
vvlued it accordingly. His was a most conven- 
ient pen, too — a pen of all-\«^ork. It would 
•write for any body, on any subject, in any style 
•—always excepting that (^ imaginative litera- 
ture, in which road it had never oeen known to 
travel. But this, as its owner doubtless believed, 
was only because it did not choose, as such 
nmting was all trash, and never paid. 

Such was Mr. Pennythorne abroad : at home 
lie carried out the same character, slightly 
faried. He was, so to speak, the most excellent 
•i£ tyrants ; his sway was absolute, but he used 
it well. No one could say that he was not as 
good a husband and father as ever lived ; that 
IS, as lar as outward treatment went. Through- 
oiat some thirty years of matrimony, he and his 
quiet, good-natured, meek-spirited wife had 
never had a quarrel ; and he had brought up his 
children to be creditable members of society by 
a system of blind obedience. Nevertheless, both 
wife and children were affectionately inclined to- 
ward him — for some people are happiest when 
thus ruled. It takes away so much moral re- 
sponsibility. Sympathy in feeling or in intellect 
was unknown in the Pennjrthorne family ; they 
did not believe there was such a thing, and so 
they lived a comfortable hum-drum me, con- 
scious of no higher existence. Doubtless they 
were quite happy — and so are oysters! Still, 
the most world-tossed, world-riven spirit that 
ever passed through its fire-ordeal of love, ge- 
nius, and suffering, would hardly wish toxihange 
with these human molluscs. 

Mr. Pennythorne, after dinner, in his little 
study, with the blazing fire shining on its well- 
peopled book-shelves and convenient, old-fash- 
ioned desk, was the very picture of a man of 
letters comfortably off in the world. He had 
ensconced in the only arm-chair which the room 
possessed hi* small, wiry frame — ^for Mr. Pen- 
nythorne shared with Alexander, Napoleon, and 
. other great minds the glory of a diminutive per- 
' son. As he sat reading the nevrspaper, with his 
back to the lamp, the light cast into strong relief 
his sharp, well-marked features. It was not an 
intellectual head — still less a benevolent one; 
bat there were wonderful cleverness and shrewd- 
ness in its every line. The firm, closed mouth 
could sometimes relax into a very good-natured 

ile; and a great deal of dry, satirical humor 
perdu among the wrinkles — ^politely termed 

ws' feet — ^that surrounded the small, bright, 
I gray eyes. 

The postman's sharp knock made the little 
man start : for with all his mental self-posses- 
sion he had much physical nervousness. At the 
same tone his quick movement revealed the 
presence of Mrs. Pennythorne, who sat in the 

■ shadow, with a half-knitted stocking on her lap. 
Her "husband always liked her to oe near him 

> after h^ daily occupation was over. Not that 
, Jie wanted conversation, for to that Mr. Penny- 
^thorne thought no woman equal, and perhap 
the secret of his regard for his wife was her ab- 
stinenoe from all mtellectnal rivalship. Good 
Mrs. Pennythorne, indeed, had never been bur- 
dened with that ambition. But the sight of her 




little as he liked, sdd " Yes," or " No," or " Cer- 
tainly, my dear," and when he had done, went to 
sleep. They were exactly suited for each other, 
Mr. and Mrs. Pennythorne. 

She received the letter at the door — it annexed . 
him to see any one but herself in his study — and 
while he read it she took the opportunity of 
being thoroughly awakened, to go through the 
serious operation which stocking-knitters de- 
nominate ^Uurning down the heel." Once or 
twice she lifted up her eyes at a few exclama- 
tions from her husband — '^ Bless me !" '^ How 
very odd!" &c. But she had been too well 
tramed to inquire of him about imy thing which 
he did not in due form communicate. So she 
waited until he delivered himself thus-~ 

" Cillie, my dear" — Mrs. Pennythome's Chris- 
tian name was Cecilia, which, by a humorous 
in^nuity, he had converted into tnis odd dimin- 
utive — a somewhat doubtfVd compliment — " Cil- 
lie, my dear, this is a very curious circumstance." 

^'Is it, indeed," said Mrs. Pennythorne; not 
interrogatively, but assentingly. Her husband 
always expected to be understood at once, with- 
out any explanation — so she never dreamed of 
inquiring to what circumstance he alluded. 

"You remember my old college friend, Ed- 
win Wychnor — Captam Wychnor he was then 
— who dined with us at Sittingbourne, ten-— let 
me see — fifteen years ago ?" 

" Oh, yes !" Mrs. Pennythorne made a point 
of remembering every thing, as nothing vexed 
her spouse so much as the confession of ignoranee 
on any p<nnt whoreon his own retentive memory 
chose t6 rest. 

" There was another Oxford man with us that 
day, you know — Bourne — ^Dr. Bourne now^— 
who dropped into the living that Wychnor gave 
up, like a foolish fellow as ne was ! Well, this 
letter comes from him — not from Wychnor, or 
it would be a dead letter." (Pennythorne's 
cdnversation was usually studded with execrable 
jokes, made comical by the solemnity with 
which they were put forward.) "It is from 
Bourne, introducing to me the defunct certain's 
only son, who has gone and played the same 
madcap trick as his father. He wants me to 
get the lad that very easy thing nowadays, 
' employment in London.' '* 

" Well, my dear, surely nobody can do that so 
well as you," meekly observed his wife. 

"Pooh! you are only a woman; you don't 
know any thing at all about it. Pretty fellows 
to deal with are these college youths, with heads 
more full of pride than of brains ; can't do this 
because they hav'n't been brought up to it — and 
won't do the other because it isn't gentlemanly. 
I suppose this young Peter, or Paul, or Jeremiah 
— he nas got that sort of a name — will turn out 
just such another upon my hands. But that is 
always the way ; every body brings stray sheep 
to me : very black sheep they are, too, some- 
times." 

Mrs. Pennjrthome laughed, thinking firom her 
husband's look that ho hsM said somethmg funny : 
she always did so, like a dutiful wife, whether 
she. imderstood it or not. " And I am sure, 
Pierce, you have helped a great many youn^ 
men on in the world. T\\sx^ ^^a ;|5<ss3iS!L'^VvS^s5^^^ 
and O' M.«koiiy \\ve Vv^^Mfl^^\A yAw-m^^ 
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complacent smile rather contradicted his words. 
There was nothing in the world that he liked so 
well as patronizing. Not that he confined him- 
self to the show of benevolence ; for he was a 
good-natured man, and had done many kindly- 
acts in his time — ^but they had all been done 
with due importance. His prot6g6s— and he 
had always a long train of them — ^were required 
implicitly to trust to him, to follow his bidding, 
and to receive his advice. He never asked for 
gratitude, but yet he always contrived to rail at 
the world because he did not receive it. Still, 
with all his peculiarities, Mr. Pennythorne did a 
great deal of good in his way — and rather* liked 
the doing of it, too, though he said he didn't. 

"Cillie," he observec^ just as the summons 
came to tea, "I suppose this young Wychnor 
must dine here next Simday. Take care that 
Fred is not out of the way, and that that foolish 
fellow, Leigh, is not keeping his bed, as he is so 
often. What's the good ot sons, if you don't 
make use of them ? And an old fellow like me 
can't be bothered to entertain a yoimg Oxford 
scamp for a whole afternoon." 

The same sharp postman's knock-— oh, what 
a volume of life-experiences mi^ht that sound 
suggest, could we follow it from door to door ! — 
brought to Philip Wychnor, in his dull, second- 
floor lodging, the following letter : — 



" My dear young Frien: 
*' I had a great regard for your late father, 
and shall have the same for you if you deserve 
it, of which I have little doubt. I will also do 
11^ best to help you on in the world. To begin 
our acquaintance, perhaps you will dine at my 
house next Sunday, at six. 

Faithfully yours, 

"Pierce Pennythorne." 



u 



It was an odd, abrupt letter, but Philip had 
already heard that the vn'iter was not without 
his eccentricities. He got so desolate and cheer- 
less in his strange London home, that the least 
ray of kindness came upon him like a flood of 
light. He drank his cup of weak, cold tea with 
almost the zest of those remembered days when 
Eleanor's dear, sunny face had shone from behind 
the urn, in the happy palace drawing-room. 
Then he went out, and walked up and down the 
gloomy squares in whose neighborhood his abode 
lay. And surely the dreariest place in all Lon- 
don is the region between Brunswick Square 
and Tottenham Court Road. There solemn 
wealth sets up its abode, and struggling re- 
spectability tries to creep under its shadow, in 
many a dull, melancholy street; while squalid 
poverty grovels in between, with its miserable 
courts and alleys, that make the sick and weary 
heart to doubt even the existence of good. 

Philip sauntered along, but, viewed in the light 

of this new hope of his, the squares did not seem 

so desolate as they had done the evening before. 

Through the misty night the lamps glimmered 

faintly ; after a while the moon rose — and the 

moon looks pleasant to young eyes, especially 

the eyes of lovers, even in the desert of Russell 

Square. Moreover, as Philip walked along the 

inner side, there was a freshness almost like 

perfume in the budding trees, over which an 

Apn'J shower bad just passed. It came upon 

Iiis senses like tbo breathing of hope. He stop- 



ped under the nearest lamp, took out Mr. Penny- 
thorne's letter, and read it over aeain. 

"Well, it does seem kind, and may be the 
beginning of good. Who knows but I have put 
my first step on Fortune's ladder to-night ?" 

Ah, Philip ! that ladder is of all others the 
hardest to climb ! But you have a steady foot 
and a strong heart — all the stronger for having 
that precious love-amulet in its inmost folds. In 
spite of all the gray-heeded reasoners, there 
never was a young man yet who did not work 
his way in the wond the better for having some 
one to work for beside himself. 



CHAPTER XVm. 

Wives eeem created to be fiiitts. Many a man now, 
like Pan, plays upon that which was formerly the object 
of his fond pursuit. Edward West. 

Man alone, 
The recreant spirit of the universe, 
Contemns the operations of the light ; 
Loves surface-knowledse — calls Uie crimes of crowds 

Virtue — adores the useml vices 

Therefore 
I will commit my brain to none of them. 

Philip Bailst. 

"Very glad to see you ; exceedingly glad to 
see you, my yoimg friend," was the greetii^ 
that marked Philip's first entrance mto the 
drawinff-room at Blank Square (we prefer that 
rather doubtful way of designating the Penny- 
thorne abode). "Punctuality is a virtue, espe- 
cially on a wet Sunday; I like to see young 
people keep time well, and then, as they grow 
older, time always Ifeep them— eh, sir?'' 

Philip smiled ; he was really amused by the 
oddities of the little man. He could do no more 
than smile silently, for it was impossible to get 
in a word. 

"Cecilia, my dear," and Mr. Pennythorne, 
with a sort of hop-skip-and-jump movement— 
his usual method of process in the house- 
arrived at the sofa where his lady sat, in all the 
unruffled serenities of a Sunday silk, a Sunday 
cap, and a Sunday face. She had a ponderous- 
looking volume beside her, of Sermons, or Fox's 
Martyrs; for though the Pennythornes so far 
conformed to the world as to have company on 
a Sunday, they were " a religious family" — and 
if the cook was beguiled out of her sole day of 
rest by having to prepare a first-rate dinner, it 
was atoned for by the mistress's always reading 
good books up in the drawing-room. 

" Mr. Philip Wychnor, let me introduce you 
to Mrs. Pennythorne," my wife, sir ; an ugly old 
woman, isn't she? — ^but then she's so clever- 
there is not a cleverer woman in all London than 
Mrs. Pennythorne." 

Philip looked at the pretty but most inane 
face of the lady, and then at her husband, who 
spoke with such gravity that it was almost im* 
possible to distinguish jest from earnest. Fairly 
puzzled between them, the young man uttered 
some ordinary politeness, and accepted the of» 
fered seat beside his hostess. 

" Thete, you can begin your acquaintance 
with that excellent woman,'' said Mr. Pennj- 
thorne ; " but take care of her, you don't knovr 
how sharp her tongue is — real arrows, sir— 
rcguVar darts ot 'wit -. mind they don't hit you ft 

PbiWp 1]ho\ig\iX \X latViax uwa^^xciVj xWx ^ \sfla| 
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^ould make game of his wife in public, and 
began to feel somewhat micomfortable. But 
Mrs. Penny thorne herself seemed quite unmov- 
ed — smiling on in placid contentment. She had 
got used to this sort of banter— or else, which 
was most likely, she did not feel it at all. Some 
people are very feather-beds of stolidity, impen- 
etrable to the sharpest tongue- weapons that sar- 
casm ever forged. Philip soon ^rew quite re- 
assured on the subject. He tried to engage 
Mrs. Pennythome in conversation ; but did not 
succeed in getting beyond the wetness of the 
day and the unpleasantness of the Kensington 
omnibuses. She was as shy and nervous as a 
girl of sixteen ; constantly looking to her hus- 
band, as if she had hardly a thought of her own. 
Still there was a degree of quiet womanliness 
iabout her. She had a low voice j and her 
brown eyes were of the same color as Elea- 
nor's. Philip felt rather a liking to Mrs. Penny- 
thome. 

" Where can the boys be ?" said the old gen- 
tleman, becoming fidgety, and rushing to the 
foot of the stairs. Fred ! Leigh !" 

The next minute, the *'boys" appeared. Mr. 
Frederick Pennythorne was about twenty-five; 
a specimen of that stereotyped class of young 
men with which London birth and London Dree£ 
ing indulge the world. Slight, dapper, active ; 
not ill-looking, and carefully dressed; always 
ready for polkas, small talk, and cigars; too 
respectable for a gent (odious word !), too ordi- 
nary and vulgar-minded for a gentleman, and 
far— oh! far — too mean in heart and soul for 
the noble title of a man ! 

This individual scanned Philip all over, and 
nodded his head with a careless *' How-d'ye-do." 
Then catching his father's eye, Mr. Frederick 
composed his features into an aspect of grave 
deference. 

" My son, this — ^my eldest son. Excellent 
fellow to show you all the wickedness of Lon- 
don, Mr. Wychiaor. I don't suppose there's 
a greater scamp any where than Fred Penny- 
thome." 

The old gentleman did not know how nearly 
he hit the truth — but somehow or other the per- 
son alluded to winced slightly under the unin- 
tentional application. 

*' Really, father! — but you will find out his 
wavs soon, Mr. Wychnor," said Fred, apologet- 
ically. 

"Where's Leigh?" continued that indefatiga- 
ble parent ; who se&med to have as much diffi- 
culty in hunting up his family as a mechanist 
has in winding up his automata and setting them 
fairly going. 

A tall thin yoqjh of about seventeen crept 
languidly from behind the folding-doors. Philip 
looked rather earnestly at the sallow, long- 
drawn-out face, and meaningless, half closed 
eyes. Perhaps in the look there was somewhat 
of interest and compassion — ^for the boy involun- 
tarily put out his hand and just touched Philip's 
with his cold moist fingers. The heavy eyes 
lifted themselves up for a moment. They were 
brown, like his mother's — but far deeper and 
softer ; and as they met Philip's, one passing 
gleam of intense expression lighted them up. 
It drew the youn^ man's heart toward the sick- 
ly, awkward-lookmg Leigh. 



, awjkwaiu-iuun.iiig jucjgu. i clou,; jvv*. o».v».yv 

"J hope we shall be very good friends m\PeuTvyt\ioitve, «x\^sX 



time," said Philip Wychnor — shaking the boy's 
hand warmly. 

" That is more than any one else ever was 
with our cross-grained Leigh ! Long, lazy 
Leigh, as I call him — the greatest dunce in the 
universe; except for a little Greek, Latin, and 
Hebrew which I contrive to knock into him" — 
interposed the father, who seemed to take de- 
light in sketching, en passant^ these compliment- 
ary family portraits. 

Philip turned round uneasily to Leigh ; but 
the youth sat in his old corner quite impassive. 
The dull melancholy of his face was as unim* 
pressibje as his mother's vacant and perpetual 
smile. 

"Well, they are the oddest family I ever 
knew," thought Phillip Wychnor. " Perhaps 
your son is not strong enough f* much study?" 
he said aloud. 

"Quite a mistake, my good sir," answered 
Mr. Pennythorne, sharply. " All my family en- 
joy excellent health. I can't bear to have sick 
people about me. That fellow there looks yel- 
low because he lies in bed sadly too much ; and 
besides, it is his temperament, his natural com- 
plexion. Pray, do not put such notions into the 
lad's head, Mr. Wychnor." 

The guest felt that he had unconsciously 
trodden on dangerous ground; and it was 
really a relief when the apparition of a very 
tall maid-servant at the door gave the signal 
for dinner. 

Mr. Pennythorne was the best person in the 
world for the head of a table — his own especial- 
ly; for he had an unfailing flow of talk and 
'abundance of small witticisms. To use a simile 
on the originality of which we have some doubt 
— but which, not knowing the right owner, we 
shall appropriate — he kept the ball of conversa- 
tion constantly in motion. However, to attain 
this desirable end he rarely let it go out of his 
own hands. Perhaps this was as well, for the 
rest of his family seemed almost incapable of a 
throw. So he very wisely never gave them the 
opportunity. 

Once or twice Fred Penn)rthorne hazarded a 
remark-— or, as he would have expressed it, "put 
out a feeler" — ^thereby to discover the habits, 
manners, and character of the " fellow from the 
country;" but he was soon extinguished by a 
few paternal sneers. Mrs. Pennythorne, also, 
replying at greater length than in monosyllables 
to some observation of Philip, was regarded 
with such mock-deferential attention by her lord 
and master that she relapsed into alarmed and 
inviolable silence. As for Leigh, he never tried 
to speak at all. When, soon after the introduc- 
tion of wine and walnuts, Mrs. Pennythorne dis- 
appeared, he quickly followed his mother, and 
was seen no more. 

Then Mr. Pennythorne edified Philip for the ^ 
space of half an hour on many and various sub- 
jects, chiefly political. Fortunately, Wychnor 
was no great talker, and of a quiet, yielding 
temper — so that the dictatorial tone of his host 
did not annoy him in the least. Perhaps he 
only listened with his outward ears, while his 
thoughts, like riches — and Philip's thoughts 
were riches to him — ^made to thft.«!kSfcVv<ea»^«NSks^ 
and flevj ^ax ^iwa.^ . 

"]?Ted\ you sXxiv^^ l'^<Qr«;'' ^^Si^sA ^xaX^^JV^^ 
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^' Yes, sir/' answerea tae indmdaal addressed, 
waking from a doze by the fire. 

'^ Your conversation is so remarkably amusing 
and instructive that it is quite too overpowering 
for such addle-pates as this gentleman and my- 
self. We will, therefore, incmlge ourselves in a 
t6te-a-tete dull enough for our limited capabil- 
ities. You may go and tell your mother to 
make the tea : I dare say cook will lend you the 
toasting-fork, that you may make yourself use- 
ful in the kitchen at least. '"* 

The young dandy muttered a grumbling re- 
monstrance — but finished his wine, and walked 
off. It was really curious, the complete as- 
cendency which this eccentric father of a family 
had gained and still preserved over all its mem- 
bers. 

^'Excellent hof that," said Mr. Pennythome 
when the door closed : and Philip noticed how 
entirely his sarcastic manner was changed; 
" Fred is a rising youn^ man, sir ; no profession 
like that of a lawyer for making a fortune — at 
least in these railway times. That lad will ride 
in his carriage, yet.'' 

''Indeed, fhope so," Philip observed, seeing 
that an observation was expected. 

"Certainly. The Penny thomes, sir, always 
make their way in the world. Now there's 
Leigh— quiet boy — ^very quiet, but thinks the 
more for that. His knowledge of classics is 
wonderful. I shall make him a first-rate man 
for Oxford. By-the-by, you, who have just left 
Alma Mater, might give him a help now and 
then when I am too bwsy myself." 

" I shall be most happy to be of service," said 
Phil^. 

"Of course— of course. Thank you, Mr. 
Wychnor. And now, tell me in what way I can 
be of service to yon?" 

The little man leaned over the table, and 
confrcnted Philip with his peering gray eyes. 
All his jesting manner was gone; and there 
was a straight-forward business-like earnest- 
ness, which his guest liked much better and 
felt infinitely more disposed to trust. Philip 
briefly stated that having suddenly relinquished 
the Church, he was without resources, and 
wished to earn a livelihood in any respectable 
way for which his education might fit him. 

" Now, my young friend, what do. you call a 
* respectable way ?' " said Mr. Pennythorne. 

Philip was rather confused — but answered, 
** Any honest way, of which a gentleman's son 
need not feel ashamed. Sure^ the world is 
wide enough for one more to get his bread — if 
not by his hands, at least by his brains — of which 
I hope I have a share." 

" No doubt — no doubt," returned Mr. Penny- 
thome, "But let us see how you are to use 
them. Authorship is not a had profession. 
% Suppose you take to that.". 

Philip looked somewhat astonished. "My 
dear sir, I never wrote any thing in my life. I 
have no genius!" 

" Grenius — ^my excellent young friend, between 
ourselves, has nothing to do with the matter. 
It is a commodity rather unpleasant than other- 
wise. A man's genius generally ends in making 
a fool of him — or a beggar, which comes to the 
^^2226 thin^. The best authors, and those who 
Aave made most money, have had no genius at 
aJJ. With vlenty of diligence and a good con- 



nectioB, a clever author may get a very good 
living ; while the poor devils ealled men of eenit» 
— a term for unusual flightiness and conceit — lie 
down and starve." 

Philip listened to this speech, first in surprise, 
then in pain. He had spdcen truly — at least as 
he then believed — ^wnen he said he had no 
genius; but genius itself he worshiped with 
all the vnld enthusiasm of youth. So utterly 
confounded was he by this argument of Mr. 
PennydKnme's, that he did not reply by a single 
word; and the oldjzentleraan contmued — 

" You see, Mr. Philip Wychnor, that I have 
spoken plainly to you, as I would not to every 
one ; but I like your face, and, moreover, you are 
your father's son. If you chpose to try your 
hand at authorship, I will endeavor to procure 
you wt>rk. It shall be easy at first, and you can 
get on by degrees." 

But Philip shook his head. " No, Mr. Penny- 
thorne ; I feel too certain of my own incapacity, 
and literature has always seemed to me so high 
and holy a calling." 

At this moment the young man met the vp- 
turned face of his host — ^the cold, cautions eyes 
watching him with a look something between 
wonder and curiosity, and the sarcastic mouth 
bent into the most contemptuous of polite sneera. 
Now, it was one of Philip's weaknesses that his 
sensitive and reserved disposition was ever pain- 
fully alive to ridicule. As before said, he was 
by no means one of your model heroes who are 
ever ready to "stand fire," either physically or 
morally. And so it happened that this k>ok of 
Mr. Pennythome's just sufficed to drive back fidl 
'his warm impulses. He forgot wiiat he was 
about to say, stopped, and his delicate cheek 
changed color like a girl's. 

"Pray, go on," said the host. 

" I have nothing more to say, sir," he replied, 
" except that I feel obliged for your kindness ; 
but not thinking myself competent to do credit 
to authorship, I had rather not attempt it." 
Thereby he lost an excellent chance of "testi- 
fying to the truth," and will doubtless sink very 
inuch in the estimation of all vdio would have 
virtue and genius continually appear in the 
character of public lecturers. But Philip Wyeh- 
nor was so reserved and humble-mindec^ that as 
yet he was unaware of half the treasures of his 
mtellect. 

Yet though he could not fathom the depths of 
his own mind, he could see a good way into 
Mr. Pennythome's; and the sight was bodi 
painful and discouraging. The conversation 
went on, and Philip listened with the deference 
that his companion's age and character demand- 
ed; but there was a disagre^ble sense of un- 
congeniality, almost amounting to distrust, in 
the young man's mind. 

Mr. Pennythome did not notice this in the 
least ; for his perception, though acute, wsis by 
no means delicate. He talked fast and freely, 
not to say ostentatiously, of his influence in ollter 
quarters— discussed the various duties and ad- 
vantages of employment as banker's elerk, 
merchant's clerk, railway clerk, and PMlip's 
capacity for the same, until his young auditor 
grew half bewildered and wholly disconsolate. 
At last, it was agreed that as Wychnor had a 
little money for the present^ he should stay in 
, Vils \odgvugs, «kii^ etvX^x oxi x\tfi ^^%rj \lI^ ^^ 
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*' waiting for a sitoation." This intetretrnum 
vrould not last long, Mr. Pennythorrid was cer- 
tain : — and indeed, from his conversation, -he 
seemed able to scatter appointments abroad as 
thick as leaves in autumn. 

"Now, my young friend" — Mr. Penny thome 
had such a host of young friends on his list — 
" excuse my making you one 6f the family, and 
sending you up-stairs while I take a nap. Old 
people must be humored, you know. You will 
find the boys in the drawing-room." 

Philip was not sorry to receive this somewhat 
unceremonious conge. As he stood alone on the 
stairs he tried to callect his thoughts, and to 
ftmggle with a vague feeling of discomfort. 

"This is'very foolish of me!" he said to him- 
ge!f ; " I shall not get evei-y one in the world to 
think and feel exactly as I do : — how could I 
expect it ? Mr. Pennythorne seems a very good 
swt of nfttn — kind, too, in his own way ; he wiH 
idost likely do something for me ; and then, once 
getting a start in life, I have my fortune in ray 
o'wn' hands — ^that is, with Heaven's blessing." 
Arid the one reverent aspiration of that young, 
pious spirit calmed its jarring doubtiS into pa- 
tient hope. 

" Still," thought Philip, when, after ft prosy 
evening and a walk of three miles, he laid his 
tired head on his rather hard pillow just as St. 
Pancras clock was striking twelve, " still, I am 
rather glad that Mr. Pennythorne did not ask 
my reasons for giving up the church : he would 
not have understood them, any more than aunt 
Breynton. I don't think any body does quite 
understand me except Eleanor." 

And with that dear name on his lips and in 
his heart, Philip Wychnor fell asleep. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

What is there that I should torn to, lighting upon days 

like these 1 
fivery door is barred w^jth gold, and opens but to golden 

keys. 
I>^ry gate Is thronged with suitors; all 0ie markets 

overflow. 
1 have but an angry fancy : what is that which I should do ? 

TCKMYSON. 

Keep thy spirit pure 
From worldly taint by the repellent strength 
Ofvirtiie. * * * 

Walk 
Boldly and wisely in the light thou hast: 
Hiere is a Hand above will help thee on. 

Philip Bailey. 

It is impossible to imagine a life more utterly 
dull and dreary than that of a young man living 
alone in London, with few friends, with no pur- 
suit to occupy his time, and with no money to 
allure him into sigreeable or vicious ways of 
killing it. Philip Wychnor thought that each 
W«ek, each day, grew longer and longer. He 
had read through and through .all the oooks he 
had brought with him, and was unable to buy 
or borrow more. Then he tried to "rub up" 
his old studies at Oxford ; but working without 
an aim is a thankless occupation. His whole 
course of life had been disturbed, and he could 
not settle down again. 

He grew tired of his dingy little parlor where 
the sun just peeped in at early morning — after 
wbiehj as though disgusted with the place, it 



departed for the day with the breakfast things. 
So, he took to strolling about London, and phi- 
losophizing on human nattire in its citizen aspect. 
This soon made hina more heart- weary stiH. 
He then sought after all the places of amuse- 
ment thatt were open free. Fortunately, among 
this class London now numbers some of tt« 
highest and most intellectual feasts. Philip 
spent many art hour amid the quiet gbom of 
the Elgin room — until be knew by sight ali the 
student votaries of Art who seek to re-create a 
Theseus or an Ilyssus oh their drawing-boarcls. 
Many a long morning, too, did Wychnoi* loiter 
in the National Gallery; a place that looks 
always fresh and pleasant, and sunshiny — ^for i« 
there not perpetual sunshine with Guido, and 
Titian, and Claude? Often and often Philip 
entered With his spirit so broken and desponding, 
that the May brightness and cheerfulness of the 
streets, seemed only to insult his lonely poverty. 
He knew nothing of Art save through the spefi 
by which its glory and beauty must ever inAtr- 
ence minds like his own. But the spirit of 
Guido spoke peace to Mm through the mourn- 
ful-eyed Magdalene, or the Child Jesus with its 
face of pale purity gazed on by reverent John j 
while, grand and solemn, loomed out of the 
darkness the figure of Pioifitibo's Lazarus — and 
in Da Vinci's Ecce Homo the sufi^ing Crod- 
man looked in sublime 0(M!kipa8sioh on the Vir- 
gin's mother- woe . Pictures such as these Phifip 
loved best ; for in this season of anxiety their 
sorrowful and holy beauty touched and soothed 
his spirit. 

And, turning for a monieht from otnr story 
to the individual ikiemories which its progresi» 
brings, let us linger in the place whither we 
have led Philip Wychnor ; a place so full of old 
associations that even while thinking of it "^e 
lay down our pen and sigh. Good, careless 
re^er — ^mayhap you never knew what it was 
to lead a life in which sorrow formed the onfy 
change from monotony, a life so solitary that 
dream-com|>finion8 alone peopled it, nor how, 
looking back on that dull' desert of time, ot^e 
remembers lovingly, the pleasant spots thttt 
brightened it here and there — how in traversing 
the old haunts odr feet liiiger, even while w« 
contrast gladly and thankfully the present with 
the past. Else you would not wonder that w^e 
stay for a moment with our Philip Wychnor; 
walking in fancy from room to room ; gazing at 
every well-known picture, whose beautiful and 
benign influence was so blessed to us of old; 
and seeing, also, living faces that were once 
beside us there — some, most dear of all on earth 
-.—others, on whom we shall never more look 
until we behold them in heaven. 

The theme grows too solemn. Headers-^ 
whom at times every author takes strangely 
enough into his heart's depths, as he takes not 
even those who sit at his board and drink of his 
cup — ^if you can understand this digression, you 
will forgive it — ^if not, pass it by I 

Philip Wychnor had no acquaintance in Lon- 
don except the Pennythornes. He went t© 
Blank Square — sometimes by invitation, and 
now and then without. But he had a ^^tas. 
belief in that ver%ft o^ \Nife ^xw^xXss^— ^^^^"^^^^ 
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was undeniable that he took pleasure in being 
received with friendliness into this always hos- 
pitable house — ^for hospitality was one of Mr. 
Pennythome's virtues. True, the family circle 
Mras somewhat dull if its head chanced to be 
absent J but then, in Philip's present state of 
isolation, .any family fire-side was a welcome 
change from the solitary dreariness of his own. 
So he grew to take pleasure in Mrs. Penny- 
thorne's meaningless but good-tempered smile, 
and Mr. Pennythome's unfailing talk — ^the very 
ostentatiousness of which was amusing. With 
the younger members of the household, Philip's 
acquaintance advanced little ; for Frederick was 
rarely at home in the evening, and Leigh main- 
tained the same dull — almost sullen — silence. 
Now and then, when Philip chanced to tcdk a 
little more earnestly than usual, he detected the 
large brown eyes watching him with curious 
intentnessf but if he return^ the look thev fell 
at once, and Leigh's countenance relapsed into 
its customary stolidity. Still, when Philip's 
thoughts wanted occupation, they sometimes 
turn&d to speculate on this rather singular boy. 

Alas for Philip— he had only too much time 
for thinking I and as month after month rolled 
on, and he had still no occupation, his thoughts 
became mournful indeed. Each week Eleanor 
sent him one of her long, cheering letters — no 
young-lady epistles nor romantic love*breathings 
—but a sensible woman's letters: thoughtful, 
sincere, and full of that truest affection which 
expresses itself less in words than in deeds. 
She knew not, that, but for these letters, her 
lover's mind would have sunk from its healthy 
tone and manly strength, into the morbid apathy 
of delated hope or the misanthropy and bitter- 
ness of despair. 

It was not the sting of actual povertjr that 
Philip felt so keenly. Most truly, it requires a 
degree of moral courage to brave the summer 
sunshine of London streets in a threadbare coat 
— 4uid it is rather a trial of patience to sit down 
to a fragment of homely, ill-cooked dinner ; but 
these are, after all, only externalities, and very 
endurable. When the mind has its own food of 
present content, and a certainty, if ever so little, 
for the future, a well-earned dish of potatoes is 
by no means such a miserable repast; and a 
man with a pure conscience, and hope in his 
bosom, can button over it his shabby garment, 
and walk the street with a brow as clear — ay, 
and as lofty — as any of bis brethren in the pur- 
ple and fine linen of the world. 

Therefore, as Philip Wychnor had always held 
his body much less precious than his soul, we 
shall not pity him for any of these endurances. 
He would have scorned it. But deepest pity, 
indeed, he needed, during that weary summer, 
when the asony of uncertainty, the tortures of 
^* sitting still and doinff nothing," gnawed into 
his very soul. Poor fellow! many a time he 
envied the stone-brecdEer in the street, who at 
least had the comfort of working all day and 
was certain of his future. At last, he went to 
Mr. Pennythorne, and spoke openly, earnestly — 
almost despairingly. 

"My good fellow!" exclaimed, with some 

surprise, that excellent individual — he had seen 

tbe^ouqg m&a come to bis house now and then, 

io dinner or tea, with a composed countenance 

^tf decent dress, aafelt his conscience quite at 



ease respecting his prot^e — "I had no idea that 
you were in such a phght as this : yoa never 
complained." 

" Is it likely I should, sir ?" said Philip, proudly. 
'' Nor do I now ; I am very thankful for all tha 
efibrts w^hich I believe you have made on my 
behalf, but I begin to think there is no occupa- 
tion to be had — at least, none that I can do. 
The misfortune lies in my being brought up that 
very useless thing — a gentleman." And Philip 
laughed bitterly, "however, I can remec^ 
this ; I will leave London, change my name, * 
and get work as a farmer's laborer. A mechan- 
ic's place is above me, unfortunately, as I had 
not even the blessing of learning a trade. But 
work I must have, or I shall go mad." 

^*I begin to think you are so already," mat- 
tered Mr. Pennythorne, as with some touch of 
compassion he regarded the young man's wild 
eyes and haggard face. A faint whisper of con- 
science, too, hinted that he himself had not used 
Philip (^uite well : not but that he had tried to 
serve him — writing to two or three friends, and 
speaking to two or three more, about " a young 
man who wanted employment." But Mr. Pen- 
nythorne had erred where most ostentatious, pa- 
tronizing men err : and woeful is the misery which 
thoy bring on their dependents by the same ! — 
promising far too much, and boasting of imagin- 
ary influence, to gratify a petty love of power. 

There never yet was human heart so naturally 
cold, or so frozen over h^ outward formalities, 
that you could not find m one comer or other 
some fountain of goodness bubbling up. No 
matter how soon it disappears — it has been, and 
therefore may be again. Now, just such a spring 
as this began to irrigate that very dry and dusty 
portion of Mr. Pennythorne's anatomy which lay 
under his left waistcoat pocket; and, by a cunous 
sympathy between external and internal things, 
he remembered that there was in this said pocket 
a five-pound note. His fingers even advanced 
nearer to it — they touch^ it — but just at this 
moment a loud, fashionable knock came to tha 
hall-door, and the tiny fountain in Mr. Penny- 
thorne's heart sank suddenly down. Still, it had 
watered a little the arid soil around. 

'* Come and dine with me to-morrow, my dear 
boy," he said, cordially; "and cheer up. I'll 
think of something for you by that time.'^ 

" To-morrow — to-morrow — to-morrow," sigh- 
ed Philip, mechanically repeating that word of 
mournfid beguiling. As he descended, he passed 
in the hall a stylish little lady, who had just 
stepped from her carriage, and was busy im- 
pressing on the servant " Mrs. Lancaster's M-ish 
for only five minutes' speech of Mr. Pennythorne.'* 
Philip stood aside to let the visitor pass by — and 
then departed. He crept wearily along the sunny 
side of the square, all glare, and dust, and burn- 
ing heat ; and there came idly jingling through 
his brain, in that season of care, so dull, heavy, 
and numbing as to shut out all consecutive 
thought, the fragment of olden rhyme— 

" Why, let the stricken deer go weep, 
The hart ungalled play ; 
For some must watch, while some must sleep : 
Thus runs the world away." 

It SO chanced that Mr. Pennythorne, working 
hard all that day at a review of a book which ha * 
had no time to reoA, aad Vxk. \V» e^iftuiu^ busily 
I engaged d\s]^n&uig \ua bou-nu>t» uy\ ^tansvsi^ 
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sneers in Mrs. Lancaster's gay drawing-room, 
never thought again of Philip Wychnor until his 
wife asked him the next morning what he would 
have for dinner. Mr. Pennythorne's sway, be it 
known, extended even to the comestibles of his 
household. 

<^Dear me — that reminds me that I asked 
young Wychnor to dine here, and I promised to 
think of something for him. Really, how tire- 
some are these fellows in want of employment !" 
And the old gentleman cogitated for at least five 
minutes, with his chin on his hand. At last, a 
brilliant thought struck him. 

" Cillie, my dear." 

" Yes, Pierce." 

**How much did that young Johnson — the 
fellow that came yesterday, yon know, to ask 
if I wanted a tutor for Leigh — ^how much did he 
charge by the lesson ?" 

" Half-a-guinea for two hours ; only he wanted 
his lunch as well, and you said that would — " 

"Tut — tut! how women's tongues do run! 
Mrs. Pennythorne, will you be so obliging as to 
go down-stairs ? — ^and when I need your advice 
and conversation I will ring the bell." And 
Mr. Pennythorne politely opened the door for 
his wife, shut her out, and returned to his easy 
chair. 

" That will just do — a capital plan I" said he, 
rubbing his hands with an air of benevolent sat- 
isfaction. " How thankful the poor fellow will 
b^ ! Of course, one could not give him so much 
as a professed tutor. Let me see — say /bwr hours 
at half-a-guinea, and that twice a week : a very 
good thing for him — ^very good indeed. He ought 
to be quite satisfied, and very thankful. It will 
save me time and trouble, too — ^for that young 
Leigh is getting confoundedly stupid ; so I shall 
kill two birds with one stone. Really, what a 
.deal of good one can do in the world if one 
tries!" 

With a pleasing conviction of his own gener- 
osity, Mr. Pennythorne leaned back in his chair, 
and summoned his wife, to give orders for a tur- 
bot and lamb with a dish of game to follow. 

" Young Wychnor is coming here to-day," he 
added, benevolently. "I dare say he does not 
get such a dinner every day." 

He certainly did not — but Mr. Pennythorne did 
— ^very often. Therefore he was obliged, alas ! 
to pay his son's tutor only two shillings and seven- 
pence halfpenny for each hour's instruction in 
Latin, Greek, and Mathematioft 



CHAPTER XX. 

Should the Body sue the Mind before a court of judi- 
cature for damoges, it would be found that the Mind would 
prove to have been a ruinous tenant to its landlord. 

Plutargb. 

Can 1 love thee, my beloved— can I love theel 

And is this lilce love, to stand 

With no help in my hand, 
When strong as death I fain would watch above thee 1 
May God love thee, my beloved, may God love thee 1 

E. B. Brownino. 



self — and so did Mrs. Pennythorne. MoreoTery 
the latter often added to the benevolence by giv- 
ing Philip a glass of wine and a sandwich when 
he came in, hot and exhausted, after his three- 
mile walk. These were not *' nominated in the 
bond," and Philip took them gratefully. The 
trifling kindness was better than the gold. 

He had at first little pleasure in teaching Leigh 
Penn)rthome. He gave his instruction carefully, 
patiently, kindly ; but it never seemed to pene- 
trate beyond the outward layer of the boy's dull, 
overworked brain. The soil had been plowed 
and sown over and over again, until there was no 
vestige o( fertility left in it. Philip tried to in- 
terest his young pupil — ^to make a friend of him 
— but the heart seemed as dead as the brain. 
New and then there would come a gleam of 
speculation into the heavy eyes ; but it was only 
a passing one, and the youth's fiE^e sank again 
into its vacapt dreariness. 

" Leigh has got plenty of brains — only they re- 
quire a great deal of hammering to knock out 
the laziness," said the father. 

^^ Leigh has grown the sulkiest fellow that 
ever. lived, over those stupid books. By Jove! 
I'm glad nobody ever put it into father's head 
that I was clever," laughed Mr. Frederick. 

" Poor Leigh I I wonder why he will make 
himself ill with sitting over the fire and never 
going out," Mrs. Pennythorne would sometimes 
lament -, but she never dared to say more — hardly 
to think. 

So, the boy grew, paler and duller every day, 
but still he must work — ^work — for the time was 
going by, and Mr. Pennythorne was determined 
to have a man of learning in the family. His 
credit was at stake, for he had vaunted eveiy 
where his son's classic acquirements, and the 
boast should be made good in spite of '' that lazy 
Leigh." Morning and night the father attacked 
him. " Study — study !" was forever dinned into 
his ears ; so, at last, the boy rarely stirred out 
of his own little den. There he sat, with his 
books heaped up around him : they helped to build 
the altar-pile on which the deluded father was 
offering up his victim. 

Philip Wychnor saw very little of all this, or 
his truthful tongue could not have kept silence. 
He was sorry for the boy, and tried to make the 
few hours durins which he himself guided his 
studies, as little like labor as possible ; and if 
ever Leigh's countenance brightened into inter- 
est or intelligence, it was during the time that 
he was alone with his gentle teacher. That 
teacher was, himself, fast yielding to the effects 
of the desolate and anxious summer through 
which he had passed. It had prostrated all his 
bodily energies, and his mind sank with them. 
He felt as though he were gradually drawing 
nearer and nearer into the shadow of some tem- 
ble illness which he could not avert. Everyday 
he rose up with the thought, " Well, I wonder 
what will become of me oefore night!" — and 
every night when he lay down on his bed, it 
was under a vague impression that he might not 
rise from it again. 

At last, one morning when he left the Penny- 
thomes, he felt so ill that he ventured to expend 
sixpence in a ride homa — ^kEBLQieX>Ki&>a^v. ^^^ 



The five-pound note found its way into Philip's 
pocket after all. To be sure, it came diluted into 
guinea-drops at not very regular intervals — ^but 

still it did come, and Mr. Pennythorne had done\ monlVaetid,Mi^^x.^^t«v^^at\«r^ 
a benevolent action. He felt sure of this hiia-\ lote^andm Vy% d:\a\i\sjra«aiSii«N». ii»^'^ 
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ccyq^ cif Hhe QK^nilMis, with hi? hat drawn oyer 
hif achiiig ^y.^ he felt coiiscious of nothing save 
t^ ^nl^ rplli;^ of the vehicle which carried him 
sp^ewhere-^he hardly knew where. There was 
Scfsr jing child near him — and a lady with a sharp- 
tcped voice, yrho drew her silk robes from the 
babels greasy fingers, and glared angrily at its 
s^bbily-claa mother, muttering not inaudibl^, 
" What very disajgreeable peo{^ one meets m 
omnibuses ! About King Willianpi-street there 
was a stoppage in the street, a^d % consequent 
poshing of passengers' heads out of the window, 
^^h a genero-l murmur about a woman haying 
bj^en run over. All these things Philip's eye and 
e^ perceiyed ^s through a dense, confused mist : 
he sat in his cpmer and never stirred. 

"What unfeelingness !" muttered the lady- 
p^enger with the silk dress, who seemed to find 
ncMT Q\vti self such very dujU company that she 
spent her whold time in watching and comment- 
iqg OB o^l^Br people. 

*,' Ttotten' Co't Road !" bawled out the con- 
ductor ; and Philip was just conscious of making 
a movement to alight, and being assisted out by 
a Utile old man who sat by the door. 

"^oney, sir!" the omnibus man shouted in- 
dignantly, as Pljiilip turned away. He took out 
a filling and hastily went on. 

" GenU^mep drunk never wants no chai)ge," 
said tjhe conductor, with a broa4 grin that made 
aU thjB passengers la^gh e;iccept the odd-looking 
little old man. As he stood on the step, in the 
ao^: of descending, he threw back on the conductor 
the Vf^ost frowning glance of which his mild, good^ 
n^tured eyes were capable. 

Philip walked on a little way into a quiet street, 
and there leaned against a railing, utterly unable 
to stand. A toqch at his elbow startled him : it 
yf^ the queer old man in the onanibus. 

** Afraid you're ill, sir," said the most depre- 
otiSing afkd yet kindly voice in the world. 

*Mfo— yes — ^perhaps so— the day is so hot," 
^u^'mlured Philip, and then he fainted in the 

Luckily, he had with him a cacd. Oppressed 
with the presentiment of sudden illness, he al- 
ways took this precaution. The little old man 
c^Ied a cab and took him home. That night 
JB^Uip Wychnor lay smitten with fever on his 

poor pallet-bed in the close back attic of 

stireet. 

At the same hoar Eleanor was passing up 
(tfid down under the lime-tree shadow of the 
pajace-garden — thinking of her betrothed. She 
piptured him in busy London, at work bravely, 
sjje^ily, hopefully. Perchance sbe,ahnost en- 
iftod his lot of s^tive employment, while she her- 
self had to bear many nome trials — to walk in 
the old paths and see Philip's face there no 
more— to have, one constant thought of Philip 
in her heart, and yet fear to utter his name. 
I]^ar, faithful Eleanor, could she have seen him 

QQW! 

Oh, why is love so powerless — so vain ? — in- 
finite in will, yet how bounded in power I We 
would fain spread world-extended wings of 
shelter and comfort over our beloved; and yet 
4b. our helpless earth-nature we may let them 
sink, suffer, die, alone ! Strange and sad it is, 
«6a/ ire, who would hrare alike life's toil and 
death's a^onjr-—ay^ lay down body and soul at 



^ 



to the lightest pain which tl^eir hnQiamty lotj 
endure. 

Yet, there is a wondrous might in loving — 41 
might almost divine. May it not be, tb&tukem 
are those axound us whose whole spiritotd 
being, transfused with love, delights to aid whejft 
our human affection fails, unaole to fulfill its 
longings — ^who stand in oqt stead, and give to 
our yam blessings, our almost weeping prayers, 
our wild lonely outpouring of fonaest words, a 
strength so omnipotent thftt our beloved may 
feel in their souls the mysterious influence — 9xA 
draw thenee comfort and joy ? 

And if so, when, as poor sick Philip watched 
the creeping sunshine along the dusky w%ll — 
the blessed, thoughtful sunshine which in Lon- 
don always visits most the poverty-stricken atti^ 
^-or when^ during his long, restless nights, the 
pure moonlight came in like a flood, and in his 
half-delirous mood he thought it was the waving 
of an angel's wing—wbo knows but that t^ 
faithful love which rose up to heaven in an un- 
ceasing prayer for him, may have faUen down 
afiain on his spirit in a holy dew of blessing a^ 
of peace ? 

Itejoice, thou who lovest ! if thine be thai 
pure love whiob dares stand in the sight of God 
with its shining face unvailed — so holy that tdbom 
tremblest not to breathe it in thy prayers— so 
free ijrom earth's taint that it oan look on tb# 
divider. Death, without fear or sorrow, feeling 
that then its highest life begins ! Be strong 
and faint not; be faithful and doubt not, vdiat- 
ever clouds and thick darkness of human fate 
may stand between thee and thy heart's desire. 
How knowest thou but that the sunburst of thy 
strong love may pierce Uurough aU, and rest on 
thy beloved — a glory and a blessing — thou^ 
whence it cometh, or how, may never be re- 
vealed? 



CHAPTER XXL 
He bad grown dusty with groping all his life in the 



graves of dead languages. 
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Much more is said of Icnowledge than *tis worth ; 
A man may gain all knowledge here, and yet 
Be after death as much i' the dark as L 

Philif Baiuut. 

Philip was ill many days — how many he neuter 
counted, and there was no tender nurse to count 
them for hun. Mb struggled through his illness 
like numberless others to whom sickness and 
poverty come together. One wonders how such 
poor, desolate sufferers survive. And yet death 
often passes the penury-stricken, misery-haunted 
chamber, to stand at the foot of the well-tended 
couch, around which gathers an army of doctors 
and nurses. Amidst all, in spite of all, sounds 
in the rich man's ear the low, awful whisper, 
"Thou mast come away." 

Life is to the young an ever-renewed fountain 
of hope ; and Philip Wychnor, when he arose 
from his sickness, was by no means so disconso- 
late as might have been expected. Under the 
hardest circumstances there is always a vague 
happiness in the first dawn pf returning health. 
As the poor invalid managed to walk to the 
window, and sit watching as much of a gloriour 
autumn s\insel && tVujX VoxlvovBiX^ elevation per- 
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ft,ce "^ich made the cross-grained old landlady 
^y^ quite tenderly, when she brought him his 
tea and toast — 

" Dear hfeart AliVe !^— how nice and well you 
aare looking to-day, sir!'* 

In truth, there was a yrtreetness and beauty in 
Philip's face that would have softened any heart 
wherein lingered one drop of kindly womanhood : 
and, thank Heaven ! there are fe-v*- utterly With- 
out. 

The young man finished his poor repast almost 
With an appetite : and then leaned back in the 
twilight, too weak for consecutive thought, but 
still giving way to a quiet, pleasant dreaminess. 
He was conscious only of a vague longing to 
Bave the dear, soft eyes that he knew, looking 
peace upoii him^ — ib rest like sL weary child his 
head on a distant bosom, his hand in hers, with- 
btit speaking or moving. And aS he lay still, 
with closed eyes, the strong fantasy seemed to 
grow intd a reality. 

To Eleanor, who knew nothing of All this ill- 
ft'ess, and to whom her lover's silence brought 
pain, apprehension — every thing but distrust — 
now comforting would such a reality have been ! 

As PhQip reclined in this dreamy state, the 
door opened softly, and through it appeared, to 
his great astonishment, the long, thin face of 
Leigh Pennythome. Tne boy looked rotind the 
rbom, atnd started back when he skw Philip, who 
turned and held out his hand. 

" How good of yoU to come atnd see tne !'* he 
Md, feebly. 

Leigh sprang forward, wrung the poor, Wan 
hand two or three times, and tried to speak, but 
in vain. At last he took out his old cotton 
pocket-handkerchief and began to cry like a 
child. 

Philip, quite aniazed at this display of feefihg, 
cfotiW only lay his hand on the boy's shoulder, 
tfnd then leaned back, too exhausted for speech. 
Leigh began to be alarmed. 

" I hope I shan't do you any harm j I don't 
mean to," he said, between his sobs. "I am 
downright ashamed of myself, that I am — a great 
bby like me — ^btit I did not expect you were out 
of bed ; and I was so glad to see you better, Mr. 
Wychnor." 

"Thank you — ^thatk you, Leigli," was the 
faint answer. 

"There now, don't tdlkj I ^banH. I've got 
all my books here :" — and he hauled after him a 
^reat blue bag. " Just go ro sleep again, and 
call me when you want any thing, wffl you?*' 
said the boy, insensibly relapsing into his own 
languid drawl. He seated' himself on the other 
side the window, and leaned his gaunt elbows on 
the sill, with the eternal book between them. 
But how fer this was a kindly pretense, the 
quick glances which the brown eyes were ever 
stealing at Philip easily revealed. 

" Leigh !" said the invalid, after a pause. 

" Yes, sir," answered the old schoolboy voice 
-:— so different from the impassioned tone of a 
fifew minutes before. 

" I>on't call me sir — ^yon can not think how 

flad I am to see you, my dear boyP' And 
hilip clasped the cold, spider-like hand affec- 
tionately, for his heart Was touched. * 

" GM— are you, Mr. WycBhor ? Wetf, you're 
^e first who ever was glad to see me — or who 
told me so.'' There was a tone half bitter hsXi 



despondent piercing through the boy's apatliy — 
but Philip took no notice of it. 

"How did you know I was ill?" he asked'. 

" Oh, I could easily see that the Tast day ybu 
came. 1 watched you down our square, and 
into the omnibus — ^1 hope you'll not be offehdlSd 
at that, Mr. Wychnor f '— and the sallow cheek 
of the shy boy reddened visibly. 

Philip pressed his hand — and Leigh brightened 
up more and more. 

"I said to myself that you must be ill, aS Vdu 
never rode home before ; so the next day, when 
the governor dined out, I came over here td see.*' 

" How kind ! — you who never care to stir fi-oin 
home." 

" Oh, it was a change — ^I rathisr liked it ; a^fd 
as for being tired, that don't signify — I always 
am;" arid Leigh smiled languidly. "I Have 
been here very often since then^ only you wete 
light-headed, and did not know me.'' 

" But they told me 1 had a fever. Oh, Leigh, 
if you should take it!" said Philip, hinrriedly. ^ 

" Don't mind that ; I heard the dodlbr say it 
Wasn't catching — and if it were, I should not \ie 
afraid. It wd5d be rather pleasant to have a 
fever, and then I should not Wf)rk. But there's 
no danger : so don't make yourself uncomfort- 
able." 

" But yddr father?" # 

" Oh, he knows nothing about it, I managed 
all so cleverly. Guess how ! I wrote a letter 
in your name, saying you had fallen down and 
sprained your foot, so that you Would be glad if 
father would let me take the lessons here, and 
you'd give an extra one each week. I knew 
that would catch the o^ governor !"-^and an 
expression in which the glee of childhood and 
the sarcasm of manhood were conjoined passed 
over the boy's face. " The writing looked just 
like yours, and I put it in the pOSt-oflice at 
Southampton Row. He never found out the 
cheat. How should he? So t used to come 
oyet regularly with my books — and then I toolg^- 
care of you." flBr 

Philip was struck dumb by the strcmge mixtu^^ 
of affection and duplicity, generosity and utter 
neglect of truth or duty, which the boy's condu<et 
exhibited. But the good was Leigh's own natui^e 
— the evil, the resmt of his education. Philip, 
weak and ill as he was, had no power to argue 
the right and Wrong of the case. He only felt 
the ihfliience of this sudden upspringing of 
affection toward himself; it came to him like 
waiters in a dry land-^he could not thrust it from 
him, though much that was evil mingled in the 
fountain's source. 

Liegh went on talking as fkst as though he 
had a twelvemonth's arrears of silence to make 
up at once. " I told the landlady I was your 
cousin — she and I got very good friends — I used 
to pay her every week." 

" Pay her?" echoed Philip, as a thought of 
his empty purse flashed across his mind. 

" Oh, yes— -of course, father sent the money 
for the lessons just aS usual — it did very nicely — 
or I really don t know how I could have got you 
what you wanted during your illness. But I 
shall talk too much for you. Hadn't yoa UeXtRx 
lie down acaisv?" 

cViaVr. 
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In a moment the dull, stupid Leigh Penny- 
tborne became changed into the most active and 
skillful of nurses — gentle and thoughtful as a 
woman. His apathetic manner, his lazy drawl, 
seemed to vanish at once. He tended Philip, 
and even wept over him with a remorseful affec- 
tion that was touching to witness. 

O ye haf d parents, who look upon your off- 
spring as your mere property, to be brought up 
for your pleasure or priae — never remembering 
that each child may have lived, and assuredly 
will live, through eternity, an independent, self- 
existing being — that the Bestower of these 
young spirits gives them not, but lends — *' Take 
this child and nurse it for J(fe" — ^think what a 
fearful thing it is to have upon your heads the 
diestruction of a human soul ! 

Philip, left to himself, thought much and 
anxiously of the best course to pursue : and by 
the best Philip Wychnor always meant the right : 
— ^he never turned aside to expediencies. Once, 







result to Leigh. He would not give up the poor, 
boy whose fragile life seemed to owe its sole 
brightness to his own affection. 

So as the young teaeher himself gathered 
strength he set about the cure of this poor 
diseased mind ; trying' to bend it straight, as he 
would a tree which- wrong culture had warped 
aside, not with a sudden Wrench, but by a grad- 
ual influence ; — so that, ere long, he made Leigh 
see and acknowledge his errors. And all this he 
did so gently, that while the boy's spirit opened 
to the Tight, he loved more than ever the hand 
which brought it. eve* though the brightness of 
truth revealed in his heart much evil that op- 
pressed him with shame. 

"And now," said Philip, one day, as Leigh 
sat beside him listening to his gentle arguments, 
" WhAt are we to do to amend all this ?" 

" I don't know. Do you decide," answered 
eigh humbly. 

"Go and tell your father, what is indeed the 
truth, that I have been too ill to give you your 
lessons; but that you had not courage to say 
this, and continued coming here still. Surely be 
can not be angry, since this was from kindness 
to me." 

Leigh shook his head. " I'll do it, however, 
if you say so. You must be right, Mr. Wychnor, 
and I don't care what happens to myselL" 

"And tell your father, too, from me," contin- 
ued Philip, " that I will make up all the missed 
lessons as soon as ever I recover. I could not 
rest with this load on my mind." 

There was a look of surprise and tenderness 
in the large, wistful eyes which now seemed ever 
reading Philip's face. 

"You must be a very good man,. Mr. Wych- 

*■ '* said Leigh, simply. " You do and say the 
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sort of things that I used to read of long ago when 
1 had books I liked — I don't mean these !'' and he 
kicked the blue bag disdainfully. "I fancied I 
should meet in red life the same sort of good- 
ness, but I never did j and so, at last, I thought 
it was cnly found in poetry and novels. I don't 
now, though." 
Philip made no answer to this simple child- 
/i&-e confession, but it weat to his heart. He 
rowed within himself that while the boy lived 



he would not part from him, but would strive 
through all dif&culties to guide this frail, strug- 
gling spirit to the light. 

Mr. Pennythome was rather indignant at 
having been deceived, but his parental dignity 
grew mollified by the humble behavior of his 



son. 



" Leigh is not half so sulky as he used to be, 
and he gets on very well with young Wychnor," 
he observed to Mrs. Pennythome. "It is not 
worth while breaking up the lessons, when the 
lad came himself and told of his own error.' 
However, he must apologize properly, for I can 
not have my authority set at naught. ' 

The mother deferentially suggested that it did 
poor Leigh so much good to go out every day ; 
and so the end of the matter was, that JVIr. 
Pennythome graciously acceded to the lessons 
being given at Philip's home — the extra one 
being still continued. 

"And about the money already received?" 
said Philip, anxiously, when his young pupil 
brought the message. " Will your father wait 
until I can return it?" 

Leigh blushed crimson, and turned to the 
window. 

"Oh, he is quite satisfied on that account; 
you are not to think about it any more." 

" How kind !" And in Philip's first uneasi- 
ness and (juick-sprin^ing gratitude he never 
noticed Leigh's confusion. 

The boy had sold his watch — his pet play- 
thing and companion — to pay his father tne 
money. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

Marriage is a desperate thing. The fW)gs in Max>p wen 
extremely wise : they had a great mind to some water, 
but they would not leap into a well because they coidd 
not get out again. Skldkn. 

A coxcomb is ugly all over with the aflfectation of a fine 
gentleman. Steblx. 

• In the bay-window of a somewhat tawdry 
London drawing-room stood a lady alone. She 
was looking toward the street more through 
idleness than curiosity, for she kept restlessly 
beating time with her riding-whip on her gloved 
hand. You could not see her face, except the 
outline of the cheek and graceful little ear — but 
these wore all the beautiful roundness of early 
youth; and berftall figure, which the dart 
riding-habit so well displayed, had an almost 
statue-like perfection in its curves. 

By degrees the impatient little hand grew 
still, the fair head di^oped, and with her brow 
leaning against the window-pane the girl stood 
for some minutes in thought. The fact itself 
showed how young she was. After twenty, 
one's ponderings usually ^row too deep and 
earnest to be expended in light and sudden rev- 
eries. 

A voice outside and an opened door brpke in 
upon these musings, and caused the young girl 
to turn round. It was Katharine Ogilvie. 

" Dear me, Katharine, how you are altered !" 
exclaimed the lady who entered the room — also 
an old acquaintance of ours, whom we have left 
so long to pursue the sole aim of her life, mat- 
rimony, tVial "we feeV alrcLost ashamed to re-in- 
l troduce Vier as still Wvas IsaVje^V^aN^Qt^^^, 
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" I never saw such a change !" continued she, 
m genuine astonishment, which really was not 
at all surprising. Eleanor had proved right in 
her conjecture ; one could hardly see any where 
a more graceful and beautiful young creature 
than Katharine Ogilvie at nineteen. ^'Why, 
what has made such a difference in you?'' con- 
tinued Isabella, *^ eying her over" from head to 
foot. 

Katharine smiled, and a faint color rose into 
her cheek : a lovely cheek it was too — ^no longer 
sallow, but of a clear pale brown, under which 
the rich blood wandered, at times suffusing it 
with a peach-like glow. " You know it is nearly 
three years since you saw me, Isabella :" — and 
as she spoke a deeper and more womanly thrill 
might have been traced in her silvery voice. 

" Three years ! nay, I am sure it is not nearly 
to much," said Isabella, with some little acer- 
bity. She began to find it rather irksome to 
count years. 

" Indeed it is, all but two months. It will be 
threeyears next February — I mean January j" 
and Katharine's color grew a shade deeper as 
she continued more quickly, "Yes, it was in 
January that you came, Isabella — you and Liz- 
zie, and George — and we had, besides, Eleanor 
and Hugh. What a merry time it was !" 

" You seem to remember it exceedingly well," 
said Isabella, pointedly, and not altogether with- 
out ill-nature. 

" Certainly I do," answered Katharine's se- 
rene voice ; and the beautiful head was lifted a 
little, with an air of dignity not unmixed with 
pride. It showed Isabella at once that where 
she had left the child she had found the woman. 
She turned the conversation immediately. 

" We have been looking for you all the morn- 
ing, Katharine. It is so horridly dull to be up 
in town when every body else is out of it j living 
in lodgings loo, with nobody but mamma. I 
wish this disagreeable law-business were over. 
But come, my dear girl, take off your hat and 
let us talk. How long have you to stay with 
me this morning ?" 

" My father will come for me in an hour or 
two, if he can get away from the house. Other- 
wise, he will be sure to send Hugh." 

" Hugh ! Oh, really I shall be quite delighted 
to see cousin Hugh! Is he altered?" and the 
sharp eyes fixed themselves observantly on Kath- 
arine's face. 

"Oh, no! Hugh is just4he same as ever," 
answered the young girl, with a merry laugh, as 
she stood braiding back the thick black hair 
.which had fallen in l^ing off her hat. The 
attitude was so unconstrained — so perfectly 
graceful — that Isabella's envious heart acknowl- 
edged perforce the exceeding beauty of her 
oousin. 

" And Hugh stays at Summerwood aar much 
as he used to do?" she pursued, keeping up the 
same scrutiny. . - 

" Oh yes ! I don't know what papa would do 
without him, now he is himself in Parliament. 
Hugh manages every thing at the Park ,* takes 
oare of the larming and the shooting— of mam- 
ma, of Brown Bess, and of myself." 

" So I suppose," muttered Isabella. 

" Besides, he can hardly feel settled any where 
else, now that Eleanor Jives with Mrs. Breyn- 
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"Ah! tell me all about that," cried Miss 
Worsley, in her eagerness for gossip. "How 
odd it was of Eleanor to go and live entirely 
with a stupid old woman ! But perhaps she had 
plenty of money to leave ?** 

Katharine's proud lip curled. "Eleanor is 
not a legacy-hunter, I imagine," she answered, 
coldly. 

" I really did not intend to vex you, my 
said Miss Worsley. " Of course, Hugh's 
is all perfection.''^ 

"What did you say, Isabella?" asked tha 
quiet and rather haughty voice. 

" Oh, nothing, nothing ; only that Eleanor 
and I never took to one another much, though 
we are cousins, and so we never correspond: 
therefore, all I know of her proceedings is from 
hearsay. Pray, enlighten me, Katharme *, I do 
love a nice little bit of mystery." 

" There is really no mystery about the matter," 
answered Katharine, smiling. I have not seen 
my cousin much of late — and her letters are 
rather short than otherwise, and coj^ain very 
little about herself. I know no more man every 
one else does — ^that, being an orphan and sister- 
less, she likes to live with an old lady who was 
her mother's friend and is very fond of herself. 
There is nothing very mysterious in this — ^is 
there?" 

" Oh, no ! onlv I was rather curious about 
the matter — for JEleanor's sake, of course," said 
the young lady. We call her so par excellence 
— as Isabella was essentially one of those care- 
fully manufactured articles which the boarding- 
school creates and "society" finishes. There is 
a German fairy fable of the E lie- women, who 
are all fair in front, but if you walk round them 
hollow as a piece of stamped leather. Perhaps 
this is a myth of young-ladyhood. 

Our young lady, then, finding it impossible to 
pump from Katharine any thing that adminis- 
tered to her vanity or her love of gossip, began 
to feel the conversation growing rather tiresome ; 
so she took out a piece of fancy-work, and having' 
tried to engage her visitor's admiration of it, set 
her to wind some Berlin wool : doubtless think- 
ing within herself how stupid it was to talk to 
girls, and wishing for the arrival of any two- 
legged animal in coat and hat to relieve the 
tedium of this morning call. 

And — ^as if at that auspicious moment For- 
tunatus's wishing-cap haa adorned her head, 
instead of the pretty little nondescript fabric of 
wool which she wore, partly for warmth, partly 
because any sort of matronly coif sets off a passi 
face advantageously — lo! there was a terrific 
thundering at the hall-door, and the servant ap- , 
peared with a card. 

" Mr. Frederick Pennythome," read Isabella. 
" Show him up immediately." And with an air 
of satisfaction she glanceu at the mirror, and 
went through one or two small ceremonies of 
dress-arranging with which fair damsels of her 
stamp always honor the approach of an individual 
in broadcloth. 

"A matter of business, I conclude?" ob- 
served Katharine, "as you said you had no 
friends in town now. Shall I be in the way?" 

" Oh, no ; not in the least. The faftt v^^^JmsSw 
Mr. VexMVNXVvatTife >» ^<5i ^OCnss^w \w ^sssx "^^^^cZL 
qmle «. tW^ ^«v«v^ m^xv- t.^n. »^^^'^^^^ 
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smite necQssary for the law-basiness'^ (here 
lobelia ca^t her eyes dowQ with an affected 
9P9ile, and tittered exceediagly), ^' so, Katharine, 
it i$ perhaps as well for you to be here, as mamma 
is so very particular. But I suppose you have 
not got to these things yet, my dear j and, in- 

ffeed-" 

Open sesame! — videlicet the drawing-room 
dpor-^-and tb^n enter Mr. Frederick Penny- 
tfo^rne! 

Then came due greeting and introduction, and 
$he smM^ rattle or conversation began. It was 
just such as might have been expected from the 
two principal interlocutors, for Katharine took 
little pa^ \Xk it. With instinctive, but in this 
c^Sfl quite superfluous delicacy, she soon retired 
t9 the window j and if once or twice her eyes 
^faodered toward Isabella and the new visitor, 
her gaze was induced by a far deeper feeling 
than idle curiosity. To her, all lovers and aU 
loviQ wore sacred ; and she felt for the first time 
^ sympathy with her cousin. The young, un* 
9iju^piciQns heart saw in all others but the like* 
H^s of iflll own : the true could not even divine 
i3^ false. 

Yet a little, a very little, ()id Katharine mar* 
\ifd, when the light laugh and upcoucerned 
ehatter of h^r cousid struck her ear. Love 
seemed to her such a deep, earnest thing — and 
tliom Nfas Isabella a^l carelessness and merri- 
ment, eveu in the presence of her lover. Lover ! 
^11 Catharine glanced at ^he easy, self-com- 
plaeent rattler of small compliments, a feeling 
oame over her very like self-scorn for having so 
applied the word. And, turning away from the 
mean prettiness of the well-arranged, smirking 
visage, with its small lappets of whisker me&Vi 
vm un^r the chin, and its unmistakable air of 
"Bon't you see what a good-looking fellow I 
l^jDL?" — there rose up be&re her the shadowy 
UJceness of a calm, thoughtful face, with broad, 
Q^ble b^pw and deep eyes. Then Katharine, 
smiling to herself a prou4, joyous smile, did noH 
f,W9P t]pgi^k again of Mr. Frederick Peimy-* 
ibor^e* 

That gentleman, oa his part, was inelined to 
retwra the somewhat negative compliment. 
People like himself feel an extreme aversion to 
be^ looked down upon, either corporeally or 
mentally. Katharine O^ilvie, unfortunately, did 
bptfa; and the n^anner m which she received 
hj^ first compliment effectually prevented his 
Iiazarding a second. He found his small mind 
^U^te. out of its depths, and floundered, back as 
quickly as possible 1x^ the protecting shallows 
^ Miss Worsley's easy talk. When Katharine 
w^» startled out of her feasant silence by the 
announcement of the visitor's departure, all 
that passted between them was a valedictory 
bow, which Miss Ogilyie tried to make as conr-. 
teous as^ possible to the. iniagiaed lover of her 
qqusin. 

'^ Pear i^ !, \^pw tiresome these men are ! 
What, trouble I h^ve with them, to be sur^ !" 
exclaimed Miss Worsley, throwing herself lan- 
gqidly into an a^ra-chair, while a graUfled sim- 
per r^thei: contradicted h^r asseirtions. 

KajLharine looked a good deal surprised. 

" Why, Bella, I thqi^ghli y<m wer« quite glad to 

sea this gentic^maa; th^ he wa^ a particu^w: 

G^^Bd ofyqursr-rin sbprt, Or— " 

''B^a% you mem, " iaterxupted Isabella, with 






a laugh, ^*or admirer, or nacetkearty as the 
maid-se rvants say . ' ' 

"And Shakspeare — ^wlio makes the word m 
pretty, as indeed it is — sweet hearty'''' said Katb^ 
arine; who scarcely knew whether or not to 
echo her cousin's laugh, and in truth could 
hardly tell what to nu£e o/ her. At last shtf 
inquired earnestly — 

" My dear Bella, do you and this young nuif 
really love one another?" 

Isabella laughed more heartily than ever. 

"Well, that » good I *Love one another!'— 
it sounds just like a text out of the Bible. You 
little simplicity ! nqbody ever talks in that w%y 
nowadays, except in novels. Where did y/^ 
learn your pretty lesson, my dear, and whit 
taught you ? 

Again the proud cheek's sudden crimson 
warned Miss Worsley that the childish dayf 
wherein she used to make sport of her young 
cousin were over. She changed her tactiof 
immediately, seriously adding — 

" Well, well, I know what you mean, KatJif 
arine : the mere form of words does not mue^ 
signify. Whether I like Fred Pennythorne of 
not, 'tis quite clear he likes me — as indeed h^ 
managed to tell me about ten minutes ago." 

"And you will marry him — ^that is, if yon 
never loved any one else?" said Katharme, 
simply. 

" My dear girl, how unsophisticated you are I 
What difference could that last fact mate in my 
becoming Mrs. Pennythorne? Why, I hav^ 
had affairs of this sort, off and on, ever since \ 
was sixteen. It is very hard; but if men %oiU 
fall in love, what can one do? However, yoi^ 
will be flnding ont these things for yourself one 
day, if what I -hear people say about you be 
true." 

" What do people say about me ? And thew 
was a trembling* at the girl's heart, as th^ 
thought passed through it, that — but no, it wa9 
impossible I She smiled calmly. " Pray tell mf 
this interesting rumor, Isabella." 

"Only that when Miss Katharine Ogilvi^ 
marries, she will not need to change her sur- 
name — and that our excellent cousin Hugh bid? 
fair to inherit title, estates, heiress, and idl. Sq 
thinks the world." 

Katharine drew herself up with lofty dignity, 
" I dp npt see that the world has any business tQ 
think about the matter ; but whether it does ok 
not, can be of littlQ consequence to me, or to 
Hu^h either. Wo are too good friends to mind 
an idle report." 

" Yes, yes, it is all qui^. proper for you to taU^ 
so now, my dear — but i^ shall see. I guesaed 
bow it would end, long ago ; and so, I dare S9f^ 
did some older heads than either yours or mine* 
Of course, your father and motlrer both know 
what a good match it would be for you." 

"A good match!" repeated Katharine, whiUi 
her beautiful lip curled, and her whole mien exf» 
pressed ineffable scorn. " Is that all that people 
marry for?" 

"Isabella, at this moment, jun^)ed up from 
her seat by the window. " Talk of the — I beg 
your pardon, and that of Mr. Hugh Ogilvie,. fof 
there he is riding down the street. And oh ! — 
doesn't he look up at the window. Miss Katha- 
rine ? Well, he is a flae-looking fellow$ — so I 
congratulate you, my Ae«Lt " 
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If the flashes of indignant womanly pride that 
shot from Katharine's eyes had been lightning- 
gleams, they would have cQnsumed Isabella to 
«shes. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

Ob ! I see thee old aad formal, fitted to thy petty part, 
With a little horde of maxims preaching down a daugh- 
ter's heart. Tennyson. 

Well I natare makes some wise provisions ! We might 
be envious of others* happiness, if in nine cases out of ten 
we did not despise it. L. £. L. 

Katharine rode home with her father and 
Hugh, more silent and thoughtful than was her 
wont. Two or three times her horse started at 
$ame restless, almost angry motions of its young 
rider ; and when Hugh came anxiously to her 
assistance, she rejected his aid a little sharply. 

"How independent you are, this morning, 
Katharine !" said the young man^ jestingly. 

" Of course I am, and 5ways will 1^," was 
the quick answer. 

Hugh looked surprised and somewhat hurt — 
and Katharine instantly reproached herself. 
"How foolish I am — how wrong!" she thought. 
"It might have been all nonsense — the mere 
gossip of Isabella. I will not think any more 
about it." 

So she called Hu^h to her side, with some 
trivial observation, m which the gentle tone 
made all the concession needed. But as she 
noticed how hastily he spurred his horse for- 
ward at her summons, and how his whole coun- 
tenance beamed with delight, Katharine again 
became troubled. 

In these frequent rides, the two young people 
were in the habit of lingering behind Sir Rob- 
ert, to look at the country around, and talk. But 
this time, Katharine kept her horse close beside 



her father's, the whole way; and when they 
reached Summerwood, she leaped off, without 
waiting for Hugh's customary assistance. 

" Still independent, Katharine," said the young 
man, too little sensitive, or else feelinff too sure 
of his prize, to notice the change in his cousin's 
manner. 

She laughed — ^but the laugh was forced ; and 
springing up the hall-steps, with an excuse about 
being late for dinner, she went at once to her 
own room — her young bosom oppressed with a 
new care. 

The possibility of Hugh's wishing to make 
her his wile had never crossed Katharine's mind 
before. She had no girlish vanity; and the one 
great love which absorbed every thought, aim, 
and desire of her heart, shut out from it entirely 
all lesser fancies, or even the suspicion of their 
existence in others. Besides, all her life she 
had looked upon Hugh as a brother, and treated 
him as such. His quiet nature was satisfied 
with this frank and affectionate intercourse ; and 
beHeving that in her secluded life she had no 
Qhance of forming any other attachment, he 
weited until his uncle gave him leave to say — 
"Katharine, will you marry me?" — fully per- 
suaded that she would at once answer, " Thank 
you, Hugh; 1 will." As he really loved her 
very dearly, he would then most probably tell 
her so : and so they would settle down into pW 
dd matrimonial felicity^ such as was in fashion 
4X Sammerwood. 



And was the piissionate dream of almost idoK 
atrous love to subside into this? Was Katha*> 
rine, with her intense yearning after all that it 
great and glorious — vrith a soul so high, that it 
sought a yet loftier for its worship — ^thus to »mk 
from her ideal of meurriage ? There, husband 
and wife stood hand-in-hand in their fair and be* 
loved home — genius, worth, and world-wide 
goodness sheddmg dignity and happiness around 
them. Could she barter this glorious future for 
a life with one who had no higher interests than 
the kennel, the stable, and the chase ? 

Katharine almost maddened at the thoughit 
But immediately she reproached herself for the 
intense scorn which she felt embittering her 
against Hugh — ^poor, easy Hugh ! How could 
he help it, u he were not endowed with brains ? 
Katharine began to ponder on the possibility of 
his loving her; and her memory, roving ovet 
past years, fouhd many a little circumstanee 
that confirmed this vague suspicion. She grew 
very sad. The love that filled her own hear^ 
taught her compassion toward Hugh. 

She thought of her parents, and of the motiveti 
which Isabella had imputed to them. The de^ 
tested words, "a good match," rang in her 
ears, goading her proud nature to resistance. 

" They shall never buy and sell me ! — me, to 
whom he gave his loving words, his blessing^ 
his parting kiss. Oh, Paul, Paul ! no man Uv» 
ing, save you, shall ever have this hand. I will 
keep it for you unto my life's end I" And she 
kissed with wild passion her own delicate hand 
— ^the hand which had once been made forever 
sacred by the clasp of Paul Lynedon's. 

Then she went to the little desk where s3u^ 
kept all her treasures. There, with many a 
girlish memento — ^token-flowers, so idly given 
out so fondly kept — lay the only letter she had 
ever received from him — the one he had written 
after his rejection by Eleanor. At first, how 
rapturous had been the joy it brought to her I-^ 
And with succeeding weeks and months cams 
a happiness calmer, indeed, but not less deep^ 
In all her longing regrets for him, in all hei 
light home-troubles, how it comforted her to fly 
to her little treeusure-house, lay her cheek upon 
the paper, and feel that its very touch changed 
all tears to smiles ! How blessed it was to read 
over and over again her name vnritten in his own 
hand — ^linked, too, with tenderest words, " My 
dear Katharine, my true Katharine 1" 

And she was true — fatally true — ^to the love 
which she deemed she read m this letter. The 
thoughtless outburst of wounded feeling, idl^ 
penned and soon forgotten, became to her de* 
ceived heart a treasure winch gave it its hope-^ 
its strength — ^its life. She never doubted him 
for one moment — not even when his absence 
grew from months into years, and no tidinga 
either of him or firom bun ever reached he» 
loneliness. Some strange necessity detained 
him ; but that he would come back to claim the 
love which he had won, she felt as sure as thali 
the sun was in the heavens. Once only, the 
terrible, withering thought struck her, that hm 
was dead ! But no.— for in death he would have 
remembered her. She did not conjure \x^ \2cAiw 
horror againi — «.\» «w]W.\s»\\i»N^ ^«o«k %»^"w»^ 
lived \ ^a\i^^«»A3w»^«8te^--^!i^>»^«^^'^^ 
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lift herself nearer to him, in intellect, heart, and 
aoul ; she cherished her beauty, and rejoiced as 
she saw herself grow fairer day by day; she 
practiced every graceful accomplisnment that 
misht make her more winning in his sight; 
ana when, at last, the world's praises were lav- 
ished at the feet of Sir Robert Ogilvre's heiress, 
Katharine gloried in her resistless charms, her 
talents, and her beauty, since they were all for 
him! / 

There was in her but one thing wanting — 
the deep, holy faith which sees in love itself out 
the reflection of that pure ideal after which all 
should strive, and which in the heart's wildest 
devotion never sufibrs the Human to shut out the 
Divine. 

Katharine took the letter and read it for the 
thousandth time. Its tender words seemed 
breathed in her ear by Paul's own voice, giving 
her comfort and strength. Then she placed 
before her the likeness, which, no longer hung 
up in her chamber, was now hidden carefully 
from sight. She gazed upon it fondly — ^yearn- 
ingly ; but she thought not of the young poet's 
face — she only felt as though she were looking 
into Paul Lynedon's eyes. 

*• They shall never tear me from you, my own, 
own love — my noble one!" she cried. "I will 
stand firm against father — mother — the whole 
world. I wUl die rather than wed any man 
living save you !" 

But she felt rather ashamed of these heroic 
resolutions against unjust parents, &c., &c., 
when she found no change in the behavior of 
any of the party. Her good-natured father, her 
kind mother, and her quiet, easy-tempered Hugh, 
seemed by no means characters for a stem trag- 
edy of blighted love and innocence oppressed. 
In the course of a week Katharine's suspicions 
died away, and she smiled at the easy credence 
she had given to an idle rumor. But, never- 
theless, the thoughts which it awakened were 
not without their influence, but rooted deeper 
and deeper in her heart its intense^ and engross- 
ing love. 

One day Lady Ogilvie entered her daughter's 
little study — it was still the old, beloved room — 
with an air of mysterious importance, and a let- 
ter in her hand. 

" My dear Katharine, I have some news for 
you. Here is a letter from your aunt Worsley ; 
but read it yourself — it will save me the trouble 
of talking.'' 

And Lady Ogilvie — now grown a little older, 
a little stouter, and a good deal less active — 
sat down in the arm-chair — ^the very arm-chair 
wherein Sir James had died — and began to stroke 
a great black cat of which Katharine took aflec- 
tionate care, because in its kitten-days it had 
been a plaything of her grandfather's second 
childhood. Once or twice Lady Ogilvie glanced 
toward her daughter's face, and wondered that 
Katharine manifested scarcely any surprise, but 
returned the letter, merely observing — 

" Well, mamma, I am sure you are very glad, 
and so am I." 

" Really, my dear, how quietly you take it ! 

A wedding in the family does not come every 

^ay. I fee) quite excited about it myself." 

'^But^ mamma, it is not exactly news to me. 

£^0t Mr. Pennythorne the d&y 1 was at aunt 

Worsley^s. " 



" And you never said a word about it !" 
"It would not have been right, as Isabella 
begged me not." 

" Young people should never keep any thing 
from their parents," was the mild reproof cm 
Lady Ogilvie. 

"Indeed, dear mamma, to tell the truth, I 
have scarcely thought of the matter a second ' 
time, as I did not ta£e much interest in the gen- i 
tleman. But I am glad Isabella is to be mar- 
ried, since I think she wished it very much.'* 
And the slight satirical tendency which lay 
dormant in Katharine peeped out in a rather 
comically-repressed smile. I 

" It is very natural a young person should 
wish to be settled," answered the impassive 
Lady Ogilvie — "especially when she is, like 
your cousin, the eldest of a large family. The 
only thing requisite is, that she should make a ^ 
suitable match." 

Katharine started a little, and her fair brow 
contracted for a moment at the disagreeable 
reminiscences which her mother's last words 
recalled. But Lady Ogilvie went on quite un- 
consciously. 

" In Isabella's case every thing seems satis- 
factory. With your father, Mrs. Worsley is, of 
course, more expUcit than with me; and her 
letter to him states that the gentleman has a 
good income and excellent prospects. The 
mmily are respectable, too, though rather at' 
oyen. But that will not signify to Isabella, as i 
Mr. Frederick Pennythorne intends taking a ' 
house at the west-end. Indeed, from what Sir 
Robert tells me, I should consider Isabella most 
fortunate, as she has little or no fortune, and 
may not have a better offer." 

During this speech, delivered rather prosily 
and oracularly, Katharine had listened in perfect 
silence. Once or twice she bit her beautiful 
under lip until its curves grew of a deeper rose, 
and tapped her little foot restlessly upon the 
cushion, so as materially to disturb the peace 
of mind of the great black cat who usually 
claimed it. When Lady Ogilvie ceased, ex- 
pecting a reply, the only one she gained was— 

" Well, mamma ?" 

" Well, my dear, you seem to take very little 
interest about the matter." 

" Not a great deal, I confess." 

"What an odd girl you are, Katharine! I 
imagined all young ladies of your age must be 
interested in love and matrimony, ' said the 
mother, eyin^ her child rather suspiciously. 

" I don't thmk the two are united in this case," 
answered Katharine, " and, therefore, I care less 
about it." 

" But, my dear child, you are coming to an 
age when it is necessary to have right ideas on 
these points. Most probably, some time or 
other, you yourself—" 

"You do not < want to send Katharine away 
from you?" said the girl, rising suddenly, and 
putting her arms round her mother's neck, so 
that her face was hid from Lady Ogilvie's ob- 
servation. 

" By no means, love ; but — " 

" Then we will not talk about it." 

" Not if you do not like it, my darling," said d 
the mother, fondly \ and at the moment a sudden ' 
and natural \mpu\»e o^ iciaXatw^X '^^^Xomv^ xsva^ 
her feel tViat \l wo\i\^ \i^ \i^si^ v» %v?^ \x^ \»s^ 
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only child to any husband whomsoever. She 
drew Katharine to the stool at her feet. 

" Sit down here, love, and let us go on talk- 
ing about Isabella. You know she wishes to 
have you for bridesmaid — shall you like it ?" 

"Yes, certainly, if you are willing." 

" Oh, to be sure ; and, moreover, as the mar- 
riage is to be so soon, before Mrs. Worsley 
leaves London, your papa intends proposing 
that it shall take place at Summerwood. It 
will cause a good deal of trouble, but then Isa- 
bella is his only sister's child, and has no father 
living. Sir Robert thinks this plan would be 
more creditable to the family than having her 
married from lodgings ; and I quite agree with 
him, especially as it will please your aunt so 
much." 

'* What a good, kind, thoughtful mamma you 
are ! " murmured Katharine, with a sudden 
twinge of conscience as she remembered all 
the conflicting ideas which had passed through 
her mind within the last ten minutes. 

" And now, my dear, as there is no time to 
be lost, I have ordered the carriage, that we 
may go at once to your aunt's and arrange 
about the dresses and other matters. She will 
make a nice bridesmaid, will my little Kath- 
arine ! I shall quite like to see her," added the 
mother, affectionately passing her hand down 
the smooth, braided hair. 

Katharine ^ughed as merrily as a child. 

"And when she comes to be a bride herself," 
continued Lady Ogiivie, in tones whose formal- 
ity had sunk to an ahnost perceptible tremulous- 
ness, "she will make a good choice, and marry 
so as to please her papa and me." 

"I will never marry without consulting your 
will and ray father's," said Katharine, softly, but 
firmly ; " and you must leave me equally iree in 
mine." 

" Of course we shall, my child ! But there is 
time enough to think about that. Now, let us 
go together and congratulate Isabella." 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

*Tis a morn for a bridal— the merry bride bell 

Bings clear through the greenwood that skirts the chapelle. 

* * * * * 

The rite- book is closed, and the rite being done, 
They who knelt down together arise up as one : 
Fair riseth the bride — oh, a fair bride is she ! 
But for all (think the maidens), * « * 
No saint at her praying. E. B. Browning. 

" How beautiful you look in vour bridal dress, 
Katharine !" cried Hugh, as ha met her upon 
the staircase on the wedding-morning. Ho \ 
could not forbear taking hold of both her hands, | 
and gazing admiringly m her bright young face, i 
" I declare you only want the orange-blossoms | 
to look like a bride yourself — and a great deal 
prettier than Miss Bella, too, as I always said ; 
you were." I 

"Thank you, Hugh," returned his cousin, I 
with a laugh and a low courtesy. " Only it is 
as well that the bride does not hear you ; for 
you know," she added, giving way to a light- 
hearted, girlish jest, "you know that once upon 
a time you thought her very handsome, and 
people said that Isabella need not go out of the 
temily in search of a husband." 

**Pooh ! nonsense ! I hope you never thought 



so. Indeed, Katharine, I should be very much 
vexed if yovL did," said Hugh, earnestly. 

Katharine's color rose, and she drew her hand 
away. 

" Really, I never thought about the matter at 
all. I am too young to consider such things." * 

Hugh looked disappointed and confused. At 
last he stammered out hastily — 

"I wish you would come into the garden 
with me, and let me gather your bouquet and 
Isabella's from the greenhouse. And — and — 
I've two such pretty little puppies in the stable 
to show you," he added, evidently ransacking 
his brain for various excellent excuses. "Do 
come, Katharine!" 

"Not now," answered Katharine, striving to 
get away ; for the apprehension which Isabella 
had first suggested had never been entirely erad- 
icated, but sprang up again painfully at the least 
cause. And though the foolish vanity which 
construes every little attention into declared ad- 
miration was as far from Katharine's nature as 
darkness from light, yet it sometimes struck her 
that Hugh was growing less of a cousin and 
more of a lover every day. 

"You are not kind to me, Katharine," said 
the young man, almost sulkily. "I don't care 
a. bit for either the flowers or the puppies, or 
any thing else, except on your account; and 
that you must know pretty well by this time." 

"I do not understand you, cousin Hugh." 

"There, now, don't be angry with me," said 
Hugh, humbled in a moment. " Oh, Katharine, 
I'd give the best hunter in the stables — and 
that's saying a great deal, considering it's Brown 
Bess — Id give the mare herself, or any thins 
else in the world, if you only cared for me hali 
as much as I do for you." 

Katharine was touched. She had known him 
many years, and had never seen him so agitated 
before. 

"Indeed, I do like you very much as my 
cousin — my kind, good-natured cousin, Hugh 1" 

" And is that all ?" 

" Yes," said Katharine, seriously and earnest- 
ly. " And now good-by, dear Hugh, for there 
is Isabella calling." 

She broke away, and Hugh saw the glimmer 
of her white dress passing not to the bride's 
chamber but to her own. 

" She turned pale — she trembled," he said to 
himself, "and I'm sure she called me ^dear 
Hugh 1' Girls often don't mean half they say, 
so I'll count her yes as nothing. Heigh-ho ! I 
wish it were my wedding-day mstead of Bella's. 
How tiresome it is of my uncle to tie my tongue 
in this way ! I'll ask him again this very day 
when he means to let me marry Katharine." 

So the young man descended the stairs, and 
went out at the hall-door, tapping his boots with 
his riding- whip, and whistling his usual comment 
on the met of his "love" being "but a lassie 
yet," in very doleful style. 

Katharine, who, pale and agitated, stood at 
her window trying to compose herself, both saw 
and heard him. Then, she pressed her hand on 
her swelling heart, and the deep sadness which 
Hugh's words had caused changed to pride. 

" He thinks to have me a^aisvaX \S!c^ ^^^^^^saRsw 
he ? KuA VvGTft >a»N^ \ \i^<K^ %» VisJis^ ^>a» "^^ 

nov ^vvve vox xWxX. ^NWv ^v^vv>Ssa^ xX^\nr5^«^ ^'^ 
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loves me or not ? But my father will Ask me 
the reason that I refuse Hugh *, and I dare not 
tell — I could not. O Paul! why do you not 
come and take all this sorrow from me?" 
mourned the girl; and at once all her pride 
melted, and all her grief was charmed away at 
the whisper of that beloved name. 

The wedding took place, as outwardly gay 
wad inwardly gloomy as most weddings are. 
There were the parents of the " happy couple" 
dl pride and satisfaction —Mr. Pennythorne 
sending forth his boiuntots in a perfect shower 
of scintillations, so that his conversation became 
qnite a pjnrotechnio display. Mrs. Peniijrthorne 
kept close to her husband, and was rather un- 
oomfortablo at seeing so many strange faces. 
Tet her maternal gaze continually wandered 
firom those to the bridegproom's — and a tear or 
two would rise silently to tlie soft, brown eyes. 
Once when they were setting out for the church. 
Lady Ogilvie noticed this. 

" I dare say you feel sorry to part with your 
son," she whispered, kindly: ^'I understand he 
has always lived at home. But you have another 
child, Isabella says, who was prevented coming 
to-day." 

"Yes, thank you, ma'am — Lady Ogilvie, I 
mean," stammered the timid Mrs. Pennythorne, 
with a glance toward her husband, who was at 
the other end of the room. 

^^I believe he is much younger than Mr. 
Frederick?" pursued the considerate hostess. 
** I am really sorry we did not see hirt to-day." 

^^ Leigh can not go out this winter-time — ^he 
is not very strong," answered the guest. And 
then — a sort of maternal freemasonry being es- 
tablished between them — Mrs. Pennythorne 
went on more courageously. "I was tninking 
■ibo*it Leigh just then -, I shall have only him to 
think about when his brother is marriea." 

*' Until Leigh — ^is not that his name ? — grows 
vp, and is married hinaself," said the other ma- 
tron, with a smile. 

" Ah, yes !" returned Mrs. Pennythorne, 
eagerly; ^^he will be a man soon — ^tall and 
strong; they say these delicate boys always 
make the stoutest men." 

^^ You will go to his wedding next^" pursued 
Lady Ogilvie. 

" Shall I ?— oh, ves, of course I shall ! but not 
just yet, for I don't thmk I could— no, it would 
break my heart to part with Leigh I He must 
bring his wife home^— ay, that shall be it!" 
added she, suddenly, as if to explain even to 
herself that the words, *^ I could not part with 
Leigh," related solely to his marrying. The 
poor mother ! 

Isabella was quite in her glory. She had 

attained the ^reat aim of her life — ^the being 

married : it did not signify much to whom. So 

that she reached the honor of matronhood, she 

was almost indifSsrent as to who conferred it — 

she cared little what surname was on her cards, 

if the Mrg. were the prefix. Perhaps, once or 

twice, when Hugh Ogilvie and Frederick Penny- 

tborne stood talking together, she remembered 

tile time when she had fancied herself very much 

in love with the former. She laughed at the 

nntion now. If Hugh were the taller and hand- 

nemer, her Frederick had such lively London 

tttanners, and dressed so much better" Isabella 

WK» ga/te satis&ed; only she took care to show 



her cousin how much he had lost, by exhibiting 
great pride and fondness toward her bridcgroonti, 
and deporting herself toward Hugh with a re- 
served and matronly dignity. 

Katharine alone — for the first time in her lifb 
present at a wedding — was grave and silent 
She trembled as she walked up the aisle ; shs 
listened to the solemn words of the service with 
a beating heart. " To have and to hold from thn 
day forward^ for better for worse^ for richer fdr 
poorer^ in sickness and in health, to love, cherish^ 
and obey, until death us do part. And this vov^ 
of almost fearful import, comprehending so much, 
and in its wide compass mvolving life, soul, 
and worldly estate, either as a joyful offering or 
as a dread immolation — ^this awful vow was 
taken lightly by two young" creatures, who care- 
lessly rattled it over during the short pause of 
jests and compliments, amid lace and satin flut- 
terings, thinking more of the fall of a robe, or the 
fold of a cravat, than of the oath, or of each other 1 

Katharine divined not this, for her fancy ideal- 
ized all. The marriage scene touched her pure, 
young heart in its deepest chords. She saw not 
the smirking bridegroom — ^the affected bride: 
her thoughts, traveling into the future, peoplea 
with other forms the dim, gray shadows of the 
old church where she hiul worshiped every 
Sunday from a child. She beheld at her side 
the face of her dreams ; she heard the deep, low 
voice uttering the troth-plight — **/, Paul^ take 
thee, Katharine ;^^ and bowing her face upon 
the altar-rails, the girl suffered her tears to flow 
freely. 

"Yes!" she murmured to herself, "I would 
not fear to kneel in the si^ht of heaven, and 
take that vow toward thee, my best beloved I 
— and I tpill take it here one day to thee, and 
none but thee !" 

Why was it that in this very moment thS 
bright dream of the future was crossed by a 
strange shadow from the past ? Even while she 
yet thought thus, there flashed across the young 
bridesmaid's memory that olden scene in the 
library. And, above the benediction of the 
priest, the amen of the congregation — even 
above the beloved voice which her fancy had 
conjured up, there rang in Katharine's ears the 
Words of her dying grandfather — ^^ Earth to 
earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust I'' ^ 

The ceremony was over, and Isabella had the 
satisfaction of hearing herself greeted as Mrs. 
Frederick Pennythorne. A thought did once 
cross her mind that according to the received 
etiquette it was necessary for a bride to indulge 
in a slight faint, or a gush of hysterical tears, 
on reaching the vestry. But the former would 
spoil her bonnet, and the latter her eyes ; so she 
resolved to do neither, but resort to the outward 
calmness of suppressed emotion. 

" How well she bears it, j)oor, dear child !" 
observed Mrs. Worsley. This lady being one 
of those nobodies who, wherever they go, alwayS* 
contrive to make themselves invisible, we have 
not hitherto drawn her into the light ; nor, to tell 
the truth, have we any intention of doing so. 

After the space often minutes, Isabella quietly* 
emerged from her fit of repressed feeling, and 
burst into full splendor as "the beautiful and a 
accomplished bnde," in which character she' \ 
may whirl awa'j w'wVi \veT c\io&^ti vo vVva L.%kea^ 
, or m any dVrectvotv sYi© i^Xeases \ lot -««> <i«cc^ xa** 
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Httle about the happy couple to ehronide their 
honejmooB. 

The Peoaythomes were borne homeward m 
Sir Robert's earriage; a oircumstanoe which 
Bfiade Mr. Pennythorne exult in the good train- 
mg which had caused his eldest son to marry 
ioto so high a family. 

" My Frederick is an exeetlent boy; he knows 
, how to choose a wife, God bless him !" said the 
old ^ntleman, with somewhat of maudlin senti- 
mentality, for which the excellent cellar at Sum- 
merwood was alone to blame. *^ CUlie, my dear, 
now you see how right I was, five years a^o, 
in putting an end to that foolish afifair with 
Mason's daughter. No, no ! a girl who worked as 
a daily governess was not a fit match for my son." 

" Poor Bessie I Fred was not so wild then," 
murmured Mrs. Pennythorne. "Well, I hope 
his new wife wiU make him oemfortable." 

'^ Comfortable !" echoed the husband, her last 
word falling on his dulled ear ; " of course she 
win. I saM to him, soon after Mrs. Lancaster 
recommended the Worsleys to put their Chancery 
amt mto his hands, ^Fred, my lad, that's the 
very wife for you. Good £amily*^«tyle— fashion 
-r-and money coming.' Fred took my advice, 
and you see the result. Mrs. P., I only hope that 
sti^d Leigh will turn out as well on ray hands." 

Mrs. Pennythorne sighed : ** I wonder how 
Leigh has been all day I I hardly liked leaving 
him ; but young Wychnor promised to stay with 
him until we came home from the OgUvies'." 

" Don't mention that fellow in the same breath 
with the Ogilvies !" sharply said the husband. 

" Indeed, Pierce, I will not, if you don't like 
it," replied Mrs. Pennythorne humbly; "but the 
young man has been so attentive to poor Leigh, 
and has really seemed quite interested in this 
marriage." 

" Mrs. Pennythorne, I am sleepy; will you be 
sc^ obliging as to hold your tongue ?" said the old 
gentleman, with a slow and somnolent enlpha- 
sis : and immediately as this sentence ende<^ his 
doze began. 

The mother leaned her head back on the 
carriage-cushions, having previously taken the 
feminine precaution of laying the wedding bon- 
net on her lap. She did not go to sleep; but her 
thoughts wandered dreamily, first after her eld- 
est born, and then flying back some thirty years 
they traveled over her own wedding trip. Final- 
ly, they settled in the little back^parlor in Blank 
Square, and by the sofa whereon Leigh was ac- 
customed to rest, hour after hour, with Philip 
Wychnor by his side. 

"Poor boy! well, I can do better without 
Fred than without him. He will get well in the 
satnmer and grow up a man ; but he will not 
think of marrying for many years. No, no ; 
we must keep Leigh with us— we will keep him 
always," said the mother. 

O God! as if with this wild "I iwW" of our 
despairing human love, we could stand between 
the destroyer and the doomed ! \ 

\ 



CHAPTER XXV. 

We think of Genius, how glorioos it it to let the jspirit 
go forth, winning a throne in men's hearts; sending our 
thoughts, like ships of Tyre, laden with rich merchandise^ 
over the ocean of human opinion, and bringing back a st\l\ 
richer cargo of praise and good will. L. E. L. 



There could hardly be a greater: contrast than 
that between the gay bridal-party at Summer- 
wood and the little dark parlor in Blank Square 
where Philip Wychnor sat with his young friend.. 
They had indeed grown to be friends, the man 
and the boy — ^for one counts time more by the 
heart than by the head. According to that reck- 
oning poor Leigh was far older than his years — 
while Philip in the freshness and simplicity of his 
character had a bdP^s heart still, and would prob* 
ably keep it forever. 

Nevertheless, he did not look by any means so 
much of a boy as in those days when Eleanor 
first introduced him to the reader's notice by this 
appellation— -nor, mdeed, as when we last saw 
him just emerging from his weary, wasting sick- 
ness. As he sat reading aloud to Leigh, the 
lamp-light showed hew the delicate outlmes of 
his lace had sharpened mto the features of man^ 
hood ; the brow had grown^broader and fulkar, 
the lips firmer, and tl^re were a new strength 
and a new character about the whole head. 

Philip had been tossed about on the workF^ 
stcHrmy currents until at last he had learned to 
breast them. His powers of mind^ the thews and 
sinews of the inner man, had matured accord- 
ingly ; and the more he used them the strong- 
er they grew. The dreamer had become the 
worker. 

We may say, with MalvoUo, that " some m« 
bom to greataess, and some achieve greatness, 
and some have greatness thrust upon them." 
Philip Wychnor was of the latter class. His in- 
tellect seemed to work itself out by the force of 
necessity, and not by inspiration. He was per- 
fectly sincere when he told Mr. Pennythorne that 
he had no gemus; but the linnet reared in a 
hedge-sparrow's nest never knows ^at it can 
sing imtil it tries. 

So, it happened that the same individual whc 
had once declined attempting authorship on the 
ground of his entire nnwortbiness, was now hit" 
ly embarked in literature, with a moderate 
chance of success. AH this had come ^radtisd- 
ly. In his deep straits of poverty, Philip had 
tried to wile away the hours that hung so heav- 
ily, and perhaps to gain a little money, by turn- 
ing to account his knowledge of foreign langua- 
ges. He moimted the ladder of fame dv its low- 
est step ; becoming a translator of small articles 
for newspapers an^ magazioeg-^ sort of liter- 
ary hodman, carrying the mortar with which 
more skillful worlnnen might build. But while 
searching into and reproducing other people's 
thoughts, he nnoonsciously began to think for 
himself. It was in a very small way at first — 
for his genius was not yet fiedged, and its feath- 
ers took a long time in growing. He thought, 
and with the thought came unconsciously the 
power of expression. He wrote at first, not by 
unpulse or inspiration, but merely for daily bread. 
Yet though in his humility he never hoped to rise 
higher than a common laborer in the highways 
of literature, he always strove to do his small 
task-work well and worthily, and suffered nei- 
ther carelessness nor hope of gain to edluro his 
pen into what was false or vichous. All he wrote, 
he wrote earnestly : gradually more and more so, 
as the high cause in which ha Vv^A. ^w^j^?^^ ^s»f- . 
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pursuits, except Leigh — and one more who a^a 
the dear right of a oetrothed to know all con- 
cerning him. He had never seen her again, and 
many chances occurred to make their correspond- 
ence irregular; but still the joy, the strength, 
the very pulse of the young man^s heart, was the 
remembrance of Eleanor Ogilvie. 
^ We have taken this passing glance at the out- 
ward and inward changes m Philip Wychnor 
while he sat reading his la4l story, sketch, or 
essay. This he did more for the sake of amusing 
Leigh than from an author's vanity; since, as 
before explained, Philip's work was still very 
mechanical — the raw material woven with care 
and difficulty into a coarse web that gave him 
little pleasure and in whicb he took no pride. 
Yet still, as he went on, it was some satisfaction 
to see the evident interest that brightened Leigh's 
pale face, over which illness seemed to have cast 
a strange, even an tntellectual beauty. Every 
now and then the boy clapped his poor thin, 
wasted hands, applauding with childlike eager- 
ness. When PhUip paused, he discussed the 
article in all its bearings with an acuteness and 
judgment that much enhanced the value of his 
laudations, and brought a smile to the young 
author's cheek. 

" Why, Leigh, you are quite a critic !" 

"If I am, I know who made me so," an- 
swered the boy, affectionately. "I know who 
took the dullness out of my head, and put there 
— ^what is still little enough — all the sense it 
has." 

" It has a great deal. I am bound to say so, 
my boy, since it is exercised for my own benefit ; 
though, of course, I ought not to believe a word 
of your praise," said Philip, laughing. 

** Don't say so," Leigh replied, earnestly. 
" Indeed, Philip, you will be a celebrated author 
some of these days — I know you will. And 
when you are become a great man, remember 
this prophecy of mine." 

The serious tone and look at once banished 
the light manner which Philip had assumed, 
partly to divert the sick boy. "I hardly think 
so— I wish I could I" he said, almost sadly. 
" No ; it takes far more talent than I have to 
make a just and deserved fame. I don't look 
for that at all." 

Leigh answered with an ingenious evasion. 
"Philip, do you remember when I was first 
taken ill — so ill as to be obliged to give up study ; 
and you brought one day some of your Gorman 
books, and read to me * Undine' and * Sintram ?' 
Ah ! what a delicious time that was, after all 
the dry, musty Cicero and Xenophon!" And 
Leigh rubbed his feeble hands together with in- 
tense pleasure at the recollection. 

Philip watched him affectionately. " My dear 
boy, how glad I am that I thought of the books !" 

" So am I, because otherwise you might never 
have done what you then did through kindness 
to me — I mean that translation from Ruckert, 
which I longed to have, so that I might read it 
over and over again. How good you were to 
me, dear Philip !" 

" But my goodness was requited to myself." 
said Philip, laughing ; "for you remember the 
three golden guineas I had from the * Mag- 



azme. ' to which you persuaded me to send the 



That's just what I mean. Now, if in one \ 



iiiue ^ear you have eone on from making a 
translation just for good-nature, to writing beau* 
tiful stories such as this — for it is most beauti- 
ful !" cned Leigh, energetically — " why shooM 
you not rise to be a well-known author, like my 
— ^no^ I don't mean that," and the boy's face 
grew troubled — "but like one of those great 
writers who do the world so much good ; who 
can make the best and wisest of people better 
and wiser still, and yet can bring comfort to a 
poor sick boy like me. Would not this be some- 
thing great to try for, Philip?" said Leigh — 4iis 
tones warming into eloquence, and his large, soft 
eyes positively floating in their own light. 

Beiore Philip could answer, they were inter- 
rupted by the arrival of Mr. and Mrs. Penny- 
thorne. The mother's quick footstep was scarce- 
ly heard before she entered. It had often touched 
Philip's heart of late to see what a new and in- 
tense expressidn came into the once unmeaning 
face and voice of Mrs. Pennythome whenever 
she looked at or spoke to her son Leish. This 
day the young man noticed it more than ev^. 
Even the presence of her redoubtable lord, which 
usually restrained every display of feeling, failed 
to prevent her from leaning over her boy and 
kissing him fervenUy. 

" How has my dear Leigh been all day ?" she 
asked, anxiously. 

" Oh, so well, so content, mother !" said Leigh, 
cheerfully. " Ask Philip Wychnor there." 

" Mr. Wychnor is very kind." And a look of 
deep gratitude said more than the words. 

" Every thing went oflf well ? Fred is really 
married, then ? ' inquired Leigh. 

" Yes, my dear. To-morrow you shall hear 
about i1^ and about Summerwood ; it is such a 
pretty place !" 

" Is It ?" said the boy, languidly. " I think I 
heard Miss Worsley say so, the day she called, 
but I did not take much interest in what she 
said; she tired me. You can't think, Philip, 
how fast she talks !" 

"I know she does — ^that is, I think you said 
so," answered Philip, correcting himself, and 
rising to depart. 

" Don't go yet ; stay and hear a little about 
the wedding. We were talking so much of it 
this morning, you know." 

Philip sat doWn again, not unwillingly. He 
had a vague pleasure in hearing the sound of the 
familiar names — assured that no one knew how 
familiar they were to him. 

"Now go on, mother; tell us about the 
Ogilvies." 

"I did not see much of Sir Robert; your 
father talked to him ; and besides, he was so 
stately. But Lady Ogilvie was very kind. And 
there was Mr. Hugh,. a fine handsome young 
man — ^so polite to Fred ! — and that sweet, beau- 
tiful creature, Miss Ogilvie." 

Here, Philip dropped his gloves, and stooping 
hastily, made several unavailing attempts to re- 
cover them. 

"I don't think I ever saw a prettier brides- 
maid than Miss Ogilvie — Katharine, I believe 
they called her. Shall I hold the light for you, 
Mr. Wychnor?" said simple Mrs. Pennythome, 
compassionating the glove-hunter. 

Philip hurriedly apologized for the interrup- 
tion. "But pra.^ ^o otv" Vvok sia.\d.\ "we ^oor 
bacbeloTS \\ke Xo \xeiwY o^ vVcis^ lafttt^ ^tivsv^^* 
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Mrs. Frederick Pennythorne seems rich in hand- 
some relatives : how many more attended her to 
the altar ?" 

" There were none but Miss Ogilvie ; she is 
an only child. Her father and mother seem so 
proud of her! — and well they may. Perhaps, 
Leigh, she may come and stay with your new 
gister, and then you will see her." 

" Shall I ? — ^I don't much care," said the sick 
boy, wearily. "I don't mind seeing any one 
except you, mother, and Philip Wychnor. Are 
you really going then, Philip?" and Leigh, tak- 
ins his friend's hand, so as to draw him close, 
whispered in his ear. *'Now, remember what 
we were talking about before they came in; it 
may do you good some time or other to think 
over what I said — though I am so young — per- 
haps stupid enough too, as they always told me," 
and a smile of patient humility flitted over the 
boy's pale lips. ^' But never mind, there is the 
old fable of the Mouse and the Lion, you know ; 
we'll act it over again^ Philip." 

"God bless you, my dear boy!" murmured 
Philip, as he took his leave. 

He had felt passing disappointment at not hear- 
ing that Eleanor was at Summerwood — as he had 
framed that reason to account to himself for the 
fact of an unusual silence in her correspondence. 
This slight vexation returned again as he walked 
homeward — ^but it soon passed away. A man's 
strongr heart is seldom entirely engrossed by a 
love-dream, be it ever so close and dear. And 
Eleanor herself would have been the last to 
blame her betrothed, if these tender thoughts of 
her became absorbed in the life-purpose which 
was awakening in him — since therewith also she 
was connected, as its origin and aim. 

Even while he smiled at Leigh Pennythorne's 
quaint fable, Wychnor acknowledged its truth. 
As he walked along, the boy's words came 
again and again into nis mind ; and he began to 
think yet more earnestly on his literary pursuits 
-"what he had done, and what he purposed to do. 

" How can a man touch pitch and not be de- 
filed ?" says the wise man of Israel ; and Philip 
was not liKcly to have been, thrown so much in 
the circle of Mr. Pennythorne's influence without 
being slightly aflected thereby. His young heart, 
filled to enthusiasm with love of literature, and 
also with a complete hero-worshijp of literary 
men, had been checked in its most sensitive 
point. He found how diflerent was the ideal of 
the book-reader to the reality of the book-writer. 
He had painted an imaginary picture of a great 
author, inspired by a noble purpose, and working 
always with his whole heart for the truth— or at 
least for what he esteemed the truth — and for 
nothing else. Now, this image crumbled into 
dust; and from its ashes arose the semblance 
of a modern " litterateur^''^ writing not from his 
earnest heart, but from his clever head — doling 
out at so much per column the fruit of his brains, 
no matter whether it be tinseled inanity or vile 
poison, so that it will sell ; or else ready to cringe, 
steal, lie, by word or by pen, becoming "all 
things to all men" if by such means he can get 
his base metal pufled ofi* as gold. 

Philip Wychnor saw this detestable likeness 
in Mr. Pennythorne — ^and it was variously re- 
duplicated in all the petty dabblers in literature 
who surrounded him. A triton of similar mag- 
nitade is always accompamed by a host of min 



nows — e'specially if, as in this case, the larger 
fish rather glories in his train. And so, our 
young visionary began to look on books and 
book-creators with diminished reverence; and 
in the fair picture of literary fame, he saw only 
the unsightly framework by which its theatrical 
and deceitful splendor was supported. He had 
been behind the scenes. 

Poor Philip Wychnor I He was too young, 
too inexperienced, to know that of all imitations 
there must be somewhere or other a vital reality 
— ^that if the true were not, its parody would 
never have existed. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

What is a man, 
If his chief good, and market of his time, 
Be but to sleep and feed ? A beast, no more. 
Sure He that made us witli such large discoursey 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
Tfiat capability and godlike reason 
To rust in us, unused. 

T do not know 
Why yet I live to say, This thing*s to do, 
Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and mean 
To do it 

Shakspbare. 

Good Bame Fortune makes it her pleasure 
to walk about the world in varied guise; sud- 
denly showing her bonnie face sometimes in the 
oddest way and under the oddest semblance 
imaginable— so that it is a considerable length 
of time before we begin to find out that it is 
really her own fair self. She came to Philip 
Wychnor that very night as he was returning 
home, meeting him under the shroud of a Lon- 
don fog. Andsuch a fog ! — one that people who 
are fond of elegant symbolization would empha- 
tically describe as being *'like breathing ropes," 
or at least one that might be considered as a 
suspiration of small twine. It was a literal 
version of the phrase "jaundiced atmosphere," 
for the whole circumambient seemed to have 
grown suddenly yellow and bilious. Therein 
all London groped blindfold : Newroad omnibuses 
finding themselves plunged against the inner 
railings of Woburn Place — and cabmen, while 
they threaded the mazes of Trafalgar Square, 
inquiring in tones of distracted uncertainty how 
far they were from Charing Cross. It was a 
time when each man's great struggle appeared 
to be the discovery of his own whereabouts; 
when the whole world seemed bent on an in- 
voluntary fraternization — every body running 
into his neighbor's arms. 

This was exactly what Philip Wychnor did, 
somewhere about Russell Square. Dame For- 
tune, hid in the fog, laughed as she knocked 
right into his involuntary embrace a chance 
passer-by. 

A gentle voice, obviously that of an elderly 
mas, expressed the usual apology; and added 
thereto the not uncommon inquiry, "Pray, sir, 
can you tell me whereabouts I am?" 

" I fancy, near the British Museum," answered 
Philip. 

" Chat's where I've been this hour-and-half,'* 
said the voice, with a comic ho^e,\a^%xk&'5«» "C^^sfiX 
made PVvVWv swi\\<&. '-'-Ww^ w\^ Ti.W« -eNx'^RNa. 
. \ off, and 1 <ia.tj?X «ksvd ta>j -«iKi \iftW' v.c.Jv^\;>J!Lv?>- 
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" ftnd most probably there are plenty more i^ the 
nrae predicament, especially strangers. Sop- 
ptose, my good sir, we were to unite our fortunes 
1— or misfortunes—and try to make oot the way 
together. Mineis—— street. Which is yours?" 

^^ The same ; and I'm very much obliged to 
you, young gentleman — for so I perceive you 
are, by your voice. May I take your arm ? for 
I am old, and very tired." 

" Gladiy," replied Philip. There was some- 
thing in the simplicity of the manner that pleased 
Mm. He liked the voice, and almost fancied he 
had^ieard it before. Perhajjia the old man thought 
the same, since when they came to the nearest 
lamp the two wayfarws e^ch stopped to look in 
the other's face. The recognition was mutual. 

"Bless my life!" cried the elder one, "you 
are the very young man I found a year ago, near 
this spot, in a faint I" 

"And most good-naturedly took home: for 
which kindness I have often loi^ed to mank 
you. Let me do so now," answered Philip, 
grasping his companion's hand with a hearty 
shake. 

" Really, my &iend, your fingers are as young 
and s^ottg as your arms," said the ^eer little 
old man of the omnibus. " Mine are rather too 
frozen and weak to bear squeezing, this raw day ; 
aad besides, they are not used to such a cordial 
gripe," he added, blowing the ends of the said 
fingers, which peeped up mnely from a pair of old 
o»tton gloves : — ^yet he looked much gratified all 
the while. 

" You don't know how pleased I am to meet 
)i«u !" reiterated Philip. "I often kept a look- 
out in the streets and squares for every — " 

"Every odd little old fellow, you mesm? 
W>ell, for my part, I never passed down your 
stDeet without looking out for you. Once I saw 
your head at Ilia window, so I knew you were 
better." 

"Why d.\d you never come in? But you shall 
now;" — and Philip, trusting to gratitude and 
piqwoffnomjy and following an impulse which 
showed how unsuspicious and provincial he was, 
took home hia queer-looking acquintanoe, invit- 
ing him to spend the evening, without even ask- 
ing his name. The old gentleman, after a few 
shy excuses and some hesitation, settled himself 
in the easy-chair, and began to make himself 
c|aite comfortable and at home. 

"Will you have some tea and eggs — as I 
always have when it is thus late ?" said Wych- 
nor, coloring slightly — for he had peered into 
his bachelor larder only to discover its emptiness 
— and hospitality is a virtue that poverty some- 
times causes to grow rusty. " But perhaps you 
have not dined ?" 

"I never- practice what the world in general 
considers dining — it's inconvenient," said the 
guest. "Meat is very dear, and not whole- 
some. I gave it up a long time ago, and am 
much the better, too. Pythagoras, my good sir 
— depend upon it, Pythagoras was the wisest 
fellow that ever lived. I keep to his doctrines." 

Crossing his legs, he gazed complacently at 
the kettle which Philip ^put on the fire, thereby 
eclipsing its cheerful blaze^ These housekdtep- 
iog avocations, which the young man afterward 
coDtinned, even to Oj^^g-boiling and toast-making, 
may a little dim the romance that surrounds — 
or at least ought to surround — him as et novel- 



hero; but as we beg^an by avowing Philip 
WjTchnor's utter dissimilarity from the receircfa 
ideal of that fascinatmg personage, we shall not 
apologize for this little circumstance. And that 
the inner life of mem goes on just the same, en- 
nobling and idealizing the commonest outwatd 
manifestation, is pro^sd by the fact that whilt 
the young host continued his lowly domestis 
occupations, and the guest sat drying the wet 
soles of his clumsy boots, they talked — O yt 
gods ! how they did talk ! 

The stranger was sn original, and that Philip 
soon found. In five minutes they had phingea 
into the depths of a conversation which sprang 
from the remark concerning Py^mgoras. The 
little old man quoted with the most perfect sim- 
plicity recondite Greek authors and middle-aee 
philosophers, referring to them without ue 
slightest pedantry or afiectation of learmng. 
Such things seemed to him part of his daily li£, 
familiar as the sir he breathed. He wandered 
from Pythagoras to Plato, then to the Rosicro- 
oian mystics, and onward to Jacob Boehmen. 
finally landing in these modern times with Hegel 
and Coleridge. He seemed to know every thing, 
and to be able to talk about every thing, except 
ordinary topics. While lingering among then 
he was shy-^uneasy, and could not find a won! 
to say ; but the moment he found an opportunity 
of plangkig into his native element, he rushed to 
it like a crack to the water, and was himself 
again. 

Immediately his whole outer man changed. 
Throwing himself back in the chair — one foot 
crossed on the knee of the other leg, the tips of 
his long, thin fingers oracularly joined together 
— ^this curious individuid was set si-going like a 
well wound-up watch. His bright eye flashed ; 
his whole countenance grew inspired, and his 
tongue, now fully let loose, was ready to pour 
fortn eloquent discourse. However, with hia 
conversation resembled rather a solo than a duet 
— it was less talking than lecturing. Now and 
then he waited a seeond, if his companion 
seemed ec^er to make an observation, and then 
he w^t ou again in his harangue. 

At last, fairly tired out, he began sipping his 
tea with infinite satisfaction; meanwhile em- 
ploying himself in a close inspection of his hostV 
countenance and person. He broke silence, at 
last, by the abrupt question — 

" My young friend, what are you ?" 

Philip started at this unceremonious interrog- 
atory ; but there was something so kindly in th« 
clear eyes that he only smiled, and answered, 
" My name is — " 

" I don't mean that," interrupted the old man ; 
" I don't want to know your name ; every body 
has one, I suppose. I ausked what you are ?" 

" My profession ?" 

" No — not your profession, but you — -your real 
self — ^your soul — your ego. Have you found out 
that?" 

Philip began to think his visitor was rather 
more than eccentric — slightly touched in th« 
head ; but the old gentleman went on — 

" I have a theory of my own about physiogno- 
my, or, more properly speaking, the influence 
of spirit over matter. I never knew a gre* 
man yet — and I have known a good many (a 

I thougb 1 aia an odd-VooVLYE^^^eXVov? to look at|- 

I I never yel knew «t xqmi el va\fe)\etii\.^Vos,^ tcC\»»j 
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vas not shown in his face ; not to the common 
observer, perhaps, but to those who look deeper. 
Moreover, I believe firmly in sympathies and 
antipathies. Why should not the soul have its 
instincts, and its atmosphere of attraction and 
repulsion, as well as the body? We respect 
the outer machine sadly too much, and don't 
notice half enough the workings of the free 
agent within." 

"Well, my dear sir?" said Philip, interroga- 
tiyely, as his companion paused to take breath. 

"Well, my friend, I dare say you think all 
this means nothing. But it does, a great deal. 
It explains why I liked you — why I followed you 
out of the omnibus; and also why I am here. 
You have a good face; I read your soul in it 
like a book ; and it is a great, deep, true soul, 
thirsting after the pure, the lofty, and the divine. 
It may not be developed yet ; I hardly think it 
can be ; but it is there. Now I want to ask if 
you feel this in yourself — if you know what is 
this inner life of ' the spirit ?' " 

Philip caught somewhat of the meaning which 
these singular words unfolded, and the earnest- 
ness of his guest was communicated to himself. 
"I know thus far," he said, "that I have been 
a student and a dreamer all my life ; that I have 
tried to fill my head with knowledge, and my 
heart with poetry ; that I have gone through 
the world feeling that there were in me many 
things which no person could understand— ex- 
cept one." • 

" Who was he ?" 

Philip changed color ; but even had he wished 
otherwise, he could not but speak the truth be- 
neath that piercing gaze. " It was no man — a 
woman." 

"Ah !" said the old man, catching the mean- 
ing. " Well, such things are ! Go on." 

" I have had some trouble in my life ; latterly, 
very much. It has made me think more deeply ; 
and 1 am now trying to work out those thoughts 
with my pen." 

" I imagined so. You are an author ?" 

" I can not call myself by that name," said 
Philip, humbly; "I write, as many others do, 
for bread. But still I begin to see how great 
an author's calling might be made, and I long, 
however vainly, to realize that ideal." 

" That's right, my boy !" cried the old man, 
energetically, " I knew you had the true soul in 
you. But how far has it manifested itself? — ^in 
short, what have you written?" 

Philip enumerated his various productions. 

"I have seen some of them; very fair for 
a beginning, but too much written to order — 
world-fashion — all outside. My young friend, 
you will begin to think soon. Why don't you 
put your name to what you do?" 

" Because — though the confession is humiliat- 
ing — I have written, as I before said, simply 
from necessity. It would have given me tio 
pleasure to see my poor name in print. I 
worked for money, not reputation. I am no 
genius !" 

The guest lifted himself up in his chair, and 
fixed his keen eyes on Philip. " And do you 
think every man of genius does write for repu- 
tation ? Do you imagine that wc" — his uncon- 
I scious egotism was too earnest even to provoke 
Vg. smile — " that we care whether Tom Smith or 



"^^ork, which is our true self, much more than 
the curious frame-work on two legs that walks 
about in broadcloth? No! a real author sends 
forth his brain-children as God did Adam, created 
out of the fullness that is in his soul, and meant 
for a great purpose. If these, his offspring, 
walk upright through the world, and fulfill their 
being's end— angels may shout and devils grin 
— he cares as little for one as for the other." 

Philip — quiet Philip — ^who had lived all his 

life in the precise decorums of L , or in the 

rigid proprieties of the most orthodox college 
at Oxford, was a little startled at this style of 
language. 

"I dare say you think me profane," continued 
his Strang guest, " but it is not so : I am on6 
of those who have had the power given them to 
lift up a little of the vail from the Infinite and 
the Divine, and, feeling this power in their souls, 
are emboldened to speak fearlessly of things, at 
which common minds stupidly marvel. I say, 
with that great new poet, Philip Bailey — 

• That to the full of worship 
All things are worshipful. 

Call things by their right names ! Hell, call thou hell ; 
Archangel, call archangel ; and Gk)d — GU)d V 

but I do so with the humble and reverent awe 
of one who, knowing more of these mysteries, 
is the more penetrated with adoration." And 
the old man's voice sank meekly as a little 
child's, while his uplifted eyes, spoke the deepest 
devotion. 

Philip was moved. There was something in 
the intense earnestness of this man which touch- 
ed a new chord in his heart. He saw amidst all 
the quaint vagaries of the enthusiast, a some- 
thing which in the world he had himself so 
vainly longed to find — a striving after knowl- 
edge for its own sake, a power to separate the 
real from the unreal, the true from the false. 
And the young man's whole soul sprang to 
meet and welcome what he had begun to deem 
almost an idle chimera. 

" My dear sir," cried he, seizing the hand of 
his guest, " will you let me ask you the same 
question you asked me — What are you ?" 

" Outwardly, just what you see — ^a little old 
man — ^poor enough and shabby enough ; because 
while other folk spend their lives in trying how 
to feed and clothe their bodies, he has spent his 
in doing the same for his soul. And a very 
creditable soul it is," said the old gentleman, 
laughing, and tapping with his fore-finger a 
brow, full, high, and broad enough, to delight 
any follower of Spurzheim, with its magnificent 
developments. " There is a good deal of float- 
ing capital here, in the way of learning, only it 
does not bring in much interest." 

Philip smiled. "So your life has been de- 
voted to study ! Of what kind !" 

" Oh, I have contrived, during sixty years, to 
put into this pericanium some dozen languages, 
a good deal of mathematics and metaphysics, a 
little of nearly all the onomies and ologies, with 
fragments of literature and poetry, to lighten the 
load and make it fit tight together. As for my 
profession, it is none at all, if you ask the world's 
opinion ; but I think I may rank, however hum- 
bly, with some honest fello^^ ofv. <^Al^ ^'^Jtsa^ \sv 

1 am. An iacX., itrj «<q<A SfvKtA.,\ ^^x^^ ^^^ 
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"And a poet," cried PhQip; "I read it m 
your eyes." 

The old man shook his head. " God makes 
many poets, but He only gives utterance to a 
few. He never gave it to me ! Nevertheless, 
I can distin^ish this power in others; I can 
feel it sometimes rising and bubbling up in my 
own soul ; but there is a seal on my lips, and I 
shall remain a dumb poet to my life's end." 

So saying, Philip's guest rose, and began to 
button up his well-worn coat, as a preparative 
to his departure. 

" We shall meet again soon ?" said the young 
man, cordially. 

" Oh, yes ; you will always find me at the 
British Museum, in the reading-room! I eo 
there every day. 'Tis a nice warm place tor 
study; especially when one finds that dinner 
and fire are too great luxuries on the same day. 
I have done so now and then," said the old gen- 
tleman, with a patient smile, that made Philip's 
warm shake of the hand grow into an almost 
afiectionate clasp. They seemed to feel quite 
like old friends, and yet to this minute they did 
not know each other's name. The elder one 
was absolutely going away without this neces- 
sary piece of information, when Philip, disclosing 
his own patronymic, requested to know his 
visitor's. 

" My name, eh ? Drysdale — David Drysdale. 
A good one, isn't it? My great grandfather 
made it tolerably well known among the Scottish 
Covenanters. The Christian name is not bad, 
either. You know the Hebrew meaning, * be- 
loved.' Not th^tt it has been exactly suitable 
for me — I don't suppose any one in the world 
ever loved me much" — ^and a slight bitterness 
was perceptible in the quaint humor of the tone. 
But It changed into softness as he added, *^ ex- 
cept — except my poor old mother. Young 
man," he continued, "when you have lived as 
long as I have, you may perhaps find out that 
there are in this world two sorts of love only — 
which last until death, and after — ^your mother's 
love, and your God's." 

He took ofi" his hat reverently, though they 
stood at the street-door, exposed to the bleak 
wind ; then put it on again, and disappeared. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

Ob, prophesy no more, but be the poet ! 

This longing was but granted unto thee 
That, when all beauty thou couldst feel, and know it, 

That beauty in its highest thou couldst be. 

J. R. LOWKLL. 

I am a youthful traveler in the way, 
And this slight boon would consecrate to thee 
Ere I with Death shake hands, and smile that I am free. 

KiRKK WmTK. 

Philip was in the habit of laying up in his 
memory a kindly store of his little daily adven- 
tures, in order to amuse Leigh Pennythome. 
Also, as the boy grew more and more of a 
companion and friend, hd shared many of Philip's 
most inward thoughts — always excepting the one 
which lay in the core of the young man's heart. 
Therefore Leigh was soon informed of the sin- 
gular acquaintance that Wychnor made in the 



seen him here sometimes, and watched those 
curious eyes of his — ^they seem to, look one 
through." 

"Does he come often?" 

" No, my father can't endure him — says he is 
such a bear. Then Drysdale has a great deal 
of dry humor ; and when two flints meet there 
is a blaze directly, you know," said the boy; 
who sometimes expressed himself, w^hen alone 
with Philip, in a manner that made the tradition 
about "stupid Leigh" appear of very doubtfoi 
accuracy. 

" But still there is no quarrel between him 
and Mr. Pennythome?" ^ 

" Oh, no; my father would never quarrel with 
such a one as Drysdale. He has wonderful in- 
fluence, in a quiet way, among literary people. 
He knows every body, and every body knows 
him. I have heard that his learning is prodi- 
gious I" 

" I found out that very soon," said Philip, 
smiling. 

"Ay, and so did I," Leigh continued. "In 
those old times of work — work — ^work — ^you 
knaw," and the boy seemed absolutely to shud- 
der at the remembrance, " my father once sent 
me down-stairs to show ofi" my Greek to Drys- 
dale. How the old fellow frightened me with 
those eyes of his ! I forgot every word. And 
then he told my father that I was not quite such 
a fool as I looked ; but that I should soon be, if 
Pwent on with the classics. Perhaps he was 
right," said Leigh, sighing. "However, my 
father never asked him here again, but made 
me work harder than ever." 

Philip saw that the boy's thoughts were wan- 
dering in a direction not good for him ; so he 
took no notice, but pursued the questions about 
the old philosopher. " How happens it, though, 
that Drysdale is so poor?" 

" I have heard my father say-it is because of 
his genius and his learning, which are never of 
any use to their possessors. But I do not exactly 
think that ; do you ?" 

"No; however, your father has many opinions 
of his own," answered Philip, always careful, in 
their various conversations, to remember that 
Leigh was Mr. Pennjrthome's son. " It seems to 
me that this man's tastes, while rendering him 
somewhat unfit for the ordinary world, also 
make him independent of it. If he had just 
enough to keep him alive, and plenty of oppor- 
tunity for study, I fancy Drysdale would be 
quite happy." 

*'Very Ukely; but it is an odd taste," said 
Leigh. "I can understand genius — ^not learn- 
ing. 

"Our queer old friend has both, I think." 
And Philip repeated the substance of the last 
evening's conversation, which had clung closely 
to his memory. 

Leigh listened eagerly, partly because he com- 
prehended some little of it, but more because he 
saw how deeply his friend was interested. 

"Philip," he said at last, " if you understand 
and feel all this, you must have a strong and 
great intellect yourself, otherwise you would not 
care for it in the least." 

The simple argument struck home. It brought 
to the young author's mind the first consciousness 
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vanity — the answering thrill to idle praise — ^but 
the glad sense of an inward strength to carry 
out the purpose which filled the soul. It was 
the power which made the new-born Hercules 
stretch forth among the serpents his babels 
arm, and feel that in its nerves lay the might of 
the son of Jove. 

The thought was so solenm, yet so wildly 
delicious, that it brought a mist to Philip's eyes. 
"God bless you, Leigh!" he murmured. "You 
have done me good many a time ; and if this 
should be true, and I ever do become what you 
say — why, I will remember your words, or you 
must remind me of them." 

Leigh turned round, and looked for a moment 
fixedly and sadly in his companion's face. "You 
do not mean what you say, Philip ; you know 
that I — . But we will talk no more now," he 
said, hurriedly, as he caught sight of his mother 
entering the room. However, when he had 
minutely and affectionately discussed with her 
the important topic of wnat he could eat for 
dinner, the boy lay for a long time silent and 
pensive. It might be that upon him, too, had 
come a new and sudden thought — ^more solemn 
than even that which had cast a musing shadow 
over Philip Wychnor. Both thoughts passed on 
into the imdefined future ; but one was of life, the 
other— of death ! 

Mrs. Pennythome, supposing her boy was 
asleep, went on talking to his friend in her own 
quiet, prosy way, to which Philip had now grown 
quite accustomed. His fondness and care for 
Leigh had touched the mother's heart, and long 
since worn away her shyness. On his part the 
young man was an excellent listener to the 
monotonous, but not unmusical flow of mild 
repetitions which made up Mrs. Penny thome's 
conversation. On this occasion it chiefly turned 
upon Frederick's wedding, his new house and 
furniture, which she accurately catalogued, be- 
ginning with the drawing-room carpets, and 
ending with the kitchen fire-irons. Philip tried 
to attend, but at last his thoughts went roaming ; 
and his answers subsided into gentle monosylla- 
bles of assent, which,. fortunately, were all that 
the lady required. 

Of Leigh his mother did not speak at all, ex- 
cept to say that the pony-carriage, which Mrs. 
Frederick had thought indispensable, would be 
useful to take the boy country-drives when the 
spring came — supposing he needed them by that 
time, which was not likely, as he had been so 
much better of late. And then, as she glanced 
at the face which lay back on the sofa-pillow, 
with the blue-veined, shut eyelids, and the dark 
lashes resting on the colorless cheek, in a repose 
that seemed almost deeper than sleep, the mother 
shivered, looked another way, and began to talk 
hastily of something else. A few minutes after, 
the peculiar rap with which Mr. Pennythome 
signaled his arrival, was heard at the hall-door. 
Those three heavy strokes had always the efiect 
of an electric shock on the whole household, pro- 
ducing a commotion from cellar to attic. Mrs. 
Pennythome jumped up with alacrity, only ob- 
serving, timidly, that she hoped the knock would 
not awaken Leigh. 

"I am not asleep, mother," said the boy, 
rousing himself as she quitted the room, in 
answer to the marital summons. " Philip, come 
here a minute, " be added, hurriedly, the ftus\i 



rising into his white cheek at the very sound of 
his lather's step. "Don't tell him you know 
Drysdale— it might vex him. He is rather pe- 
culiar, you know." 

" How thoughtful you are grown, my dear, 
kind boy!" answered. Philip. "And was that 
what you lay pondering upon when we fancied 
you asleep?" 

"Not quite all," Leigh replied, suddenly look- 
ing grave, " but — ^but — we'll talk of that another 
time, Philip. You must go to the Museum read-, 
ing-room ; it would be such a nice place for you 
to work in, far better than your own close little 
room. You don't yet feel what it is to be shut up 
all day, until you grow sick, bewildered, ill. No, 
Philip, you must not get ill," cried the boy, earn- 
estly ; " you must live — live to be a great man. 
And remember always what we talk^ about to- 
day," he continued, dropping his voice to a whis- 
per as his father entered the room. 

Mr. Pennythome whisked about in his usual 
style, skipping hither and thither, and shaking 
his coat-tails whenever he rested, after a fashion 
which gave him very much the appearance of a 
water- wagtail. He was evidently in high feather, 
too— asked Leigh how he felt himsell, and only 
called him "stupid" twice within the first ten 
minutes. Then he turned to Philip. 

" Well, and how does the world treat you, 
younff Norwych?'''' (Mr. Pennythome had an 
amusing system of cognominizing those about 
him by some ingenious transposition of their 
various patronymics ; and this was the anagram 
into which Philip Wychnor's surname had long 
ago teen decomposed.) Where do you put the 
carriage and pair, my young friend? I have 
not seen it yet." 

Philip smiled ; but he was too well accustomed 
to the bitter "pleasantries" of his would-be 
patron to take ofiense, and he always bore it 
patiently for Leigh's sake. 

" Ay, that's all the good of being a gentle- 
man with a large independence — ^in the head, at 
least," and Mr. Pennythome laughed at what 
he considered his wit. " Now, here's my Fred 
—clever fellow ! knows how to make his way 
in the world! — just come from his house in 
Harley-street — splendid afiair 1 fumished like a 
duke's — as, indeed, Mrs. Lancaster observed. 
By-the-by, Cillie, my dear !" 

"Yes, Pierce," was the meek answer from 
behind the door. 

"I met Mrs. Lancaster in the Park — charm- 
ing woman that! moves in the highest circles 
of literature. Of course you are acqainted with 
her, St. Philippus of Norwich ?" 

"No," answered the young man, shortly j 
"except once in your hall, I never heard the 
name.'^ In truth he never had, notwithstanding 
Eleanor's acquaintance with the lady. But 
Mrs. Lancaster was the last person likely to 
have place in the memory, or on the lips, of 
Philip's betrothed. 

" Then you have a pleasure to come — ^for, of 
course, the fair Lancastrian will strain every 
nerve for an introduction to such a desirable 
young man, that you may embellish her literary 
soirees with your well-eamed fame," said Mr. 
Pennythome. He drew the bow ^t^^««^NiX'6.\ 
and, «« Vie> sow ^\3K\^^«» Oafcf^x«^^'s^^^^^^^*=^- 

quite xmeoi^\oxv% \tf>^ t««x ^^x^^>&^ ^^^^^^ 
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Vpon truth. " And this reminds me, Cillie, my 
dear, that, bearing what a beautiful and talented 
woman 1 have the honor to call my wife, Mrs. 
Lancaster has invited you to grace with your 
presence the next toiree.^^ 

Poor Mrs. Pennythome drew back aghast. 
— "You know. Pierce, I never go out, ' she 
feebly remonstrated ; "I had rather stay with 
Leigh." 

"Cillie, the whole party would languish at 
your absence, and I can not allow it. Besides, 
you will have to matronize your fair daughter- 
in-law, for Mi's. Lancaster is well acquainted 
with the Ogilvies, knows every branch of the 
family, and will ask them to meet us. The 
matter is decided — Friday, the 17th, sees us all 
at Pittville Lodge." 

So saying, he hopped up-stairs, but not before 
Philip's quick ears had caught the whole of the 
last sentence. Indeed, of late he had been ever 
on the watch for some chance information which 
might have reference to Eleanor, whose long 
and unwonted silence had made him feel some- 
what anxious. And even as he walked home 
that night, his memory retained with a curious 
tenacity the date and the place of this reunion 
of the Ogilvie family. He recurred to the 
circumstance again and again, in spite of the 
more serious thoughts which now occupied him ; 
and almost wished that there had been some 
truth in the sneering remarks of Mr. Penny- 
thome as to his own future invitation to Pittville 
Lodge. 

There is an old Norse fable about the Nornir, 
or Fates, who sit weaving the invisible threads 
of human destiny, stretchmg them from heaven 
to earth, winding them in and out about man's 
feet, intercepting and intervolving him wherever 
he moves. One of these gossamers, stirred by 
the breath of Philip's idle wish, thereupon fell 
in his pathway and entangled him. But the 
web, at first light as air, grew afterward into a 
heavy coil, woven of the darkest fibers with 
which humanity is bound. 



CHAPTER XXVm. 

You may rise early, go to bed late, study hard, read 
much, and devour the marrow of the best authors ; and 
when you have done all, be as meager in r^ard of true 
and useful knowledge as PJ^araoh's lean kine after they 
had eaten the fat ones. Bishop Sanderson. 

I Do not think any poet or novelist has ever 
immortalized that curious place well known to 
all dabblers in literature or science, the read- 
ing-room at the British Museum. Yet there is 
hardly any spot more suggestive. You pass 
out of the clear daylight into large, gloomy, 
ghostly rooms, the walls occupied by the mimi- 
mied literature of some centuries, looking out ! 
from glass cases. You see ranged at various 
tables scores of mute readers, who sometimes 
lift up a glance as you pass, and then, like 
Dante's ghosts in purgatory, relapse into their 
penance. Indeed, the whole scene, with the 
spectral attendants flitting to and fro, and the 
dim vista beyond the man who takes the checks 
(alas, for poetic diction !)j might etisily be im- 
agined some Hades of literature, where all pen- 
guiders and brain-workers were doomed to ex- 
p/ate their evil deeds by an etermiy of reading. 



Not only the lover of poetic idealization, but the 
moralizing student of human nature, would find 
much food for thought in the same reading- 
room. Consider what hundreds of literary 
laborers have toiled within these walls ! Prob- 
ably nearly all the clever brains in the three 
kingdoms have worked here at some time or 
other — for nobody ever comes to the reading- 
room for amusement. If a student had moral 
courage enough to ask for the last new novel, 
surely the ghosts of somber, ponderous folios 
would rise up and frown him into annihilation. 
The book of signatures — where every new comer 
is greeted by the politest of attendants, handing 
him the most detestable of pens — ^is in itself a 
rich collection of autographs, comprising almost 
every celebrated name which has risen year by 
year, and many— oh, how many 1 — ^that the world 
has never chronicled at all. 

The reading-room is fertile in this latter class 
— meek followers of Science, who toil after her 
and for her, day by day, and to whom she only 
gives her livery oi rags. You may distinguish 
at a glance one of these habituii of the place, 
shabby in attire, at times almost squalid, plungea 
up to the ears in volumes as rusty and ajQoient 
as himself. At times he is seen timidly propiti- 
ating some attendant with small fragments of 
whispering conversation, listened to condescend- 
ingly, like the purring of a cat which has be- 
come a harmless household appendage. Per- 
haps the poor old student has come daily year 
after year, growing ever older and shabbier, 
until at last the attendants miss him for a week. 
One of them perhaps sees in the papers a death, 
or some mournful coroner's inquest ; and recol- 
lecting the name, identifies it as that of the old 
book-worm. Then probably there is a few 
minutes' confab by the ticket-keeper's den at 
the end of the rooms — one or two of the regular 
frequenters are told of the fact, and utter a 
careless "Poor old fellow, he seemed wearing 
out !" — the books put by for his daily use are 
silently replaced, and one more atom of dis- 
appointed humanity is blotted from the living 
world. 

This illustrative exordium may be consider- 
ed as heralding the advent of a new Museumite 
in the person of Philip Wychnor. Speculations 
something like the foregoing occupied him dur- 
ing the time that he was awaiting the asked-for 
book, and tryin^f to discover among the thick- 
set plantation ol heads — ^brown, black, fair, red, 
and gray — ^young, old, ugly, handsome, patri- 
cian, and plebeian — the identical cranium of his 
new acquaintance, David Drysdale. First, he 
thought of promenading the long alleys, and 
peering over every table, but this sort of run- 
ning the gauntlet was too much for his nerves. 
So, inquiring of the head attendant — the tute- 
lary Lar of the place, who knew every body 
and helped every body — a sort of literary lion's- 
provider, with good-nature as unfailing and uni- 
versal as his information — Philip soon learned 
the whereabouts of old Drysdale. 

There he was, with his bald head peering 
from a semicircle of most formidable books; 
looking by the daylight a little older and a little 
more rusty in attire. He greeted his youn? 
friend with a pleased look, and began to talk i 
the customary Museum undertone. It was 
drowsy munauT, s\xc\i q& «k ^poeX ^ov]^ W^eiw ^ 
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the distant humming of the Hybla bees ; and 
perha'ps the simile is not inapt with regard to 
this curious literary hive. 

" Glad to see you here, my young friend — 
very glad — shows youVe in earnest," said Drys- 
dale. "Ever been here before?" 

Philip answered in the negative. 

" Isn't it a fine place — a grand place ? Fancy 
miles of books, stratum upon stratum — what a 
gtorious literary formation !" Excuse me," he 
added, smiling, " but I've been reading geology 
all the morning, and then I always catch my- 
self ^talking shop,^ as some would elegantly 
express it. You don't study the science, I be- 
lieve?" 

" No," said Philip ; " the earth's beautiful 
outside is enough for me. I never wished to 
dive beneath it.'" 

"Mistaken there, my good sir," answered the 
other, in a tone of gentle reproof; "you should 
try to learn a little of every thing. I always 
do. When I hear of any science or study, I 
feel quite uncomfortable until I have mastered 
it, or, at least, know enough of it to form a 
judgment on the remainder. You would be 
astonished at the heterogeneous mass I have 
here" — here, as usual, he pointed to his fore- 
head — " and I'm still working on. ^ Indeed, I 
should feel something like Alexander the Great 
at the world's end, if I thought there were no 
more sciences for me to conquer. But that is 
not likely," said the philosopher, -with an air of 
great consolation, as he eyed affectionately the 
pile of books that surrounded him. 

Philip, fearful of interrupting his work, said so. 

"Bless you, no I I can settle to it again di- 
rectly." 

"This would seem a capital place for the 
study of human nature," observed Philip; "I 
never saw such a collection of odd people ;" 
and then he checked himself, and colored with 
sensitive apprehension, on account of his com- 
panion. 

But Drysdale only laughed. " Yes, I believe 
we are an odd set — we don't care at all for our 
outward man. There lies the difference be- 
tween your man of science, the regular old 
bookworm, and your man of refined genius — a 

{Doet, for instance. Their minds may be equal- 
y great, but are of a totally opposite character. 
The latter sort has the best of it, for with him 
the soul has greater influence over the body. I 
never knew a genius yet — mind you, I use the 
word in its largest sense — ^who did not carry 
about with him, either in face or person, or in a 
certain inexplicable grace of manner, the patent 
of nobility which Heaven has bestowed upon 
him; while the hard-working grubbers in sci- 
ence and acquired learning often find the mud 
sticking to them ! Their pursuits are too much 
of this world to let them soar like those light- 
winged fellows. One class is the quicksilver of 
earth — the other, its plain, useful iron. You 
couldn't do well without either, I fancy — eh ?" 

And the old philosopher rubbed his hands, 
and pausing in his oration, sat balancing himself 
on the edge of one of those comfortable chairs 
with which a benign government indulges Mu- 
seum-frequenters. Philip, much amused, tried 
to draw the conversation into its original channel. 

" You have a few fair students also ; I see a 
sprinkling of bonnets here and there." 



Drysdale shrugged his shoulders. " Ah, yes ! 
Much good may it do them! Some of them 
seem to work hard enough, poor little souls! 
but they had far better be at home making pud- 
dings. I don't like learned women in general ; 
— not that I mean women of intellect and feel- 
ing, regular workers in literature; but small 
philosophers in petticoats, just dipping their 
pretty feet into the sciences, aqid talking as if they 
had taken the whole bath. Here's one of them I'* 
added the old gentleman, with visible discom- 
fiture as a diminutive dame in all the grace of 
fashionable costume floated up the center-aisle, 
we were about to write, and may still do so, 
considering what a great temple of literature we 
are now describing. 

" Ah, Drysdale ! you are just the very person . 
I want," lisped the new comer; and Philip at 
once recognized both face and voice as belong- 
ing to the lady he had once glanced at in Mr. 
Pennythorne's hall. He began to notice with 
some curiosity the well-known Mrs. Lancaster. 
Rather surprised was he to find so stylish a 
dame on terms of condescending familiarity 
with old David Drysdale. But Philip did not 
know that lion-hunters often prefer for their 
menageries the most rugged and eccentric ani- 
mals of that royal breed. Besides, the shabbi- 
ness and singularities of the queer-looking philos- 
opher were tolerated every where, even among 
the elegant clique who honored literature by 
their patronage. 

Philip Wychnor was too courteous to gratify 
his curiosity by much open observation, still ho 
could not but be amused by the visit of this fair 
literary devotee. The excellent presiding Lar 
before mentioned, who was especially the good 
genius of feminine bookworms, found himself 
perpetually engaged in foraging out ponderous 
volumes. These she carelessly turned over — 
to the imminent peril of her delicate lemon-col- 
ored gloves — and then as carelessly threw them 
aside. One or two quiet, elderly readers, at 
the other side of the table, had their studies 
grievously interrupted by the ^uick, sharp 
voice; and no doubt, devoutly wished all fe- 
male literati, and this one especially, in some 
distant paradise of fools, not particularly speci- 
fied. At last Mrs. Lancaster began to look 
about her, and talk in an under-tone to David 
Drysdale. Wychnor thought it was some literary 
secret, and with quite needless delicacy made 
for himself an errand to the catalogue-stand. 

Now Mrs. Lancaster, besides her widely pro- 
fessed admiration for literature, had a slight 
mania for art, as regards its developments in 
physical beauty ; at least, so she said ; and was 
forever hunting up models of perfection where- 
with to fill her drawing-rooms. She had been 
watching for some time Philip's exquisitely- 
marked profile, as he stooped over his book, and 
now inquired — 

" By-the-by, Drysdale" — (Mrs. Lancaster af- 
fected, in common with many literary ladies, 
the disagreeable and mannish custom of address- 
ing her male acquaintance without the Mr.) 
" By-the-by, Drysdale, who is that clever-look- 
ing, handsome youth ? He was talking to you 
when I came in." 
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how almost impossible it is for a literary man to 
work his way without entering into the general 
society of the fraternity, and making personal 
interests, which materially aid his fortune, 
though it is his own fault if he suffer them to 
compromise his independence. Therefore Drys- 
dale saw at once what an advantage it would 
be to Wychnor to gain admission into Mrs. Lan- 
caster's clever circle. Immediately he set to 
work to clear the way, by judicious commend- 
ations. 

" Really, is he so very talented ? I knew I 
was right, for my observation never fails !" ex- 
claimed the gratified lady. And she began to 
dilate anatomically upon Philip's face andskull, 
in order to prove her full acquaintance with La- 
vater and Gall. Old Drysdale shrugged his 
shoulders and listened. He never wasted words 
on persons of Mrs. Lancaster's stamp—*' prefer- 
ring," as he often said, " to let himself be pelted 
with swine's chaff, rather than cast his own 
pearls before them.'' 

However, as soon as Philip returned to the 
table he performed the introduction for which 
the mistress of Pittville Lodge was so anxious. 
Wychnor was agreeably surprised to find him- 
self graciously invited to accompany her " ex- 
cellent friend Drysdale" to join the constellation 
of literary stars that were to illuminate the 
Lodge with their presence on the identical 17th. 

"By the by, Drysdale," continued the lady, 
" you who have such a fancy for youthful gen- 
iuses will meet one that night — a Miss Katharine 
Ogilvie." Here Philip's heart beat quicker — 
it always did so at the name of Ogilvie. Mrs. 
Lancaster went on. *' She is w^onderfuUy clever, 
and so lovely ! — quite a Corinne at nineteen. I 
never was more surprised than when I met her 
last week ; for, three years ago, I was staying 
at her father's. Sir Robert Ogilvie of Summer- 
wood Park, and she seemed the most ordinary 
little girl imaginable." 

" Humph ! dare say she is the same now. 
Mrs. Lancaster's swans are always geese," 
muUered Drysdale, in an aside. 

Philip's heart beat quicker than ever, for he 
remembered Eleanor's Christmas visit, and won- 
dered whether by any chance she had . then 
spoken of him to Mrs. Lancaster. He did not 
know that the name which lies deepest in a 
woman's heart is the last which is likely to rise 
to her lips. But so it was, that except the 
chance allusion of Hugh, Philip Wychnor had 
not once been mentioned at Summerwood. 

Mrs. Lancaster, as she prepared to depart, 
turned from the imperturbable old philosopher 
to her new acquaintance. " I am sure a man 
of genius like yourself, Mr. Wychnor, will be 
delighted with my young improvisatrice^ as I 
callTier ; indeed, she is quite an ideal of romance. 
Only be sure you do not fall in love with her, 
for people say she is engaged to a cousin of 
hers, who is always at Summerwood. Apropos, 
Drysdale, in this said Christmas visit young 
Paul Lynedon accompanied us. You know 
him — indeed, you know every body. He has 
not written to me this long while. What has 
become of him?" 

" Can't say, and don't care," replied the old 
man, rather gruffly, for his patience was getting 
exhausted. 
'' You never chanced to meet Paul Lynedon, 



Mr. Wychnor ?'* Philip made a negative motion 
of the head, and the voluble lacfy continued. 
*' You would have exactly suited each other — 
he was such a charming creature — so full of 
talent. But I must not stay chattering here. 
Adieu I au revotV." And Mrs. Lancaster evan- 
ished gracefully from the reading-room. 

David Drysdale began to breathe freely, and 
shook himself with an air of great relief, some- 
what after the fashion of an old house-dog round 
whose nose a troublesome fly has been buzzing. 
Then he settled down among his books in a 
silence which Philip did not feel inclined to 
interrupt. 

Mrs. Lancaster's idle talk had stirred a few 
conflicting thoughts in the young man's bosom. 
With a natural curiosity, he looked forward to 
seeing this young cousin of Eleanor's, who, as 
report said, was likely to become her sister too. 
Forgetting how false rumor somtimes is, and 

how complete was the seclusion of L , he 

felt surprised — almost vexed — that his afi^anced 
had not alluded to the fact. He wondered also 
that she had never made mention of Mrs. Lan- 
caster, or of this fascinating Paul Lynedon, 
whose name now reached him for the first time. 

It might have been an error in judgment, and 
yet it was from a noble and truly feminine del- 
icacy, that Eleanor never told her betrothed 
of the love she had refused. She had none of 
that contemptible vanity which would fain carry 
about as a trophy a string of trampled and 
broken hearts, ready to flourish them before the 
eyes of the accepted lover, should the warning 
be required. Even amidst her own happiness 
she ha^ sighed over the wound she gave, and 
kept the knowledge of that rejected love sacred 
from all, as every generous, delicate-minded 
woman will. But her silence now aroused 
more than one doubt in the mind of PhOip 
Wychnor. This was wrong ; he knew it, too; 
yet, being restless and uneasy, framed excuses 
for this idle jealousy over every action of his 
beloved Eleanor. But Philip Wychnor was a 
man, after all, and no man living ever can trost 
as a woman does. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

My mind misgives 
Some consequence, yet hanging in the ttan 
Will bitterly begin its fearAil date 
From this night's revels. Shakspcark. 

Each word swam in on my brain 
With a dim, dilating pain, 

Tillitbarst 

—I fell— flooded with a Dark 

In the silence of a swoon. 
When I rose, still cold and stark, 

There was night ! 

£. B. Browniko. 

Nothing could be better arranged than Mrs. 
Lancaster's soirees. She collected and grouped 
her guests as artistically as a fashionable bou- 
quetiere disposes her flowers. They were not all 
literary people — far from it : the hostess was too 
well acquainted with the idiosyncracies and pe- 
culiarities of the fraternity to risk any such het- 
erogeneous conunixture. She adroitly sprinkled 
here and there a few of those fair, scentless 
blossoms — evening-party demoiselles — who might 
be consvdeted ?^s Vvvied qxA-^ Iot x^aa iv\^\.^\\Jca 
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the flowers on the staircase, to adorn the man- 
sion. And then, amid the gay cluster of ordinary 
humanities, might be distinguished some homely- 
looking plant, whose pungent aroma nevertheless 
diffused itself throughout the whole parterre — 
the poet of Nature's making, who brought into 
refined saloons all the freshness, and a great 
deal of the mud, from the clods among which 
he was born. There, too, was the dandy author, 
who, when deigning to handle the pen, considered 
literature much the obliged party; the keen, 
sarcastic wit, the porcupine of society, whom 
every body hated, yet treated with respect for 
fear of his quills, and the timid aspirant, who 
sat in a corner, and watched the scene with 
reverent and somewhat fearful eyes. All these 
were ingeniously amalgamated, so as to form 
the very perfection of retmions. Nobody felt 
obliged to "talk blue;" and while the heavy 
conversationalists had full play in snug corners, 
there were interludes of both dancing and music 
to lighten the hearts and heels of the rest. 

Philip Wychnor watched this moving pano- 
rama with considerable interest. He had never 
been much in society, and all was novel to him. 
David Drysdale, who kept close beside him, took 
quite a child-like pleasure in witnessing the 
amusement of his young acquaintance, and in 
pointing out to him the various concomitants 
which made up the soiree. 

" There stand the Merry-go-rounds," said he, 
pointing to a curiously-mingled group, in which 
the most prominent were a very big man and a 
very little one. " They all belong to the Merry- 
go-round paper — you may know that by their 
talk, which comprises a whole artillery of fun 
and jest. But they have a character for wit to 
keep up, and mtist do it, well or ill, like the 
kings' tools of old." 

"Amateur assumers of the cap and bells, I 
presume ?" observed Philip, smiling. 

" Just so ; but not all of them. Look at that 
man to whom every body listens whenever he 
opens his lips, as though he dropped from them 
pearls and diamonds. He buzzes about like a 
wasp, and wherever he settles for a minute, it is 
nine chances to one that he does not leave a sting 
behind. But he is a great fellow, nevertheless 
— ^brimming over witn wit; his tongue and 
his pen are like lancets ; and if they do bleed 
Dame Society pretty freely, it is most frequently 
to keep down the lady'6 own plethora, and re- 
move all bad humors." 

" Who is that gay butterfly of a young man, 
who seems to set himself in opposition to your 
wasp?" inquired Philip. "He keeps up an in- 
cessant rattle of small witticisms, chiefly directed 
to the ladies, with whom he appears qmte a pet." 

" Did you ever know true coin that had not 

its counterfeit ?" said Drysdale. " He is a small 

mimic of the other — a mushroom wit, sprung up 

in a night out of the very refuse-bed of literature. 

He belongs to the Young England School of 

authorship— impudent jesters wno turn the most 

earnest things of life into farce — ^who would 

parody Milton, and write a comic history of the 

Bible. 

' ]|(|;put in every honest hand a whip, 
Til lash the rascals nalced through the world,* ** 

cried worthy old David, with an energy that, 
while it maae Philip smile, touched him deeply. 
That one grain of true earnestness seemed to 



purify the whole heartless, worldly mass around 
him. The young man grew stronger in heart 
and purpose every hour of his association with 
Drysdale. 

" There are two of another set. You will find 
all this literary world divided into sets," observed 
the old philosopher, glancing toward a couple 
who were talking together a little aloof from 
the rest. 

" You mean that patriarchal old man, with a 
grand, massive head, and the younger one, with 
hair parted in the center, and a face that re- 
minds one of Raphael's angels ? I have been 
watching them some time — they talk so earnest- 
ly, and are such a picturesque couple to look at : 
only I don't like that outre style of dress," saia 
Philip. 

"Yet there is a great deal of good in them, 
for all that," answered his companion; "they 
belong to the Progress movement — people sin- 
cere and earnest i.n their way, only they are 
ever trying to move the world with their own 
small Archimedean lever — rather a vain task. 
Now, though I hold that every man ought quietly 
to put his shoulder to the wheel, and give society 
a shove onward, as far as he can in his petty 
life-time, yet I don't like much talking about it. 
With these Progress people it is often * great cry 
and little wool.° They are always bemoaning 
with Hamlet, that 

* The time is out of joint,' 

but rarely attempt to *set it right.' " 

"I agree with you," said Philip; "I believe 
less in universal than individual movements. If 
every man began the work of reformation in him- 
self first, and afterward in his own circle, there 
would be no need of public revolutions at all. 
To use your own favorite system of symboliza- 
tion, Mr. Drysdale," continued the young man, 
with a good-humored smile, "I think thatquietl^ 
undermining a rock is far better than blowing it 
up with guapowder, because in the latter case 
you never know how far the work of destruction 
may extend, and you run a chance of being 
knocked on the head by the fragments." 

Drysdale patted his young friend on the arm, 
with an air of gratified approval. " That's right 
— quite right! learn to think for yourself, and 
don't be afraid of speaking what you think, my 
dear boy— excuse me for calling you so, but you 
are a boy to me." 

Philip was about to express his sincere pleas- 
ure in this new friendship of theirs, when Mrs. 
Lancaster glided through the still increasing 
crowd. 

" Drysdale, where are you ? Here in a corner ! 
Fie, fie ! when every one wants to talk to you." 

" Perhaps I can not quite return the compli- 
ment, ma*am," answered the old philosopher, 
rather abruptly, for if he had any cynical pro- 
pensities, they were always drawn out by the 
flippant tongue of Mrs. Lancaster. 

" Now really, that's too bad ! What a nice, 
good, disagreeable, comical creature you are! 
Here is your old acquaintance, Mr. Penny thome, 
asking for you." 

And as she spoke, the individual alluded to 
made his appearance, shook hands with Drysdale^ 
and then turuuia xwoA.^ ^^^c^vs^dX ^\^^ q»\^'^«5ss!^ 

\ mailed lUx. ^^ta.^\>aarM^^^ ^^nx^xsv^ ^n.^xc^x^ 
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ment, bat he was too much a man of the world 
to seem discomposed by any thing. He hopped 
up to Philip with a cordial greeting. 

"My dear young friend — delighted to meet 
you so unexpectedly, and in such charming 
society too. And so you know that excellent 
old Drysdale : how surprising I how pleasant !" 
And he bustled away to another part of the 

room, wondering within himself what the 

(Mr. Pennythorne's expletives were always con- 
fined to mere thoughts) brought the young ras- 
eal there. 

" You must come with me, Drysdale," pursued 
Mrs. Lancaster, laying her tiny white-gloved 
hand on the rough coat-sleeve of the shaggy- 
looking old philosopher, who looked in that gay 
assemblage something like the dog Diogenes 
amidst the train of canine Alexanders in Land- 
seer's picture ; " I want to introduce you to my 
young Corinne — my improvisatrice.^^ 

But Drysdale still hung back. He had an un- 
pleasant recollection of innumerable dainty MSS. 
and scores of young-ladyish poems with which 
he had been deluged in consequence of doing 
the civil to Mrs. Lancaster's literary protegees. 

*'It is I who ought to be introduced to Mr. 
Drysdale," said a sweet young voice behind; 
and the old man could not resist either the voice 
or the bewitching smile that adorned the lips 
through which it passed. 

Philip turned gently roimd, and looked at 
Katharine Ogilvie. She was indeed dazzlingly 
beautiful — the more so perhaps from the ex- 
treme simplicity of her white dress, which con- 
trasted strongly with the be-laced and be-furbe- 
lowed throng around. Her small, Greek-shaped 
head had no ornament but the magnificent purple- 
black hair, which was gathered up in a knot be- 
hind, giving to her classic features a character 
more okissic still. But there was no impassive 
marble beauty about the face. It was all woman 
— ^the lips now dimpling with smiles, now trem- 
bling with ill concealed emotion as some sudden 
thought passed through her mind. How diff*erent 
from the shy girl who, years before, had moved 
timidly amidst the same scene, in the same 
place! 

Katharine felt it so j and her heart was full — 
• running over with the delicious memories that 
every moment renewed, and dilating with a joy- 
ful pride as she compared the present with the 
past. She felt she was beautiful — she saw how 
every eye followed her admiringly; she knew 
that even over that gay and gifted circle the 
spell of her talents and her fascinations was cast. 
She gloried in the knowledge. 

"He would not be ashamed of me now," she 
murmured to herself with a proud, happy smile. 
^^No ; when he comes again he will find Kath- 
arine not unworthy, even of him." 

And the thought kindled a new luster in her 
eyes, and lent an unwonted softness to every tone 
of her melodious voice. How happy she was! 
nay, she seemed to cast every where around her 
an atmosphere of gentle gladness. She inclined 
particularly toward old David Drysdale ; and he, 
on his part, thawed into positive enthusiasm 
beneath the sunshine of her influence. 

"I wished much to see yoji, Mr. Drysdale," 

she said at )ast, though somewhat timidly, when 

tAe conversation with him had grown into quite 

a frjeniily chat. "/ hsLwe heard oi you before, 



from — ^from an old acquaintance of yours," and 
the quick color rose lightly in her che^. 

" My dear young lady, I am really honored — 
delighted!" answered the old man, charmed 
almost into compliment " Who could it be ?" 

Katharine's lips' trembled while they framed 
the name of Paul Lynedon. 

*' Lynedon — Ah ! I remember him — fine fellow 
to look at, withNa great deal in him- But ours 
was a very slight acquaintance. I have heard 
nothing of him since he went abroad. Ever 
been abroad. Miss Ogilvie?" added Drysdale, 
unconsciously turning the conversation ; at which 
Katharine felt a vague disappointment, for it 
was pleasant even to hear a stranger utter the 
name that was the music of her heart. 

" No !" she repliedi " I know scarcely any 
thing of the world except from books." 

"And perhaps the knowledge thus gained is 
the best, after all ; at least so says my young 
friend Philip Wychnor here," said Drysdale, 
good-naturedly turning to where his new favor- 
ite sat aloof. Philip was trying to alleviate his 
rather dull position with lookmg over various 
books. 

"Philip Wychnor!" echoed Katharine, sud- 
denly recollecting the name. It caught the 
owner's ear, and the eyes of the two young 
people met. "This must be Eleanor's friend: 
there can not be two Philip Wychnors," she saia 
to herself; and with womanly tact and kindliness, 
seeing he was a stranger, she tried to break the 
awkwardness of his position, and bring him into 
the conversation. 

" I believe you are not quite unknown to me, 
Mr. Wychnor," said Katharine, as Philip- 
answering Drysdale' s summons — bowed in ac- 
knowledgment of the introduction. " Are you 
not a friend of my two cousins Hugh and Eleanor 
Ogilvie?" 

Philip answered " Yes." He did not use the 
ridiculous form, " I have that honor," &c. 

Katharine thought his agitation sprang from 
the shyness of one unused to society; women 
have so much more self-possession than men. 
She tried to re-assure him by continuing to talk. 
"I am quite delighted to meet you," and she 
offered her hand with a graceful frankness. 
"I remember perfectly how warmly my cousins 
spoke of you — Eleanor especially. What a dear 
sweet girl she is — is she not ?" she added warm- 
ly; and was rather surprised when 'Philip an- 
swered, in a grave, constrained tone — 

" There is no lady I respect more than Miss 
Eleanor Ogilvie. And her brother — ^how is he ?" 
continued Wychnor, not daring to trust his voice 
with a more direct questmn. 

"Hugh is quite well, 1 believe — I hope — ^he 
left Summerwood some days since," said Kath- 
arine, while a shadow of annoyance passed over 
her face, and the clear brow was contracted for 
a moment. 

"To join his sister; I conclude?" was the 
tremulous question- of the tever. 

" Oh, no ! Eleanor is gone abroad, you know." 

"Gone abroad?" 

"Yes, to Naples, with Mrs. Breynton, her 
friend, and your annt — ^is she not? I thoii||fat of 
course you were aware of the fact." 

Philip felt sick at heart ; muttering some un- 
, connected words, Vv© \\w^^d to look. Cot Drysdale, 
\ for he had no ^vf ei Xo svxsX^vxv \\va QiO\ssi^x^?cCvBVN.» 
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However, the old man was gone. At another 
time Katharine's curiosity and sympathy would 
have been excited ; but now her attention was 
drawn away from him by a chance word— one 
that, whenever she heard it, pierced, with a 
clear, trumpet-tone through th6 buzz of conver- 
gation — the name of Paul Lynedon. 

Katharine and Philip chanced to sit together 
on one of those round ottomans which seem 
made for double tete-a-tetes ; and behind them 
were a lady and gentleman chatting merrily. 

"Mr. Lynedon!" repeated the latter. "So, 
my dear Miss Trevor, you really know my ex- 
cellent friend Paul Lynedon." 

" I should rather say 1 knew him — eince it is 
several years since we met. He went on the 
continent, I believe ? A sudden departure, was 
it not. Dr. Saville ?" 

" Hem ! my dear madam, a little mystery 
that I would not mention to any one but to you, 
who were his particular friend. In fact, poor 
Lynedon was in love." 

" You don't say so !" 
^ " Oh, yes ; he told me all about it at the time 
— ^long attachment — clovers' quarrel, but pf course 
made up directly, as my Lizzie — ^that is, Mrs. 
Doctor Saville — said it would be." 

" 'All's well that ends well !' Really I am 
quite glad of it, for I had a very great regard 
for Mr. Lynedon," said Miss Trevor, cordially. 
' " Are they married yet ?" 

" No ; but I have every reason to believe the 
erent will soon take place, for I saw in yester- 
day's paper the lady's name as one of the visit- 
ants in a certain Italian town — the very same 
from whence Lynedon's last letter was dated. 
Sly fellow ! — ^he writes so full of happiness. I 
think 1 have the letter in my pocket now — if I 
did not send it home this morning to Lizzie. 
No ! here it is." 

Every word of this mixture of truth and false- 
hood fell on the stunned ear of Katharine Ogilvie. 
Yet she sat immovable, her fingers still turning 
over the book on her lap, her lips still fixed in 
the courteous smile of attention. Once only her 
eyes wandered, with an air of half-frenzied in- 
credulousness, over the letter which Dr. Saville 
held. It was the same hand< — his hand ! Pas- 
sionate in all her impulses, she drank in, un- 
doubting, the horrible truth. Her heart died 
within her, and was turned to stone. 

The next moment Dr. Saville moved to make 
way for Mrs. Lancaster, who fluttered up, all 
empressementj and entreated her "sweet Kath- 
arine" to sing. 

Katharine rose, and crossed the room with a 
steady footstep. Philip Wychnor, brooding over 
his own troubled thoughts, felt relieved when 
her departure caused a cessation in the idle talk, 
to which he had listened merely from a passing 
euriosity concerning Paul Lynedon. But the 
conversation was immediately renewed. 

" What a lovely girl that is, and with what 
intense feeling she sings !" observed a gentle- 
man to Miss Trevor, as Katherine's voice came 
from the inner room, clear, full, and pure, with- 
out one tremulous tone. 

" Yes ; she is a sweet creature — a Miss Kath- 
arine Ogilvie." 
^ " Ogilvie — how singular ! Has she any sis- 

ters ?'° inquired Dr. Saville, much surprised. 

'*jS'Oj I believe not. Why do you ask ?" 



" Because the name of Paul Lynedon's love 
was Ogilvie — Eleanor Ogilvie." 

There was a movement of the fashionable 
crowd, as one of the guests hastily wound his 
way through, and passcB out of the door. When 
David Drysdale came to inquire for his young 
friend, Philip Wychnor was already gone. StiU 
the gay throng fluttered, laughed, and chattered, 
for an hour or two more, and then dispersed. 

" My dear Katharine, how silent you are !" 
remarked Lady Ogilvie, as the carriage drove 
homeward. 

" I am tired, mother — very weary. Let me 
alone !" was the answer, in a cold, sharp tone, 
that excited the mild reproach, 

" Really my dear, I don't think your temper 
is improved by the admiration you receive." 

There was no reply and the two parents dozed 
off" to sleep. 

Katharine reached her own room, and locked 
the door. Then she flung her arms above her 
head with a wild cry of agony — half-sob, half- 
moan — and fell heavily on the floor. 



CHAPTER XXX 

There I maddened Life swept through me into 

fever, 
And my soul sprang up astonished— sprang fuU-statured 
in an hour ; 
— Know you what it is when anguish with apocalyptic 
Never 
To a Pythian height dilates you and despair sublimes 
^ to power 1 

E. B. Browning. 

Am I mad, that I sliould cherish that which bears such 

bitter fruit 1 
I will pluck it from my bosom, though my heart be at iti 

root. 

Tennyson. 

O YE cold clear winter stars, look down pity- 
ingly on that solitary chamber where was pour- 
ed out the anguish of first passionate love! 
Erring it might be — hopeless, visionary, even 
unmaidenly — but it was pure, nursed in solitude, 
and hidden from all human eyes. With strength 
such as woman only knows, Katharine for hours 
had sung, talked, and sat in silence ; but when 
she was alone the terrible cry of her despair 
burst forth. 

It was indeed despair; not pining, girlish 
sorrow. She neither fainted nor wept ; but she 
crouched on the floor, swaying {o and fro, her 
small hands tightly clenched, her whole frame 
convulsed with a choking agony. 

" Oh God ! — oh God ! — let me die !" rose up 
the almost impious cry of the stricken heart that 
in happiness had rarely known either thanks- 
giving or prayer — ^while moan after moan broke 
the night-stillness. She breathed no word — ^not 
even his name. All that she felt then was a 
longing for silence— darkness— death. 

But this stupor did not last. Her burning, 
tearless eyes, wandering round the room, fell 
first on the flowers she wore — his favorites — 
then on a book he had given her — alas! her 
whole daily life was full of mementoes of him. 
At once the flood of anguish burst forth unre- 
strained. 

" 0\ Pa.TvV "tftxiN.., T«»sX. \ ^v^ 'cSv -^^so. ^^ 
more*?— \s Wife o\^ Xaxsv^ ^i^wv^ W^^x^ JX^^ 
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forgotten — all is darkness, darkness ! Oh, God, 
that I could die !" 

And then, like a lightning-flash, came the 
thought, that even that old time over which she 
mourned Lad been only a self-beguiling dream. 
He had never loved her, not even then j but he 
had made her believe so. That moment a new 
storm of passion arose in her heart. 

" He deceived me j he deceived me even 
then ! I in my madness have given him all — 
life, hope, youth ; and he has given me — nothing ! 
Paul 1 Paul Lynedon !" (and rising up she stood 
erect — pride, indignation, scorn, on eye, lip, and 
lofty stature), "how dared you utter your false 
words to me when another was in your heart ! 
How dared you call me ' dear Katharine,' when 
you loved not me, but her ? And now you will 
go and jest with her over the poor foolish girl 
who trembled and blushed in your sight, who 
had given you her whole heart's love, and would 
have died lor yours !" ' 

Katharine paced the chamber, her step quick 
and wrathful, her face burning with shame. 
Then she stopped before the mirror, and sur- 
veyed herself from head to foot, regarding in- 
tently the beauty in which she had so gloried 
for his sake. 

" He shall never say that I pined for him in 
unrequited love — I, Katharine Ogilvie, whom 
the world calls fair, who might have been ad- 
mired, loved — ay, worshiped. But I gave up 
all for him." And her memory pictured the 
face of Hugh, as when he had last bade her good- 
by, pale, sad, with tears in the kind eyes that 
had watched over her for so many years. Hfs 
love, if rude, was deep and sincere, and hardly 
merited a rejection so cold and scornful as she 
had lately given. Then in her heart dawned a 
purpose, sprung from the passion which for the 
time had almost changed to hate, and now 
warped every feeling of her impulsive nature. 
It was a purpose from which every woman who 
loves with a calm, pure love, however hopeless, 
would turn shuddering aside, feeling how great 
was the sin. 

"You shall never triumph over me — you, 
Paul, and that wife of yours ! you shall never 
laugh together at the girl who broke her heart 
for love. No; I will live — live to make the 
world know, and you know, what I am ! Yes, 
you shall hear of me — my beauty, and my 
talents !" And a strange bitter laugh of self- 
derision broke from those white lips, over which, 
a few hours before, had dimpled the sweet, 
happy, girlish smile. But that never came again 
— no, never more \ 

You, O Man ! who with your honey words 
and your tender looks steal away a young girl's 
heart for thoughtless or selfish vanity, do you 
know what it is you do ? Do you know what 
it is to turn ihe precious fountain of woman's 
first love into a very Marah, whose bitterness 
may pervade her whole life's current — crushing 
her, if humble, beneath the torture of self-con- 
tempt^or, if proud, making her cold, heartless, 
revengeful — quick to w^ound others as she has 
herself been wounded? And if she marry, 
what is her fate ? She has lost that instinctive 
worship of what is noble in man, which causes 
a woman gladly to follow out the righteous 
aJtar-vow, and in ^^ honoring'^ and "obeying" 
her husbandj to create the sunshine of her home. 



And this is caused by your deed I Is not sach 
deed a sin ? Ay, almost second to that deadly 
one which ruins life and fame, body and soul! 
Yet man does both toward w^oman, and goes 
smiling amidst the world, which smiles at him 
again ! 

It may be said, and perhaps truly, that with 
most young girls love is a mere fancy ; that the 
pain, if any, is soon forgotten, and so the inflic- 
tion of it becomes no crime. But how few 
hearts are ever read, even by those nearest and 
dearest ! There m&y be in the inmost core of 
many, a w^orm of which the world never knows. 
And every now and then, undistinguished out- 
wardly from the vapid, fickle tribe, may be found 
some impassioned nature like Katharine Ogil- 
vie's — of such an one, a blow like this makes 
either a noble martyr-heroine, or a w^oman over 
whom the very demons gloat ; for they see in 
her their own hkeness — she is a fallen angel too. 

The distant clanging of Summerwood church- 
clock resounded above the moaning of the bleak 
November wind — one, two, three, four. Katha- 
rine heard the strokes, and paused. Twelve 
hours before, she had counted them and longed 
for the passing of the brief winter twilight, that 
the pleasant night mi|y;ht come. It would per- 
haps bring — not the sight of Paul Lynedon, that 
she knew was impossible — but at least some 
tidings of him. Now — oh, terrible change! 
It was from a world of sunshine, to the same 
world encompassed by a thick darkness — ^not 
that of holy, star-spangled night, but the dark- 
ness of a heavy mist, which pierced into the 
very soul. Yet she must walk through it, and 
alone ! The dull blank future lifted itself up 
before her with terrible distinctness. Year 
after year to live and endure, and she scarce 
twenty yet ! Katharine shuddered j one wild 
thought of death — blessed, peaceful death, self- 
summoned — entered her soul; but that soul was 
still too pure to let the evil spirit linger there. 
Flinging herself on her knees, she buried her 
head in the little white bed — where night after 
night she had lain down ; reserving always, 
when the day's cares or pleasures were thought . 
over, a few minutes to muse in the still darkness 
upon her secret maiden-love ; and then had gone 
calmly to sleep, breathing, with an earnest, 
tender blessing, the one beloved name. Now, 
that name must never be uttered more I 

" O God !" she moaned, forgetting her usual 
form of nightly prayer — alas for Katharine ! in 
forms only had she learned to pray — "O God! 
have mercy — have mercy on me !") 
I 'Let us speak no more of this night's agony. 
It was such as no human being has ever wit- 
nessed, or ever will, for the heart's most terrible 
' struggles must be borne alone. But a few have 
felt it — God help those few I He only who gave 
to our mortal nature the power of loving with 
such intensity, can guide, and sway, and comfort 
in a like hour. 

'But Katharine Ogilvie knew not this; there- 
fore, ere the wild prayer which despair had 
wrung forth passed from her lips, its influence 
had vanished from her heart. Into that poor 
torn heart entered evil unknown before : and its 
chambers, no longer swept and garnished^ became 
neglected and defiled. 

TVie wotld'a dauvly rouud goes on, heedless of 
\ U£e, deaxYi, \o\ft^ \\\a \)Me^ ^tVscaaxA.^ ^VvOo. ^issa? 



THE OGILVIES. 



75 



pose its sorrows and its joys. Katharine lay down 
and slept — ^yes, slept ; for terrible suffering often 
brings torpor. In the morning she arose and 
dressed — calmly, without a tear or moan — all 
such were long past ! Only once — as she stood 
arranging her long, beautiful hair, in which she 
always took great pride, for his hand had rested 
on it — the remembrance struck into her heart 
like a dagger. She could have rent the mag- 
nificent tresses from her head, she could have 
cursed the beauty that had failed to win Paul 
Lynedon ! Henceforward, if she regarded at all 
the self-adornment which in due measure is es- 
sential to a womai^ it would be, not from that 
loving desire to be fair and pleasing, but from a 
desperate, vain-glorious pride. She would drive 
men mad with her beauty, dazzle them blind, set 
her foot on their necks, and laugh them to scorn ! 

Katharine passed down the stair-case. The 
study door was open, and her grandfather's 
great cat came purring about her feet, inviting 
ner in. But to cross the threshold of the well- 
known room! Every thing in it cried out with 
.a fiend-like mocking voice — " Fool — fool — self- 
deceiving fool ! The past, the precious past — is 
nothing — was nothing. Blot it out forever !" 

She shivered, locked the door, and fled down 
the hall. On the table lay some green-house 
flowers — the old gardener's daily offering. Above 
them her bird sang to her its morning welcome ; 
the gladder because the clear winter sunshine 
reached it even in its cage. Mechanically 
Katharine placed the flowers in water ; gave the 
bird his groundsel ; stooped down to stroke her 
ever-attendant purring favorite; — but the great 
change had come. Girlhood's simple pleasures 
were no more for her ; she had reached the en- 
trance of that enchanted valley which is either 
paradise or hell — crossed it, and shut the gate 
behind her — forever. 

"Don't stay here longer than you like, my 
dear," said Lady Ogilvie, as, long after break- 
fast was over, and Sir Robert had ridden off to 
London, Katharine, contrary to her custom, lin- 
gered in the room, sitting motionless by the fire, 
with her hands — those dear, active, little hands, 
generally employed in something or other — 
lolded listlessly on her lap. She turned round, 
bent her head assentingly, and then gazed once 
more on the fire. 

"Still here, Katharine!" again mildly won- 
dered Lady Ogilvie, as she paused, after some 
housekeeping* arrangements. " Pray, my love, 
do not let me keep you from your studies. I am 
not at all dull alone, you know ; run away if you 
like." 

"I can't, mamma, I am tired ;" said Katharine, 
wearily. "Let me stay with you." 

" By all means, dear child. Really you do not 
look well ; come and lay your head on my lap, 
as you know you always like to ^." 

She drew her daughter to her feet, and as 
usual began smoothing her hair with motherly 
tenderness, talking all the while in her mild, 
q^iet way. Lady Ogilvie was very much sur- 
prised when Katharine, burying her face in her 
knees, began to weep violently j murmuring amid 
her sobs — 

" Oh, mother, mother ! you at least love me ; 
— ^yes, I know you do ! Tell me so again. Let 
me feel there is some one in the wide world that 
cares for me. " 



" There are many, my darling," replied Lady 
Ogilvie, at once attributing this sudden burst of 
emotion to over-fatigue and excitement. After 
having soothed the girl as well as she could, she 
commenced various maternal questionings and 
advice, which, if tender, were both prosy and 
out of place, as they . entirely related to the 
physical welfare of her child. Such a thing as 
a tortured and diseased mind never entered mto 
Lady Ogilvie's calculations. 

Katharine's agonized spirit felt this, and drew 
back into itself. Her good and tender mother 
was very dear to her, so far as natural and in- 
stinctive affection went ; but in all else there was 
a wide gulf between them — now wider than ever. 
Unfortunate Katharine ! there was in the whole 
world no tie close enough to fill the yearnings of 
her passionate soul, no hand strong enough to 
snatch her from the abyss into which she was 
already about to plunge. 

" You shall go and lie down again, my dear," 
said the mother. But Katharine refused. She 
dared not be alone, and she longed for an op- 
portunity to say that for which she had nerved 
herself. So, suffering her mother to place her 
comfortably on the sofa, she rested in apparent 
quiet for naif an hour. Lady Ogilvie went in 
and out softly, and then settled herself to an 
occupation wLich was always heavy and irksome 
to her — writing a letter. Looking up with a 
sigh, after five minutes spent over the first three 
lines, she saw her daughter's large, dark eyes 
fixed upon her. 

"Dear me, Katharine, I thought you were 
asleep," she said, trying to conceal the note. 

" No, I can not sleep. Whom are you writing 
to, mother?" asked Katharine, in an imperative 
tone, not unusual in their intercourse, for the 
daughter's stronger mind continually and imdis- 
guisedly assumed the pre-eminence. 

Lady Ogilvie was constrained to answer the 
truth. "Only to Hugh — ^poor Hugh! I prom- 
ised I would. But you need not be angry at 
that, my child." 

Katharine saw the opportunity had come : she 
seized it, with a bold, desperate effort. " Mother, 
put away the letter and come here ; I want to 
speak to you — about Hugh." Her voice and 
face were both quite calm ; the mother did not 
see that under the folds of the shawl with which 
she had covered her child, the damp hands were 
so tightly clenched that the mark of the nails 
remained on the rosy palm. 

"Do not let us talk about that, my darling; 
it was very sad, and your father and I were 
troubled and disappointed at the time, because 
we wanted to see our Katharine happy, and we 
liked Hugh so much. But if you could not love 
him, why, you know, my child, we shall never 
tease you any more on the subject. Pray be 
content." 

Katharine rose up and looked her mother in 
the face. Years after, when gentle Lady Ogilvie 
lay on a death-bed, she described that look amid 
her ravings, and said it ever haunted her, with 
the rigid, colorless lips, the dark, stony eyes, 
"neither smiling nor sorry." 

"Mother," said the girl, "do not wonder at 
me — do not question me — ^but I ha-x^ ^Jcscsnsj^ 
my mind. 1 vfV!\ \a3a.\tN ^w!^ ^V^^^V^ ^^ "i^*<^- 
choose. >Ni\Xe^TA\.A\v>sxv^Ck^'^ ,«^«ox_ 

S,\ie ^vxX. \iex \iiasA X^i >aftx V^^xN. lot: ^ ^ass^^ss^V 
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as if the effort of speaking had brought a pain 
there — as indeed it had, a sharp bodily pain; 
but she hardly felt it then. She sat up, and bore 
her mother^s startled, searching glance without 
shrinking. 

" Do you really mean what you say, Katha- 
rine? Will you make poor Hugh — make us 
all, so happy ? Will you indeed marry him ? 

"I will." 

Lady Ogilvie, much agitated, did what nine 
out of ten gentle-hearted and rather weak-mind- 
ed women would do on such an occasion — she 
caught her daughter to her bosom, and wept 
aloud. Katharine repulsed not the caresses, 
but she herself did not shed a tear. A faint mis- 
giving crossed the mother's mind. 

" My darling Katharine, yoii are happy your- 
self, are you not? You are not doing this mere- 
ly to please your father and me ? Much as we 
wished this marriage, we never will consent to 
the sacrifice of our child." 

" I am not sacrificing myself mother." 

"Then you really do love Hugh — ^not in a 
sentimental girlish, way — but enough to make 
ycm happy with him as your husband?" 

"My husband — Hugh mj husband !" mutter- 
ed Katharine, with quivering lips, but she set 
them firmly together. The next moment her 
old manner returned. " Mother, I marry Hugh 
because I choose ; and when I say a thing I 
mean it — ay, and do it, too. Is that suffi- 
cient?" 

" Yes, my dear love, yes. Pray be quiet. I 
am only too happy — so happy I don't know what 
to do with myself;" and she moved restlessly 
about, her eyes continually running over, even 
while her mouth wore its most contented smile. 

" Now, mother,' come here," said Katharine 
once more, drawing the letter from its hiding- 
place. "Finish this. Tell Hugh that J have 
thought over the matter again, and will marry 
hiffl whenever he chooses to come for me. Only 
it must be soon, very soon." 

" How strange you are, my love I You do 
not seem to feel at all like other young girls." 

" No questioning, mother ! Write as 1 say," 
Katharine answered, in a hoarse, imperious tone. 

"I will, I will, dear I Only why must the 
marriage be so soon?" 

"Because I might change my mind," said 
Katharine, bitterly. " I have done so once be- 
fore. My nature must be very fickle; I want 
to guard against it, that is all. Now, write, 
dear mother," she added more gently. 

The letter was written and dispatched. Then 
Katharine's strange manner peussed away, and 
siie seemed calm. So, the prisoner who writhes 
in agony on his way to the scafibld, on reaching 
it mounts with a firm and steady step; — he 
shrank from the doom afar off; it comes, and he 
can meet it without fear. 

Lady Ogilvie kept necur her child the whole 
day. In Katharine's manner she saw only the 
natural agitation of a young girl in*such a posi- 
tion. She was most thankful that her dear child 
had made up her mind to marry Hugh, such an 
excellent young man as he was, and so suitable 
in every respect. This marriage would unite 
the title' and estate, keep both in the family be- 
sJde^ and prevent Katharine's leaving Summer- 
\rood. No doubt they would be very happy ; for 
if Katharine was not positively in love with her 



cousin, she hked him well enough, and it wtia 
always best to have most love on the husband's 
side. 

So reasoned Lady Ogilvie, sometimes con- 
municating her thoughts aloud. But KathariM 
received them coldly, and at last begged her to 
changed the subject. The mother, ascribing 
this to natural shyness and sensitiveness, obey^ 
— as, indeed, she generally did — and only too 
glad was she to have her daughter by her side 
the whole day. 

"You have quite deserted your own littk 
room, though I know you like it far better than 
this large, dull drawing-roonv Come, dear child, 
let us both go, and you shall sing for me in the 
study." 

"Not there, not there I" answered Katfay|rine, 
shuddering. "I will not go into that room. I 
hate it." 

"Why so?" gravely said the mother, surpris- 
ed, and rather uneasy at these sudden whims. 

Katharine recovered herself in a moment. 

" Did I not tell you how fickle I was ? There 
is a proof of it ;" and she forced a laugh — ^but, 
oh, how changed from the low, musical laugh 
of old I " Now, don't tease me, there's a dear 
mother. I have a right to be fanciful, have I 
not? Let me try to sing my whims away." 

She began to extemporize, as she often did, 
composing music to stray poetry. First came 
an air, not merely cheerful, but breathing the 
desperation of reckless mirth. It floated into a 
passionate lament. When she ceased, her face 
was as white as marble, and as rigid. She had 
poured out her whole soul with her song ; and 
absorbed in a deep reverie, she had called up 
the past before her. She had filled the half- 
darkened, desolate room with light, and music, 
and gay laughter. Beside the dear old piano 
she had seen standing a tall shadowy image, 
with folded arms, and eyes bent dreamily for- 
ward. A moment, and she must shut it out for- 
ever — from heart, and fancy, and memory. This 
song was the dirge of that olden love. She 
closed the instrument, and in that room or in 
that house Katharine vowed never to sing more. 
She never did ! 

Worthy Sir Robert Ogilvie was mightily as- 
tonished, when he came home next day, to find 
his nephew hourly expected as a future son-in- 
law. He kissed his daughter — a ceremony per- 
formed solemnly at Christmas and Easter, or 
when he went on a journey — ^tolfl her he was 
much gratified by her obedience, and felt sure 
she would be happy. 

" Only," observed the sedate baronet to his 
wife, when they were alone together, "it would 
have saved much trouble and annoysmce if Kath- 
arine had known her own mind at first. But I 
suppose no women — especially young women — 
ever do." 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

Deep as love, 
Deep as first love, and wild with all regret, 
Oh, death in life — the days that are no more ! 

^ TSMNTSOK. 

It was the eve of the wedding-day — the day 
which was to \xt\\te», kv tiewsya^er ijarlance, 
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ert Ogilvie, of Summerwood Park, to Hugh 
Ogilvie, Esq., only son of the Jate Captain 
Francis Ogilvie, of his majesty's service." Nev- 
»er was there a better match — ^and so said every 
gossiping party in the village, from the circle 
round the blacksmith's warm, welcome forge, to 
that round the doctor's equally welcome tea- 
table. Every body had guessed how it would 
be, and only wondered it had not come ofi' be- 
fore. All the world and his wife were making 
' ready for the next day ; for the wedding was to 
be at the village church, l^th all necessary 
accompaniments of green boughs, young girls 
dressed in white, charity children, &c., &c. 

Love would ever fain seal its vows unobserv- 
ed, in glad and solemn privacy ; but no such im- 
pediment came between Sir Robert and his de- 
sire for a little aristocratic ostentation. " It 
was proper," he said; "for the Ogilvies were 
always married and buried in puolic, with due 
• ceremony." Katharine assented; and if there 
came a deeper and bitterer meaning to the set 
smile which her lips now habitually wore, her 
father never noticed it. She let them all do 
"with her just what they pleased; so the joint 
conductors of the affair. Lady Ogilvie, Mrs. 
Fred Penny thorne, and Sir Robert, arranged 
every thing between them. 

On the wedding-eve the two former sat with 
the young bride in her dressing-room. It was 
strewed with attire of every kind — ^laces, silks, 
and satins, tossed about in beautiful confusion. 
The female ministrants at this shrine had been 
trying on the wedding-dress, and it hung grace- 
fully over the back of a chair, with the wreath 
and vail. Lady Ogilvie was just wiping, for the 
thousandth time, her ever-tearful eyes, and say- 
ing she did not know what she should do with- 
out Katharine, even for a month. 

"I dare say you will have to learn, aunt," 
paid Mrs. Frederick, who had been quite in her 
element of late, administering consolation, lec- 
tures, and advice, with all the dignity of a new- 
ly-married lady. " For my part, I wonder that 
Katharine likes the thought of coming back. I 
never would have married Frederick at all if I 
could not have a house of my own." 

"I believe you," said a cold, satirical voice, 
as Katharine looked up for a moment, and then 
continued her work, making white favors for 
some old servants, who had begged for this 
token from the bride's own hands. 

" Really, my dear, how sharply, you take one 
up ! — you quite forget I am married," said Mrs. 
Penny thorne, tossing her head. " But I sup- 
pose we must humor you. However, things 
will be different when you are settled again at 
Summerwood." 

" Whtn I am," was the pointed reply. 

" When you are I" echoed Mrs. Frederick. 

" Why, I thought the matter was quite settled. 

Your father wishes it — and your future husband. 

Ah, when you are married, Hugh will make you 

I do whatever he likes 1" 

" Hugh will do whatever I like," said Kath- 
arine, haughtily, and she knew she spoke the 
truth : the humble, loving slave of one man was 
fast becoming the tyrant of another. It always 
is so. " Ask him the question yourself, Isabel- 
la," she added, as the bridegroom put his beam- 
ing face in at the door. 

He was a &ae specimen of mere physical 



beauty, was Hugh Ogilvie — the beau ideal of a 
young country squire : most girls would have 
thought him a very Apollo, at a race-course or 
a county ball. And though somewhat roftgh, 
he was not coarse, else how could Katharine 
have liked him? — as she certainly did while 
they were only cousins. And since his affection 
for her had grown into the happiness of assured 
love, his manner had gained a softness that was 
almost refinement. If with others he laughed 
loudly, and talked with some vulgarity, he nev- 
er came into her presence, or within the sphere 
of her influence, but his tone at once became 
gentle and suppressed. He loved her very 
dearly, and she knew it; but the knowledge 
only brought alternately scornful triiunph and 
torturing regret. 

*• Cousin Hugh ! cousin Hugh ! here's a pret- 
ty attempt at rebellion in your bonnie bride I" 
said Isabella, flippantly. " It vows and declares 
that it will not obey its husband, and does not 
intend to live at Summerwood." 

"What is that about not living at Summer- 
wood?" said Lady Ogilvie, turning round un- 
easily, with her pocket-handkerchief at her eyes. 
" Katharine does not surely mean to say that. 
To lose her so would break my heart." 

" It must not do that, mother ; I hope it will 
not," answered Katharine, steadily ; "but I may 
as well say at first as at last, that I can not live 
here any longer. I am quite wearied of this 
dull place, and Hugh must take me away, as 
he promised he would, when I engaged to be 
his wife. Is it not so, Hugh?" 

" Yes, yes — ^but I thought — that is, I hoped — " 
stammered the bridegroom, with a disappointed 
look. 

" You thought I should not expect you to keep 
your promise? Well, then, I see no necessity 
to keep my own." 

" My darling Katharine, don't say so !" cried 
the lover in new anxiety, as he flew to her side 
and took her hand. She drew it away, not in 
coquettish anger, but with a proud coldness, 
which she haa already learned to assume. Al- 
ready — already — the tender womanliness was 
vanishing from her nature, and she who had 
once suffered the tortures of love was begin- 
ning to inflict them. 

"Here's a pretty lovers' quarrel — and the 
very day before the wisdding, too !" cried Isa- 
bella. " Aunt, aunt, you and I had better leave 
them to make it up alone." And Mrs. Fredv 
Pennythorne led through the open door the still 
weeping and passive Lady Ogilvie, who now, 
more than ever, was ready to be persuaded by 
any body. To tell the truth, Isabella, wh^iad 
not lost a jot of her envious temper, ratherW^ed 
that the slight disagreement might end in a reg- 
ular yVaco*, and so break off the marriage. 

Katharine was left alone with her bride- 
groom. She saw that the time was come for 
using her power, and she did use it. No statue 
could be more haughtily impassive than she, 
thotigh not a trace of that contemptible quality 
— ^feminine suUenness — deformed her beautiful 
face. She ruled her lover with a rod of iron ; 
in a minute he was before her, humbled and 
penitent. 

" Kathaivae — Aft«Lt^ia:0oa3r«!kJb — ^icK^\.\i<5k«s^'^^ • 

ao \ia.p"py WNixi:^ \kftxer' 
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" I will not stay at Summerwood. I hate it. 
Hugh, you promised to take me away : remem- 
ber that promise now, if vou love me as you 
ss^ you do." And Katharme, restless from the 
thought of the battle she had to win, and a 
little touched by Hugh's gentleness, spoke less 
freezingly than before. 

" If I love you ? You know I do," answered 
Hugh, fondly winding her arm round his neck. 
She drew it back a moment, and then, smiling 
bitterly, she let it stay. He had a right to it 
"Katharine," continued he, "don't you 



now. 



remember the time when we were children — at 
least, you were — and I used to carry you in my 
arms through the fields ? Don't you remember 
the old times — how we went gathering black- 
berries — how I led your pony, and taught you 
to ride ; do you think I did not love you even 
then ? And though, when we grew up, we be- 
gan to like diflferent pursuits, and you were a 
great deal cleverer than I, didn't I love you as 
much as ever — more perhaps ?" 

" You did — you did. Good, kind cousin 
Hugh !" murmured Katharine, with a pang of 
self reproach. She thought of the old, happy, 
childish days, before the coming of that wild, 
delicious, terrible love. 

" Well, then, Katharine, let us stay at Summer- 
wood. It wiU please your father and mother, 
and me, too — ^though I don't say much on that 
score, and I care little about myself in com- 
parison with you ; but it would be rather hard 
to give up the shooting and farming, to shut 
oneself up in a close, nasty London square. I 
really don't think I can consent to it." 

Katharine rose from her seat — all her passing 
softness gone. She was resolved to rule this 
inferior mind, and the present was the first 
struggle. The victory must be gained. 

"Hugh Ogilvie," she said, with a cold firm- 
ness, "I never deceived you from the first. I 
told you even when you came back to — to be 
my husbandj^^ she said the word without trem- 
bling or blushing, " that I did not love you as 
you loved me. But I liked you — had liked you 
from a child. I respected, esteemed you ; I 
was willing to marry you, if you chose. Is not 
that true?'^ 

*JIt is — it is," murmured the bridegroom, 
shrinking beneath her proud eye. 

"But I made the condition that you should 
take me to live elsewhere — to see the world; 
that I should not be cooped up here — ^it tortures 
me — ^it kills me I I want to be free — and I will ! 
Otherwise, no power <Jh earth shall persuade or 
force me to marry you — not even though to- 
mcyoffw was to have been our wedding-day." 

^w[as to have been! Oh, Katharine, how 
cruel you are ! Say shall be, for indeed it shall. 
I will try to persuade my uncle. We will live 
wherever you like — only don't give me up, 
Katharine. I know how little you care for me 
— ^I feel it ; but you may come to care more in 
time, if you will only let me love you, and 
try to make you happy. Indeed — indeed — ^I 
would." 

And the young man, perfectly subdued, knelt 

before her as she stood, bowing his strong frame 

to the earth, and clasping her knees, with tears 

running down bis cheeks. One flash of evil 

triumph lighted up Katharme' s face, and then, 

for the second time, a pang of remorse pierced 



her soul. The wickedness, the falsehood of the 
coming marriage vow — the cruel trampling upoi 
a heart which, whatever its short-comings, vtba 
filled with love for her — rushed upon her mind.' 
For a moment, she thought of telling him all; 
there was a whisper within, urging her to im- 
plore his forgiveness, and rather brave the 
humiliation of hopeless, unrequited love, thao 
the sin of entering a married home with a lie 
upon her soul. But while she hesitated, outside 
the door rang the light, mocking laugh of Isa- 
bella; and the "^rld — its idle jest, its hateful 
pitj — rose to her remembrance. Her proud 
spirit writhed . One struggle — ^the whisper grew 
fainter, and the good angel fled. 

"Katharine, say you forgive me," pleaded 
Hugh; "you shall have your own way io this, 
and every thing else, if you will only try to lov« 
me, and be my sweet, dear, precious wife !" 

"I will," answered Katharine. If, as the 
Word saith, " there is joy in Heaven over one 
sinner that repenteth,'' surely there is sorrow 
over one fallen soul I 

The same night, long after the whole house 
was hushed, a light might have been seen burn- 
ing in one of the upper windows at Summer- 
wood. It came from Katharine's chamber. 
There, for the last time, she kept vigil in the 
little room which had been her shut-up Edea 
in childhood, girlhood, womanhood. The very 
walls looked at her with the old faces into which 
her childish imagination had transformed their 
shadowy bunches of flowers, when she used to 
lie in bed — ^awake, but dreaming many a fanci- 
ful day-dream, before her mother's morning 
summons and morning kiss — always her moth- 
er's — broke upon this paradise of reverie. Then 
there was the bookcase, with its treasure-laden 
shelves, arranged so as to form almost a perfect 
life-chronicle. The upper one was filled with 
old worn child's-books, two or three of Mrs. 
Hofland's beautiful tales, such as the Clergy- 
man's Widow, the Young Crusoe, and the Bar- 
badoes Girl, books which every child must love; 
beside them came a volume of Mrs. Hemans', 
and the delicious "Story without an End," 
showing the gradual dawning of fancy and 
poetry in the young mind : and so the silent his- 
tory went on. The lower shelf was all filled 
with works, the strong heart-beatings of heaven- 
ly-voiced poets and glorious prose-writers — 
Shelley, Tennyson, Miss Barrett, Carlyle, Bul- 
wer, Emerson. And in this era of the chroni- 
cle, each volume, each page, was alive with 
memories of that strong love which had been 
the very essence of Katharine's life; out of 
which every development of her intellect and 
every phase of her character had sprung. 

She sat by the fire, rocking to and fro, on the 
little rocking-chair, which had been one of her 
fancies, and whose soothing motion had many a 
time composed and quieted her in her light pass- 
ing troubles. Beside her, on the table, lay the 
old worn-out desk she had used when a child, 
and in which, afterward, she kept her treasures. 
She opened it, and looked them all over. 

They were many, and curious, but all relating 
in some way or other to the great secret of her 
life. There were numberless fragments of stray 
poetry, or rather rhyme ; not direct heart-pour- 
mga — -Viet sYifvokm^ deWcwyy n?o\x\3^ W-^e blush- 
\ ed al t\i«LX — \)\xX efiaa\ot\a^ m «iJX ol Vt^vOci. ^<%!(% 
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was some hidden meaning. As she read these 
over, one by one, her breast heaved convulsively, 
and torrents of fears burst from her eyes. She 
dashed them away, and went on with her task. 
Other relics were there — the usual girlish me- 
mentoes — a few gift-flowers, all withered ; with 
some verses of a song, written in a bold, manly 
hand — Lynedon had done it to beguile the time, 
while she was copying music, and had scribbled 
all along the sides, of the page her name and 
his own. 

Apart from these, in a secret drawer, lay 
Paul's letter — ^his first and only letter. Katha- 
rine tore open its folds, and read it slowly all 
through. But when she reached the end, she 
iashed it to the floor. 

" ' His Katharine ! — ^his own Katharine !' And 
it was all false — false ! He bade me remember 
him, and I — a poor, vain, credulous fool — But 
it shall be so no more; I will crush him from 
my heart — thus — thus !" 

Her foot was already on the letter ; but she 
drew back, snatched it once again, and pressed 
it wildly to her lips and bosom. 

There was one more relic: that likeness 
which bore such a strange resemblance to Paul 
Lynedon — the head of Keats. Katharine took 
the long-hoarded treasure from its hiding-place, 
and gazed fixedly on it for a long time. Then 
the fountain of her tears was unlocked, and sobs 
of agony shook her whole frame. 

" Oh, my Paul ! — ^heart of my heart I — my no- 
ble Paul ! — why did you not love me ? Is there 
any one in the world who would have worshiped 
you as I ? I — who would have given my life to 
make you happy — who would now count it the 
dearest blessing only to lean one moment on 
your breast, to hear you say, ' My Katharine !' 
and then lie dawn at your feet and die. Die — 
shall I die for one who i^orted with me, who de- 
ceived me? Nay; but I beguiled myself; I 
only was vain — mad — ^blind! What was I, to 
think to win him? Paul — Paul Lynedon — no 
wonder that you loved me not ! I was not wor- 
thy even to lift my eyes linto such as you !" 

In this fearful vigil of dispair, fierce anger, 
and lingering love, the night wore on. It seem- 
ed an eternity to the miserable girl. At last, 
utterly broken and exhausted, Katharine's tor- 
tured spirit sank into a deadly calm. She sat 
motionless, her arms folded on the little desk, and 
her cheek leaning against the mournful relics of 
a life's dream. Suddenly she heard the twitter 
of a bird, and saw her lamp grow pale in the day- 
break. 

Then she arose, gathered up her treasures, 
laid them solemnly, one by one, on the embers 
of the dying fire, and watched until all were 
consumed. 

The next day — nay, the same day, for it was 
already dawn — Katharine Ogilvie was married. 



CHAPTER XXXH. 

Seldom hath my tonnie pronounced that name. 

But the dear love, so deeply wounded then, 
I in my heart, with silent faith sincere 
Devoutly cherish till we meet again. 

SOUTHKT 
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unity of place, and to convey our readers abroad. 
Suppose, then, the scene transferred to the conti- 
nent — Italy — Florence. But the reader need not 
shudder at the name, and expect long-winded 
descriptions of scenery — chapters taken at ran- 
dom from Murray's Handbook ; since, for various 
excellent reasons, we shall eschew all landscape 
painting. 

There is, we understand — ^for truth forbids us 
to speak without this q[ualification — in Florence 
a pleasant square, which forms a general lounge 
for idlers, rich and poor, native and foreign, in- 
asmuch as it contains a market, a curious antique 
building — called, not unappropriately, the Palaz- 
zo Vecchio — and the town post-office. This lat- 
ter place is of course the ^rpetual resort of for- 
eigners who are anxious to snatch their precious 
home remembrances from the well-known care- 
lessness of Italian officials. Thus, almost all the 
British residents, or passing visitors to Florence, 
may be seen at difierent times strolling round 
this square. 

Among them, one day in winter, were two 
ladies walking slowly, the elder leaning on her 
companion's arm. Beneath the close black bon- 
net and vail of the taller one, appeared the sharp 
regular features of Mrs. Breynton. She looked 
a little older perhaps, and a little more wrin- 
kled; but still she was the same Mrs. Breyn- 
ton, the widow of the dean, with her tall, 
straight figure, and her canonically flowing 
black robes. 

The young girl on whom she leaned was, it is 
needless to say, Eleanor Ogilvie. 

Dear Eleanor — the much-tried but yet happy, 
because loved and loving one ! let us look once 
more on that slight, drooping figure, like a wil- 
low at a brook side — that pale, clear brow — those 
sweet, calm eyes ! But adjectives and metaphors 
fail; she is of those whom one does not even 
wish to describe— only to look upon, murmuring 
softly, "I love you — ^I love you!" evermore. 
And where there is love there must be beauty, 
perhaps the more irresistible because we can 
not tell exactly in what feature or gesture it 
lies. 

Time passes lightly over all equable natures ; 
— it had done so over Eleanor Ogilvie. Her 
mind and character were nearly matured when 
we first saw her, and a few years made little 
difference. Perhaps the fair cheek was some- 
what less round, and the eyes more deep and 
thoughtful, especially now, when a care heavier 
than ordinary weighed on her gentle spirit. But 
it caused no jarring there ; no outward sign of 
impatient trouble marred the sweetness ol look 
or manner. To a heart so pure, even ^yrow 
comes as a vailed angel. 

" How cold it is, Eleanor I" said Mrs..Breyn- 
ton, as the occasional east- wind, which makes a 
Lombard winter almost like a northern one, 
swept round the tower of the Palazzo Vecchio ; 
*' I do not see that I am any the better for com- 
ing to Italy; it was much warmer at L .'* 

And as she spoke, one might perceive that^ heir 
voice had changed from the slow preciseness of 
old, to a sharp, querulous tone, which seemed to 
ask, as if through Ions habit, for the soothing an- 
swer that never failed. 
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dered you to the South ; and I think your cough 
is better already." 



Paul Lynedon quite overwhelmed Mrs. Brejm- 
ton vrith his expressions of gratification at so 



"Is it?" said the invalid, and to disprove the unexpectedly meeting with two "fair country, 
fact she coughed violently. *'No, no — I shall women." He was eus stately and courteous as 
die of asthma, I know ; liKe my father, and my of old j but his manners wore less of the grace- 
great uncle. Sir Philip Wychnor." Here there I ful charm which springs from a kindly heart, and 
was a slight movement in the arm on which the I more of that outward empressement which some- 
old lady rested ; it caused her brow to darken, I times assimilates to affectation. ' It was evident 
and the thin lips, through which had uncon- that he had become a complete man of the world, 
sciously issued this rarely uttered name, were He easily procured their letters. There were 
angrily compressed. She did not look at her several for Mrs. Breynton, and two for Eleanor, 
companion, but walked on in silence for some Hugh's large, careless handwriting marked one 
minutes. ' I of the latter. She opened it, and started in joy- 

Nor did Eleanor speak, but her head drooped ful surprise at the intelligence it contained — ^tbe 
a little lower ; and the moistened eyelash and announcement of the intended marriage of her 
trembling lip could have told through how much brother and cousin. In sisterly exultation, she 
forbearance and meekness, daily exercised, had proclaimed the news aloud. 
Philip's betrothed kept her promise to him. She ] " How glad I am ! — how I always wished for 



was, indeed, as a daughter unto the stern woman 
who h^ once shown kindness toward her lover. It 
was astrange bond between the two, and formed 
of many conflicting elements. On one side, the 
very wrath of Mrs. Breynton toward her nephew 
made her heart cling with a sort of compassion 



this! Dear Hugh! dear Katharine! — You re- 
member Kathanne, Mr. Lynedon?" were her 
hurried exclamations. 

Mr. Lynedon " remembered her quite well, 
as every one must — a sweet girl ! He was in- 
deed happy to hear she was married." This was 



to the young girl whom she deemed he had not exactly true, as, in running over the list of 
^' ' ' ' ' ' -I'll TT" ^ fair'y^l^g creatures who had looked favorably 

on himself, Paul had unconsciously fallen into 
the habit of including Katharine Ogilvie. She 
was a mere child then, to be sure, but she might 
grow up pretty ; and if so, supposing they ever 
met again, the renewal of his slight flirtation 
with her would be rather amusing than other- 
wise. At hearing of her marriage, he felt an 
uncomfortable sensation — as he often did at the 
wedding of any young girl who had appeared to 
like him. It seemed to imply, that Paul Lynedon 
was not the only attractive man in the world. 
Even when Eleanor, chancing to draw off her 
glove, had unconsciously exhibited the unwedded 



slighted; while, on the other hand, Eleanor for 
ffot, at times, even the present wrong done to 
her lover, remembering that Mrs. Breynton was 
Philip's near kinswoman, and had once been, as 
far as her cold nature allowed, in the stead of a 
mother to him. There was still a lingering 
warmth in the ashes of that olden affection. Elear 
nor saw it many a time, even in the sudden 
anger aroused by some chance memento of 
Philip's childhood ; and, day by day, her whole 
thought, her whole aim, was to revive this form- 
er love. Thus silently, slowly, she pursued the 
blessed work of the peacemaker. 

They advanced toward the post-office, where. 



as usual, was a cluster of people anxiously strug- left hand, he had glanced at it with a pleasurable 
gling for letters. It wpuld have been an amus- vanity. Though he was not in love with her 
ing scene for a psychologist, or a student of now, and really wondered how he ever could 
huipan nature ; but the English ladies had too have been, still he felt a degree of self-satisfac- 
much interest on their own account to notice tion that no other man had gained the prize 
those around. They were trying to make their , which he now blushed for ever having sought. 
Way through the crowd, which, trifUng as it was. How gradually the rust of vain and selfish 
inconvenienced the precise Mrs. Breynton ex- | worldline.ss had crept over Paul Lynedon's soul! 
ceedingly. "They must be married by this time," ob- 

"Let us stay in the rear of this gentleman, served Eleanor, referring to the letter. "Hugh 
who is probably waiting for the English letters," i says, I think, that it was to be very soon — ah! 
whispered Eleanor, glancing at a tall, cloak-en- yes, the 27th." 

veloped personage who stood in front. " Then to-morrow is the wedding-day," said 

Softly as she spoke, he seemed to catch the Lynedon. " Allow me thus early to offer you 
ae, for he turned round suddenly, and Eleanor my warm congratulations, with every good wish 



tone 

recognized the face, which had almost passed 
from her memory like a painful dream — the face 
of Paul Lynedon. 

Thfir eyes met ; her color rose, and there was 
a slight contraction of his brow; but the next 
moment he bowed with an easy grace and a 
polite smile, that at once banished from Eleanor's 
mind all regretful thought of the lover she had 
rejected. She held out her hand with a frank 
and gentle kindness ; he took it with the careless 
courtesy of a man of fashion. There was no 
agitattbn, no pain, visible in his countenance, 
for there was none in his heart. A little annoy- 
ance or mortification he, perhaps, might feel, on 
being unpleasantly reminded of the time when 
he had "made such a fool of hhnself ;" but he 
was too polite and too proad to betray the same 
j'n word or manner. 



to the happy couple." 

Eleanor thanked him, her heart in her eyes. 
Then he made his adieus, and disappeared 
among a group of Florentine ladies. • There was 
a ball that night in Florence, at which none were 
more brilliant or admired than the young English- 
man. He smiled as he listened to the words, il 
Signor Paul Lynedon^ brokenly and coquettishly 
murmured by many a fair Italian dama. He did 
not hear from afar the wild moan of one stricken 
heart, that in lonely despair sobbed forth the same 
name. Oh Life ! how blindly we grope amon^ 
thy mysteries ! 

Mrs. Breynton expressed the proper degree of 

pleasure in a few formal congratulations; but 

her knowledge of Hugh was small, and her in- 

. teresl iu \um. at,\\\ \ess, lot vVva xw-w^^ oC t,hft ^ood 
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Besides, she \fKS somewhat shocked at the im- 
propriety of reading letters in the street, and 
had carefully gathered up her own budget for a 
quiet home-penisal. However, on reaching 
their abode, she condescended so far as to ask 
to see Hugh's letter. Eleanor gave it before 
she had herself quite read through the long and 
rambling effusion of a lover's delight. 

Over it the aged eyes seemed slowly to jour- 
ney without a single change of expression. 
Eleanor watched the immovsiDle face, and mar- 
veled. A love-history of any kind is regarded 
so differently at three-and-twenty and three-and- 
sixty. But when Mrs. Breynton, in her slow 
perusal, reached the postscript, her countenance 
changed, grew pale, and then darkened. She 
hastily refolded the paper, laid it on the table, 
and snatching up her own packet of letters, quit- 
ted.the room. 

Eleanor again took Hugh's epistle, and read :' 
" Cousin Bella was married lately to a Mr. 
Frederick Pennythorne. By-the-by, through this 
wedding, our old friend, or rather yours, Philip 
Wychnor, has turned up again. The Penny- 
thornes know him, and Katharine met him at a 

grand literary party. He asked after you, but 
e did not speak about Mrs. Breynton. Is there 
any breeze between him and the old aunt? He 
is growing a celebrated author, having turned 
out quite a genius, as Katharine says — and she 
must knoWjTaeing so clever herself," &c., &c. 
And the lover returned, of course, to the praises 
of his beloved. 

Eleanor paused, oppressed with many mingled 
feelings, it was now a long season since she 
had heard from Philip. At first his sudden si- 
lence pained her ; and, casting aside all girlish 
caprice and anger, she had written more than 
once, but no answer came. She then felt, not 
doubt of his faithfulness, but terror for his health; 
until this fear was lightened by her continually 
tracing his name in various literary channels, 
and on one occasion receiving, addressed to her 
in his own handwriting, Phihp's first published 
book. She marveled, almost sorrowlully, that 
even her loving and delighted acknowledgment 
of this hrouffht no reply. And yet she trusted 
him still. She would have doubted the whole 
world rather than Philip Wychnor's truth. Yet, 
except that her constant attendance on Mrs. 
Breynton left little time to muse and grieve, 
Eleanor would have been very sad — the more 
so, that .she had to shut up all grief and anxiety 
80 closely in her heart. 

Truthlul and candid as she was, Eleanor had 
never sought to make her correspondence with 
her betrothed a clandestine one. Between her- 
self and Mrs. Breynton there was a perfect 
silence on the subject, without attempt either at 
explanation or concealment. Month after month 
the post-bag of the palace had been trusted with 
these precious love-messages from one tme-heart 
to the other : therefore now no doubt of foul play 
ever crossed the mind of the young betrothed : 
she would have scorned to hcurbor such an un- 
worthy suspicion of Philip's aunt. Still, Eleanor 
had need of ^11 her courage and faithful love to 
bear this suspense. Even now, when she re- 
joiced at these good news of him, her gentle heart 
was sorely pained that Philip himsell should not 
have been the first to convey it. 
She dried a few gathering tears, and determ- 



ined to trust him still, until fhe near termina- 
tion of this Italian journey should enable her to 
visit Summerwood, when some blessed chance 
would bring her face to face with her betrothed. 

Then she mechanically opened the second 
letter, which had been neglected for Hugh's. 

It informed her that Sub-dean Sedley, the un- 
wearied backgammon-player of the Close, at 
L — : — , had died and left ner, Elesunor Ogilvie, 
sole mistress of six thousand pounds ! 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

Cym. O disloyal thing, 

That should repair my youth ; thou heapest 
A year's age on me. 

Jmo. I beseech you, 

Harm not yourself with your vexation: I 
Am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Qrm. Past grace t obedience T 

SHAKSPKAEr.- 

Mrs. Breynton had the character of being- 
a strong-minded woman; but no one would 
have thought so to see her when, afler leaving 
Eleanor, she proceeded to her own apartment 
and walked restlessly u{^ and down, her whoU 
countenance betraying the inward phafing of her 
spirit. She glanced carelessly at the letters sha 
still held, and threw them down again. She was 
just beginning to grow calm when another packet 
was brought her with ^* Mr. Lynedon's compli- 
ments, a^ he felt glad to have been able to 
rescue the inclosed from further delay at tha 
post." 

Mrs. Breynton returned a polite message, put 
on her spectacles, and prepared herself to read 
the second edition of correspondence. The first 
of the batch was evidently interesting — as it 
might well be — ^for it looked the fac-mmiU of 
that lawyer's epistle which had communicated to- 
Eleanor such important tidings. Mrs. BreyhtJ5n 
was rising to summon her young friend^ when 
the second letter caught her ^ye. It was ad- 
dressed to Miss Ogilvie, yet she snatched it up, 
and eagerly examined the handwriting. 

It resembled that of many a schoolboy letter 
which at Midsummer and Christmas haid come 
to the palacOj which she had deciphered — not 
without pleasure — ^from the flourishing *'I)ear 
Aunt," to the small,, cramped ending, ^'Your 
dutiful and affectionate nephew." It Mras still, 
more like the careless college -scrawl which had 
weekly informed her of Oxford' doings in a frank, 
easy style, whose informality sometimes gained 
a grave reproof. As she held the letter to the 
light, her fingers trembled, even though her 
brow was angnly knitted. Than she turned t« 
the seal — a rather remarkable one. It was her 
own gift— she remembered it well — with the 
Wychnor crest and a cross underneath. What 
trouble she had taken to have it engraved in 
time for his birthday ! How dared he think of 
this, and use it now ! 

Mrs. Breynton had never been a mother. No 
child had ever clung to her bosom, and nestled 
near her heart, to charm awa^ all the coldness- 
and harshness there. Marrymg without love^ 
she had passed through. l^<fe^ ^sAl xv^^^st ^!^*&. ^ 
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4hiB tie was broken, her disposition grew cold 
and impassiye, until the little Philip came — ^a 
■loftenea image of the past, a vague mterest for 
the future. Every lingering womanly feeling in 
her firost-bound heart gathered itself around the 
child of her dead brother ; and with these new 
affections came a determination, springing from 
her iron will and inflexible prejudices, to make 
the son atone for the still unforgiven dereliction 
of the father, in quitting that service of the 
sanctuary which had become part of the family 
inheritance. 

A female bigot is the most inveterate of all. 
The Smithfiela bomt-ofierings of Mary Tudor 
were tenfold more numerous than those of the 
kinely wife-murderer, who called her daughter. 
Had Mrs. Breynton lived in those days, she 
would have rejoiced m a heretic-pyre. There- 
fore when she tried to constrain her nephew to 
enter the Church, it was with the full conviction 
that she was doing her best for his soul as well 
as for his tempore! interests. She loved him, as 
much as a woman like her could love ; she de- 
sired his welfare J but then all good most come 
to him throi^h one way--^e w«y she had plan- 
ned. To this road she had alternately lured and 
goaded him. In his didstiny she proposed to in- 
jelude two atonements— one on the snrine of the 
y^lhurch, the other by his union with Eleanor — 
to the memory of the girl's forsaken mother. 

When the conscientious scruples of the ^oung 
jBMUi thwarted this great scheme of her life, 
Mrs. Breynton was at first paralyzed. That 
Philip should venture to oppose herself — ^that he 
^ should dare to doubt those ecclesiastical ways' 
teries^ without the pale of whioh she conceived 
all to be crime and darkness, was a greater 
ehock than even the short-comings of his father. 
She felt overwhelmed with horror and indigna- 
tion 'y an indignation so violent, that both then 
4Uid lor a long time afterward it caused her, like 
Wloft bigots, to ceoftumd the sinner with the sin, 
QBtil she positively hated the nephew who had 
once been to kir a source of interest and pride. 
Bat, this first tempest of wrath over, she began 
to incline toward the lost one ; and with a 
aCrange mingling of amotion, obstinate will, and 
that st^m prejudice which seemed to her dark- 
ened eyes the true spirit of religion, Mrs. Breyn- 
t<Hi determined, if she could not win, to force 
her nephew into the path for which she had 
destined him. 

Long she pondered upon the best method of 
accomplishing her will ; and, embittered as she 
was against Philip, it was some time before she 
oould reconcile her pride and her conscience to 
do that which, by driving him to despair, would 
at last bring home the repentant prodigal. But 
when, in her blindness, she had fully satisfied 
herself that "the end sanctified the means,'' 
she conunenced the plan which suggested itself 
as best. No more letters were received either 
by Philip or Eleanor. All were intercepted and 
oonsigned to the flames, in Mrs. Breynton's 
room. 

She did not open or read a single one ; for, 

while persuading herself that she was fulfilling 

a stem duty, &q dean's widow would have 

■corned ^ gratify idle curiosity or malice. She 

ooaJd, self-aeceivedj commit a great crime, but 

she could not stoop to a smaU meanness. TJn- 

moved, she saw Eleanor'a ohee\i grow pale with 



anxiety, and fancied that all this^ime she was 
working out the girl's future happiness; that 
the recreant lover would be brought to his 
senses, and, with a good rectory, take to himself 
a loving wife. 

It would be a curious study for those who 
rightly and justly believe in the perfectibility 
of humanity, to trace how often at the root of 
darkest woe-creating crime lurks some motive, 
which, though warped to evil, has its origin in 
good. So it was with this woman. 

She stood looking at the letter, and thinking 
over the news which had come to her knowledge 
concerning Philip. It had irritated and alarmed 
her to hear of her nephew's success. She 
feared lest her own hold over him — ^by which, 
through his love for Eleanor, she might wring 
every fiber of his heart — should grow weaker as 
he prospered in the world. Indignant beyond 
I endurance, she crushed the letter in her hand 
and— r-the seal broke I 

But for this chance she might have withstood 
the desire which prompted her, by plunging still 
deeper into deceit, to arrive at a clear knowledge 
of Philip's motives and intentions, so as thereby 
to guide her own. 

For a moment she paused irresolute, and then 
the evil desire conquered — Mrs. Breyntooopened 
the letter. It seemed to have been written at 
various times, the first date being many weeks 
back. 

"Eleanor!" it begax^— and the handwriting, 
which often betrays what words succeed in cqii> 
oealing, was tremulous and illegible : " you 
said one day«-that soft spring morning, do you 
remember? — when we stoocT together in the 
window, looking on the palace-lawn — ^your hand 
on my shoulder, and my arm encircling you, as 
it had a right to do then — you said that we must 
have no secrets from one another j that we must 
never suffer the faintest shadow to rise up be- 
tween us. There has been none until now! 
Eleanor 1 dearest — still dearest — shall I tell you 
what is oo my spirit? A trouble — a doubt- 
idle, perhaps wrong, and yet it weighs me down 
heavdy. I heard, last night, by chance, a few 
words that I would only have smiled at, but for 
your long silence, and your departure from En- 
gland. You have gone, as I understand, and 
without informing me. Was this quite right, 
my Eleanor? Still, there may have been a 
reason. My aunt — but I will not speak of her. 
Let me come at once to this idle rumor. They 
say — though I do not believe it — that three year^ 
ago-— which nwst have been at the very time, 
the blessed spring-time, when I first told you 
how precious was your love — another did the 
same. In short, that you were wooed — •willingly 
wooed — ^by a Mr. Paul Lynedon, whom you met 
at Summerwood. Why did you never speak of 
this acquaintance — ^for, of course he was nothing 
more? You could not — no, my Eleanor, my 
all-pure, all-true Eleanor ! — ^you could not have 
deceived me, when you confessed that I — such 
as I am, inferior in outward qualities to many, 
and doubtless to this Paul Lynedon, if report be 
true-^that I was dearer to you^ than all the 
world. How I hesitate over this loolish tale ! — 
let me end it at once. Well then, they say this 
same Lynedon is now with you at Florence; 
I that fact \s cenamVf Xtviq. i^% for the rest-n- 
\ oh I my \dnd and laix)Q!L>3\ oivb^ Iqei^vn^ \si&-^\i«& 
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I am anxious, troubled. Write, if only one 
line. Not that I doubt you — do not think it; 
but still — However, I must wait, for I have 
to find out your address by some means, before 
I can send this." « 

The letter continued, dated later, "You do 
not know what I suffer from your silence, 
Eleanor. I have seen Hugh, your brother — 
mine that is to be. When I thought so, his 
careless greeting pained me. It was perhaps 
best to keep our engagement so secret, and yet 
it is humiliating. Hugh chanced to speak of 
your visit at Summerwood long ago; of Paul 
Lynedon, too — with that name he jestingly 
coupled yours. He said but few words : for his 
mind was too full of his approaching mairiage 
-"-of course you are aware of it, Eleanor ? But 
these few words cut me to the heart. And I 
must wait still, for Hu^h has lost your address. 
No ! I can not wait — it is torture. I must go 

to L . 

L 1 March 20th. 

"You see I am here— on the very spot, so 
sacred — but I dare not think of that now. Ele- 
anor, i have learned — ^believe me, it was by 
mere chance, not by prying rudely into your 
affairs — ^I have learned that this story was not 
all false, that Paul Lyn^don was here — ^with 

fou. And yet you never told me I What must 
think? There is a cloud before me. I see 
two imaffes^-Eleanor, the* Eleanor of old — ^true, 
faithful, loving, in whom I trusted, and would 
fain trust still; and the other Eleanor, secretly 
wooed of Lynedon, the heiress of Dean Sedley — 
you see I know that too. You need not have 
concealed your good fortune from me, but this 
is nothing compared to the other pang. I try 
to write calmly ; yet if you knew — But I will 
rest until to-morrow 

"I think the madness — ^the torture is over 
now. All day — almost all night, I have been 
walking along our old walks ; by the river and 
beneath the cathedral-shadow; in your very 
footsteps, Eleanor, as it seemed. I can write 
to you i^ow and say what I have to say — calmly, 
tenderly, as becomes one to whom you were 
ever gentle and kind. Eleanor, if you love this 
man, and he loves you — he could not but do 
that! — then let no promise once given to me 
stand between you two. Mr. Lynedon is, as I 
hear, not unworthy of you — ^high-minded, clever, 
rich, and withal calculated to win any woman^s 
heart. If he has won yours I have no right to 
murmur. Perhaps I ought rather to rejodce 
that you will be saved from sharing the struggles 
and poverty which must be nay lot for many 
years ; it may be while I live. Be happy ; I can 
endure all ; and peace will come to me in time. 
Eleanor, my Meanor /^-let me write the words 
once more, only once — God bless you I He only 
knows how dearly I have loved, how dearly I do 
love you ! But this love can only pain you now, 
so I will not utter it. 

" One word yet. If all this tale be false— 
—though I dare not trust myself to think so — 
then, Eleanor, have pity ; forget all I have said 
in my misery; forgive me — ^E)ve me — take me 
to your heart again, and write speedily, that I 
may once more take to mine its Ufe, its joy, its 
lost treasure ! But if not, I will count your 
silence as a mute farewell. A farewell \ and 
between us, who — " 



Here two or three lines were oarefu% oblit- 
erated, and the letter ended abruptly with one- 
last blessing, the mournful tenderness of whicli 
would have brought tears to any eyes but those 
cold, hard ones that read this sad record of . 
sorely-tried, devoted love. 

Mrs. Breynton now discovered, like many 
another short-sighted plotter, that her soheme- 
had worked its ovfn ruin. With Philip's final 
parting fronjt Eleanor she herself would lose her 
remaining influence over his future destiny* 
And such a separation must be the inevitable 
consequence of the silence which could be th» 
only answer to her nephew's letter, unless she 
made a full confession of her own du{^icity. 
And, even then, what would result ? A joyful 
reconciliation, and Philip's speedy union, not 
with the portionless Eleanor, but vdth Dean 
Sedley's heiress, thus forever excluding thai 
ecclesiastical life which now more than ever 
Mrs. Breynton wished to force upon her nephew; 
She was taken in her own toils. She writhed, 
beneath them; and, while helplessly she turned 
over in her mind some means of escape, a knock 
came to the door. 

The dull red mounted to her pale, withered 
cheek, as Mrs. Breynton, with an instinctive . 
impulse, tottered across the room, and hid 
Philip's letter in her escritoire. 

^^ May I come in, dear friend?" murmured a 
tremulous voice outside. And Eleanor entered, 
almost weeping, yet with a strange happiness 
shining in ner face and mien. She had the 
lawyer's letter in her hand, and, without speak- 
ing, she gave it to Mrs. Breynton. 

The latter took it mechanically, glad of any 
excuse to escape those beaming, innocent eyes, . 
Then she rose up and touchea Eleanor's brow 
with her frigid lips. 

'•'' I wish you joy, my dear. You are a good 
girl, and deserving of all happiness. Mr. Sedley , 
was right to leave his fortune where it would be 
worthily used. I hope that it may Proven's 
blessing to you." 

'^ It will ! it will ! Oh, how glad, how thank- 
ful I am!" cried the young betrothed, as her 
thoughts flew far over land and sea to where he^ 
heart was. Thither she herself would sooi^ 
journey, to drive away with one word, one smilei 
the light cloud which liad come between her 
smd Philip ; and then pour out all her new stor0 
at his feet, joyful that she could bring toldm at 
once both riches and hsqppiness, worldly fortune 
and faithful love. 

Mrs. Breynton regarded her wiUi a oold, sus-, 
picious glance. 

" I do not often seek to know your concerns,'* 
sIm said, sharply. *' Indeed, I have carefully ab- 
stained from interfering with them in 8uiy way eveir 
since you have resided with me. Miss Ogilvie." 

"Do not call me thus. Say Eleanor^'''* was 
the beseeching answer. 

" Well, then, Eleanor, may I be excused foT 
asking why you are so happy at receiving this 
legacy, and what you intend to do with it ?" 

Eleanor was accustomed to the sudden changes 
of temper which the invalid often exhibited : but 
now there was a deeper meaning in Mrs. 
Breynton's searching^ irritated \kii^. "SxXs^vs^vs^saJw 

a^ dvd ivox T^^\S, ^^5. l^W. ^^\.V«: ^^'^^^'^ ^^ 
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*^ Ar» yoa going to leave me, now that you 
B become an independent lady?" was the bit- 
ter qoestion which deepened the flush still more. 
"I always wu independent — Hugh took care 
of that — and, if not, I would have made myself 
80," said Eleanor, rather proudly. "But you 
know I staid with you by your own wish — and 
my own, too,'V she added, in her gentlest tone. 



And the man who, rather than make a lortiig 
woman a little poorer in worldly wealt h but 
oh, how rich in ttOfection ! — ^proudly conceals his 
love in his own breast, and will not utter it — he 
is deemed a self-denying hero ! Is this right? 

You writers of moral fiction, who exalt to the 
skies sacrifices such as these, what would yoa 
say if for any cause under heaven a wife gav» 



^ to love you, and be a daughter to you. How up a husband, or a husband a wife, each doom- 



oould you think I should forget all this, Mrs. 
Breynton ?" 

^ Well, we will not talk about that," muttered 
the old lady, with a slight ehange of feature. 
"You wiH stay, then? Other people may not 
be more forgetful of kindness shown to their 
4>k[ age than was Bean Sedley. You will not 
leave me, Eleanor ?" 

Eleanor threw herself on her knees beside 
Mrs. Breynton's ehair. " We will not leave 
you," she whispered. " Oh, dear friend ! now 
this good fortune has come, let me be your very 
own — your child — ^your niece, and forgive us 
both. Indeed we have suffered very much — I 
and— Philip !" The long forbidden name burst 
from her lips accompanied by a flood of tears. 
Mrs. Breynton started, and stood upright. 
, " Do you mean to tell me that you will marry 
tiiat ungrateful fool ! that beggar ! who has in- 
sulted his aunt, and disgraced his family? Is 
this the wav you show^ your love for me? 
Eleanor Ogifvie, you may become my niece if 
you will, but it shall be an empty name, for you 
shall never see my face again. So choose be- 
tween me and him whose name you have dared 
to utter. If I hear it spoken in my presence 
again, it shall be echoed by my h'ps too, but after 
it shall come a curse !" 

And the aged woman, overpowered by this 
storm of anger, 3ank back in her chair. Eleanor, 
trembling in every limb, sprang up to assist her, 
bat she pushed her aside. 

" Call Davis, I want no one else. Go away." 
Eleanor dared not disobey, for she was terrified 
at this burst of passion, the first she had ever 
iseen in the reserved and frigid Mrs. Breynton. 
She summoned the maid, and was gliding out of 
the room quietly, though tearfully, when the 
old lady culed her back, and said, in a low, 
hoarse whisper — 

** Remember, Eleanor, before either of us sleep 
this i^ht, I will know your intention one way 
or the other. I must have your promise, your 
solemn promise, to last your life long, or if not — " 

Her voice ceased, but her eyes expressed the 
test. That look of anger, doubt, threatening, 
and yet entreaty, haunted Eleanor for many 
hours. 

How sore a strait for one so young I Her 
heart was almost rent in twain. It was the old 
contest, old as the world itself— the strife between 
duty and love. 

Most writers on this subject are, we think, 
somewhat in the wrong. They never consider 
that love is duty — a most solemn and holy duty ! 
He who, loving and being beloved, takes upon 
himself this second life, this glad burden of an- 
other's happiness, has no right to sacrifice it for 



ing the other to suffering worse than death? 
And is the tie between two hearts knitted to- 
gether by mutual love less strong, less sacred, 
before thcj^ltar-vow than after it ? Is not the 
breaking oi such bond a sin, even though no con- 
secrf^ted ordinance has rendered the actual per- 
jury visible guilt ? 

When wiS you, who with the world-wide 
truths of the ideal show forth what is noblest in 
humanity, boldly put forward this law of a 
morality, higher and more wholesome than all 
your tales of sacrifices in filial and paternal 
shrines — that no power on earth should stand 
between two beings who worthily, holily, and 
faithfully love one another ? 

By this law let us judge Eleanor Ogilvie. 
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Now I 



The mystery of your londineM, and find 
Your salt tears* head 

Helena, My dearest madam. 

Let not year hate encoanter with my love, 
For loving where you do. 

Shaksrarb. 

It was almost night before Eleanor was sum- 
moned to the chamber of Mrs., Breynton. The 
latter had already retired to rest ; and Davis, oo 
quitting the room, whispered that her mistress 
had seemed any thing but well for several hours. 
In truth, the thin, '^ite, aged face that lay on 
t}ie pillow was very different from the stem, 
haughty countenance of old. If Mrs. Breynton 
had any idea of working out her purpose by 
touching Eleanor's feelings, she certainly wei^t 
the right way to do so. The poor girl, strong 
as she had been a few minutes before, felt weak, 
almost guilty, now. She sat down beside the 
bed, silent and trembling. 

Mrs. Breynton did not speak j but the imperioos 
eyes which anger had lighted up with all the fires 
of youth, implacably asked the dreaded question. 

Eleanor trembled still more. "Dear Mrs. 
Breynton, do not let us talk now j it is so late, 
and you are wearied. Let me wait until to- 
morrow," she pleaded. 

"But / will not wait. I never break my 
word. I told you I must have an answer, and 
I will," said the aged voice, whose tones gained 
in sharpness where they failed in strength. 
"Eleanor Ogilvie, before I sleep you must 
promise that you will not throw away yourself 
and your fortune by marrying that vile, dishon- 
ored, ungrateful nephew of mine." 

Eleanor's spirit was roused. Is there any 
lovinff woman's that would not be ? " You are 
any other human tie. It is"the fashion to extol j mistaken, Mrs. Breynton," she said gently, but 
the .self-devotion of the girl who, for parental j decisively, " such appellations are not meet for 
caprioCj or to work out the happiness of some Philip Wychnor." 

iove-hrn sister, gives up the chosen of her heart, 1 •^ AYi \ you date wUet V\& taxol.^ ^Ivet xfVwJt I 
whoseheart^s chosen she knows herself to be.' said I Have ^ou. Iot^oU^iiT"' 
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**I have forgotten all tha;t was wrong — ^all that 
you yourself would soon wish to forget. Why 
^ you feel so bitterly toward him? You whom 
he loved so dearly, you who loved him too, once ; 
an^ thought him so good, and so noble-minded 
-•-as he is still.' ^ 

" It is a 1^ ! And you defend him to my face 1" 
ahttost screamed Mrs. Brejrnton. 

" Because he has no one else to defend him. 
And who but X should have a right to do so? I, 
who love him and have loved him since I was e^ 
girl ? I, who have known every thought of his 
heart — ^who am his plighted wife in the sight of 
Heaven? Oh, Mrs. Breynton, how can you ask 
me to give him up?" 

The speech, begun with patient firmness, ended 
with tearful entreaty. Even the storm of invec- 
tive that had risen to Mrs. Breynton's lips, died 
away unuttered. It might be, that for the mo- 
ment she saw, in the pale, drooping face and 
clasped hands, the likeness of Eleanor's dead 
mother, with all her struggles and sufferings. 
The harsh voice became a little softer, when sne 
said, '•^ You are blinded, Eleanor, or you would 
see that it is for your own good I ask this. You 
do not give up him? — ^he gives up you. Nay, do 
not speak — ^I say he does. Whet e is the honor 
of a man who keeps a young girl waiting for 
him year after year, bound by a pronodse, and 
shut out from the chance of making a better 
match?" Mrs. Breynton did not see how Elea- 
nor's lips curled at the words. " A worthy lover 
he is, who talks of his sentimental affection, and 
forsooth says he is too poor to marry, w^le by 
his own folly he chooses to remain sol ^This is 
how that — I will not utter his name, would 
treat yon — until you grow old; and then he 
would go und marry some one youngdr, lovelier, 
and richer. It is like men; they are all the 
same!" muttered the dean's widow, repeating 
the usual lament of narrow-minded women, who, 
mean themselves, have had no power to win as 
friends or lovers any but the meanest of the other 
sex. Thus they never know how high and noble 
— «y, and gentle too, is the nature of a truly good 
and pure-hearted man. 

The old lady paused a moment to look at the 
young creature before her. Eleanor bad risen 
and stood by the bed-side, not weeping, but com- 
posed. 

**Mrs. Breynton," she said, in a low, quiet 
tone, ^'you have been ever kind tome, and I am 
grateful. Besides, you are dear to me for your 
own sake, and for his, whose name I will not 
speak if it offends you. But I can go no farther. 
It pains me very much to hear you talk in this 
way. I owe you all respect, but I also owe some 
to nim whose wife I have promised to be." 

" And you will — in spite of all — you will be 
his wife ?'^' 

"Yes!" 

The word was scarcely above a breath, but 
it said enough. Love had give to the timid, 
gentle-hearted girl a strength that was able to 
stand firm against the world. 

To that "Yes!" there came no answer. It 
controlled even the outburst of Mrs. Breynton' s 
wrath. She lay silent, unable to to remove her 
. eyes from this yx>ung girl, so meek and yet so 
resolute — so patient, yet so brave. But tuougVi 
restraiiied by this irresistible influence, the storm 
of passion raged within until it i^ook every fiber 



of the aged frame. It seemed as though m 
her life's decline Mrs. Breynton was destined 
to feel the vehement passions which in her dull 
youth and frigid middle age had never beea 
awakened. « 

Eleanor, startled by her silence, yet drawing 
from it a faint ray of hope, gathered couragHi. 
Kneeling down by the bed-side,. she would have 
taken one of Mrs. Breynton's hands, but they 
were too tightly clenched together. 

" D^r friend, my mother's friend !" she cried, 
" do not try me so bitterly. If you knew what 
it costs me to say this one word — and yet I cati 
not but say it. How can I give up my own 
Philip ?" And in the sorrow and struggle of 
the moment she spoke to Mrs. Breynton as in 
her maiden timidity she had never spoken to 
any human being. " Has he not been my play- 
fellow, my friend, thfese many years ? Did apt 
vou yourself first teach me to love him, by tell- 
ing me how good he was, and by bringing us con- 
stantly together, boy and girl as we were ?" 

"I did, I did. I wished to atone to poor Isa- 
bel's child for the wrong done to her mothw. 
Fool that I was, to trust the son of such a 
father !" muttered Mrs. Breimton, almost inaud- 
ibly. 

Not hearing, or not noticing the words, Elea- 
nor went on with her earnest pleading. 

" How could we help loving one another ; or, 
loving, how could we by your will break at onoe 
through these dear ties, and never love each 
other again ? Mrs. Breynton, I owe you much) 
but I owe Philip more. He chose me ; he jp^ave 
me his true, noble heart ; and I will keep it mith- 
fully and trulv. He loves me, he trusts me ; and 
I will never forsake him while I live." 

Mrs. Breynton, overwhelmed by the pent-op 
secrets which convulsed her breast, saw her 
last chance of regaining power fading from her, 
and yet she dared not speak. Goaded on almost 
to tnisidness, she ^azed on that young face, now 
grown serene with the shining of the perfect 
faith and perfect love which " casteth out fear." 
It did not shrink even from those gleaming eye^ 
wherein the wild fires of stormiest youth con- 
tended with the dinmess of a^e. 

^^ Eleanor Ogilvift," she said, hoarsely, ^'what 
do you intend to do with this fortune ?'' 

^^ To wait until I again meet him who has a 
right to all my love—^ my riches; and then, 
if he so wills it, to make both his own." 

At these words, Mrs. Breynton, driven to 
desperation alike by wrath and fear of discovery, 
snatched blindly at any means of keeping asun- 
der, for a time at least, those two to whom a 
few words of heart-confidence would roveal all 
her own machinations. 

" You are mad— -deceived," cried she, vehe- 
mently. *^ How do you know that he remembers 
you still? Vhat does your brother's letter say ? 
— ^that he is gay, prosperous." 

*^ There is nothing in that to pain me. Philip 
happy, loves me as well as Philip sorrowful," 
she murmured, saying the last words in a musiiig 
tone. 

" Then why does he not show his love ? Why 
does he not come and claim you to share hui 
fortune ? But I taVk ^«Qu» ^^isftasssst <^^ei5s^ft^;v=^ 
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From that night the ley harrier seemed hroken 
down between them. Thongh Mrs. Breyaton 
neTer spoke of her nephew^ stOl she bore at times 
the ehance mention of his name ; and often, even 
after it had heen uttered, she would regaerd El- 
eanor with a vague tenderness, and seem on the 
point of saying somethinff which yet never rose 
to her lips. This filled the young girl with ha]»- 
py hope ; so that she bore patient^ the long si- 
lence between herself and PhiKp, waiting until 
her return home should solve all doubt, and show 
him that even this temporary alienation Was a 
sacrifice for his sake, in order that the work of 
the peace-maker might be finished with joy. 

Eleanor never guessed from bow muefa of re- 
morse sprang the new gentleness which the 
dean's widow continually showed towaitl her. 
After a little longer sojourn abroad, Mrs. Breyn- 
ton began restlessly to long after home, instane- 

ing the necessity for Eleanor's being at L to 

look after her own little fortune. The young 
girl prepared gladly for the journey, and tried to 
see in the reason urged only an excuse framed 
by this still haughty spirit, willing and yet hdM- 
ashamed to make the concession wat would give 
so much happiness. 

And witfaesuch diverse feelines did Mrs. 
Breynton and her young oompamou again set 
foot in L— 



CHAPTER XXXr. 

Most men 
Are ciadled faito poeqr by wrong : 
Thej leam in siiaerfaijK what tliey teaeh in mm§. 

Suun. 

Life is real— life ie earnest, 

And the grave is not its goal : 
'Dust thou art— to dust retumest,' 

Was not ipokwBof the sool. 

LoMttrxiAow. 

" So your young bridesmaid has really follow- 
ed your example, and is gone on her honeymooa 
trip," said Mrs. Pennythome, as she nervously 
prepared herself for the mar^rdom of a draw- 
ing-room tite-a-tete with her stylish dan£[hter-in- 
law. This was after the usual* Sunday clinner-^ 
the hebdomadal sacrifice on the family shrine — 
which its new member always considered a 
" horrid bore." 

" Yes, indeed, and has come back again, too," 
answered Mrs. Frederick, throwing herself on a 
sofa by the window, while the elder Mrs. Pen- 
nythome sat bolt upright by her side on one of 
the frail, comfortless fabrics which her husband's 
omnipotent taste had provided for the drawing- 
room chairs. " They made a short wedding tour, 
did Hugh and Katharine — Mr. and Mrs. OgUvie, 
I mean ; but one can't get over old habits, and 
my cousins and I were such friends, especially 
Hugh," simpered the young bride. 

" Were you, indeed I oh, of course, being re- 
lations," absently replied Mrs. Pennythorne. 
She made the quietest and most submissive 
mother-in-law in the world to Isabella j indeed, 
to tell the truth, she was considerably afraid of 
her son's gay, fashionable wife. "They seemed 
both very nice young people j I hope they will 
be happy," added she, m a vain attempt to con- 
verse. 



ttesii a»di u»«rorthiness. He onl^ waits an ex- 
cuse to cast yon off. He has said so." 

Eleanor shrunk back a little, and a slight pain 
•smote her heart. " Will you teU me how you 
learned this?" she asked. 
; " No, no, I will not tell you any thing," hast- 
ily said the conscience-stricken woman. " They 
vho fi^ormed me spoke truth, as I firmly be- 
lieve." 

"But I do not — ^I ought not.'' And once 
'inore the beautifol light of confiding Ipnre re- 
turned to the face of the young betrothed. " Who 
knows PhiKp Wychnor so well as I ? There- 
fore it is I who should trust him most. And I 
do trust him !" 

"Then you turn away from your mother's 
friend, who would have been a mother to you. 
Tou go and leave her without a child to com- 
fort her old age," said Mh. Breynton. 

• "What shaU I do?— what ought I to do?" 
oried Eleanor, her gentle heart wrung to the 
very core by this conflict. 

"Go away — go away. I never wish to see 

•your fkce again! and the voice rose sharper and 

sharper. Mrs. BreyiMon lifted herself up in 

-bed, with flashing eyes and out-stretched hcmds, 

which she shook with a threatening gesture, as 

-thoQgh the malediction which Phihp had scarce 

escaped were about to fall on his affianced. 

Eleanor, mute with horror, instinctively mov- 
ed toward the door; but on reaching it, she 
'Stood irresolute. It was one of those crises 
-which sometimes occur in life, when right and 
wrong seem confounded^ when we feel ourselves 
driven blindly along without power to say, 
"This is the true way — I will walk therein, God 
helping me." Poor Eleanor ! in either course 
nbe took, all seemed darkness, suffering, and, 
still more, sin. Strong as she was in her faith- 
ful devotion to Philip, when she thought of Phil- 
ip's aunt she felt almost as if she had done 
wrong. From an impulse, more than a settled 
intent, she laid her hand again on the door, 
paused a moment, and then re-entered the cham- 
ber. 

Mrs. Breynton was leaning forward, with her 
face on her hands : the atona of pcussion had 
spent itself, and tears were droppmg fast be- 
tween her poor, thin fingers. Eleanor's heart 
sprang toward the desolate woman with intense 
tenderness. She put her arms round her ^ she 
laid the aged head on her young bosom — just as 
she had used to rest her own mother's during 

• many a long nisht of suffering — as ^e had done 
on that last nignt until the moment when suffer- 
ing merged into the peace of death. The action 
awoke all these memories like a tide. The or- 
phan felt drawn with a fuHneissr of love to her who 
had been the friend of the dead ; and the mother- 
less and the childless clung together in a close 
em:braee. 

" You will not send me away fjFom you, Mrs. 
Breynton ?" whispered the girl. 

" Never !" was the answer. " And you will 
stay with me, Eleanor, my child ; that is, until 
-—no, I can not talk abCut it yet — ^but in time — 
in time—" 

Mrs. Breynton said no more; and this was the 

co)/ explanation to which they came. Yet El- 

eanor feh satisAed that a change had passed 

aver the mind of Philip's aunt— slight, indeed, \ " Hap^^y *? OVi, 1 awYpoafc ^o\ ^\i^ V&TtfA^^ 
9tit greater than she hdd over dared to hope. 1 best oi tempers, to \» sat^-, «ck!\\ ^<o<c^x i^c^oh. 
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H^gh would have married her if he bad not been 
dragged into it^ so to speak. He used to pay 
me a great deal of attention once." 

Mrs. Pennythome opened her eyes a little 
wider than usual. She thought this style of 
conversation rather odd in her son's wife, but it 
was perhaps the way of fashionable young ladies. 
She merely said '^ Indeed !" and looked out of 
the window, watching the people of the square 
'^ going to evening service, and listening to the 
heavy, monotonous tone of the solitary bell. 

*' How disagreeable it must be to live near 
a church ! I hate that dine^ong, it is so annoy- 
ing; especially when it tous for a funeral," said 
Isabella. 

.Mrs. Pennythorne shivered perceptibly. 

^' Oh, .we have not many funerals here ; it is a 
very healthy neighborhood." 

There was a silence, during which the dull 
sound of some one coughing feebly was heard in 
the next room. 

" Can you find a book for a minute or two, 
while I go and speak to Leiffh ? I always do 
so after dinner," said the mower, meekly apolo- 
gizing. 

^' Oh yes ! And, by-the-by, that reminds me 
that I have not yet asked after Leigh. He is- 
much as usual,. I suppose ?" 

"A little better, we think. He likes those 
drives in your pony-chaise so much, and they are 
sure to do him good." 

^^ Well, he can have the earriaee any morning. 
I never stir out ^ till after luncheon. Only he 
must not go too far, so as to tire out the horses 
before I want them." 

^^ There is no fear of that. Leigh can not take 
long rides. He does not get strong jrery fast. 
The doctor says we must not expect it at pres- 
ent. But it is such fiiie May weather now, and 
he is resdly improving," said Mrs. Pennythorne, 
moving from the room. 

Isal^lla looked after her, and tossed her head. 
" People are so blind when they choose," said 
she to herself. Then glancing down at her 
splendid, gay-tinted satin, ^^How provoking it 
will be to put it aside for horrible, unbecommg 
black; and one can't take to one's wedding- 
dresses twelve months after marriage. What a 
nuisance it is — ^that boy dying !" 

And during the ten minutes of solitude Mrs. 
Frederick occupied herself in considering wheth- 
er it would not be advisable to give ner first 
evening party at once, without postponing it for 
the usual round of bridal entertainments. 

'^ One may as well make the most of the time, 
for one never knows what may happen," moral- 
ized the young wife, whose whole life of vain 
heartlessness was a contradiction to the say- 
ing- 
Mrs. Pennythorne returned to her seat by thd 

window ; and the elder and younger matron tried 
to keep up a desultory talk, broken by two or 
three iU-eoncealed yawns from the latter. 

'^ I beg your pardon, but one always geti so 
stupid at this time of the evening ; at least I do. 
I quite hate the twilight," observed Isabella. 

t* We might shut it out and have candles, only 
Ipromised Leigh that I would watch for Mr. 
yfyvhROT round t^ square — ^he never nusses 
coming on a Sunday evening, you know, and the 
W^ is so glad to see him. Perhaps you would 
Mot mind wtdting a little without ligbte, yosX to 



humor poor Leigh?" observod the mother-in- 
law, humbly. * 

" Oh, dear, no ! don't inoonvenience yourself on 
my account," languidly answered Mrs. Fred- 
erick ; and after inwardly resolving to make one 
last attempt to keep " that nice young Wychnor" 
by her side in the drawing-room, instead of suf- 
fering him to spend nearly the whole evening, as 
usual, in Leigh's room, Isabella began to dilate 
on her favorite subject, ^^ my cousins, the Ogil- 
vies"— their great wealth and connections — the 
beautiful villa that Hugh and Katharine had 
taken in the Regent's Park, and the elegant and 
costly style in which it was furnished. Con- 
tented with monosyllabic answers, Mrs. Frederick 
had thus gone on for a quarter of an hour, when 
her mother-in-law interrupted her with the in^ 
formation that she must go and tell Leigh that 
Mr. Wychnor was turning the comer of tha 
square. Thereupon Isabella smoothed her dress, 
pulled her ringlets out properly, and awaited 
Mr. Wychnor's entrance. The preparation was 
vain, for he went at once to Leigh's room. 

Thither we will follow him, and gladly too, 
having little love for scenes wherein move such 
gayly bedizened puppets as Mrs. Frederick 
rennjrthorne. 

" It is better to so to the house of mourning, 
than to the house (h feasting." And better, far 
better, to stand face to face with the struggling, 
the sorrowful, nay, even the dying, than to dwe)^ 
entirely amidst a world of outside show. More 
precious is it to trace the earnest throbs of the 
most wounded heart, than to live among those 
human machines to whom existence is one daily 
round of dullness and frivolity. Looking on 
these. Youth, with its bursting tide of soul and 
sense, shrinks back aghast — *'0h, God I" rises 
the prayer — '^ Let me not be as these I Rather 
let my pulses swell like a torrent, pour them- 
selves out, and cease — ^let heart and brain work 
their work, even to the perishing of both — he 
my life shcni; like a weaver's shuttle, but let it 
be a life, full, strong, rich — ^perchanoe a day 
only, but one of those days of heaven, which are 
as a thousand years !" 

When Philip Wychnor came into Leigh's 
room the boy had fallen asleep— as he often did 
in the twilight. He roused himself, however, to 
give his firiend a welcome; but his mother and 
Philip persuaded him to rest again until tea. 
Just then the sharp call of '^CiUie, my dear,'* 
resounded through the house, and Mrs. Penny- 
thome vanished. / 

Philip Wychnor sat in the growing darkness, 
holding the feeble hand in his, and listening to 
the breathing of the sleeper. It is a solemn 
thing, this v\gil beside those over whom, day 
after day, the shadow of death is creeping, whom 
we seem to be ourselves leading — ^walkmg step 
by step with them to the very entrance of the 
dark valley. Strange it is to think that there 
we must leave them— needing our guidance and 
support no more ; that in one day, one hour, the 
poor frail ones, who have for months clung help* 
fessly to us for tendance, almost existence, will 
be bodiless sprits, strong, glorious, mighty 1 
looking down, it may be, with divine pity on our 
weak kumaoitY. TVMM^^^st<3ttwasafc<^^&CL«.>^^««- 
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As the youns man, in all the stren^h of his 
youth, sat beside that scarcely-breathing form, 
where clay and spirit seemed linked together by 
a thread so fine tluit each moment might dissever 



his lips. God's truest messenger is sometiraM 
not the Pharisee who harangues in the temple, 
but the Publican who passes unnoticed by tlM 
way-side. Yet Philip Wychnor had his shars 



them for eternity — he felt a strange awe come of honor and repute. Every day his fame was 
over him. ' growing ; but there was one difference between 

There are many phases which the human soul his present life and the past. The work itself 
must go through before it can attain even that ■ brought pleasure, at least that sense of duty fol- 
approximation to the divine, which is possible on filled which is likest pleasure ; the mere fama 
earth. We cling to prop after prop ; we follow brought none. He had no care whether it came 
longingly whichever of earth's beautiful and or not. For two ends only is renown precious : 
blessed things seems most to realize that perfect for ambition's sake and for love's. Philip had 
ideal which we call happiness. Of these joys neither ; life to him seemed now made not for 
the dearest, the truest, the most satisfying, is happiness but for worthy toil. He stood in the 
that which lifts us out of ourselves, and unites world^s vineyard, not as ajoyful (gatherer of fruit, 
us in heart and soul — ay, and intellect, too, for but as a laborer, patient and active, yet looking 
the spirit must find its mate to make the union toward the day's close as toward its chiefest joy. 
perfect — ^with some other human being. This Was then this brave heart, worthily struggling 
olessed bond we call Love. But the chances with and surmounting fate, utterly without menu* 
of fortune come between us and our desire ; — ' ones of the sweet past ? Was it grown so indif« 
the light passes, and we go on our way in dark- ; ferent that oblivion brought no pain ? Let many 
ness. There are times, when we must stand a fearful hour of suffering — in the dead of night. 
Alone, and see earth's deepest and most real joys at intervals in the day's toil, or in seasons of 
float oy like shadows. Alas I we can but stretch good fortune, wherein there was no sharer, and 
out our arms toward that Infinite, which alone of fame become all joyless now — let these t^ 
is able to fill the longings of an immortal spirit, that the young man yet mourned over his buried 
Then, with our woundea souls lying naked and ' (|ream. 

open before the Beholder of all, we look yearn- | Perchance this sorrow oppressed him even 
ingly toward the eternal and divine life, com- , when on this night he sat in the darkness beside 
plete, unchangeable, and cry with solemn, the sick boy. Leigh's deep sleep left Philip's 
thankful voice, ^'O God, Thy fuUness is sufficient thoughts that liberty of range which is bliss to 
for me j O God, Thy love is an all-boundless ! the happy — to the sufferincr, or those who have 
store. '^ I suffered, torture indeed. The young man sighed 

Through this portion of his inward life had heavily many times. 
Philip passed. But while learning the deepest I " Are you unhappy, Philip ?" whispered a 
mystery of all, he also gained other knowledge, faint voice, and the damp fingers he held twined 
other power. It seemed as though his intellect feebly round his own. 

had sprong up. strong and mighty, from the I *' My dear Leigh I I thought that you were 
ashes of the fire which had consumed his heart, asleep." * 

Perhaps the same would be the secret history " No, not for some minutes ; but I fancied 
of almost every poet-soul, whose words go forth you were, until those deep sighs came. We 
like Ufhtning ; man heeding not the stormy never sigh when we are asleep, you know." 
cloud and tempest from whence it leaps forth. " Very seldom : there is no sorrow in sleep," 
Philip'sworld-idealhadbeenthe woman he loved; murmured Philip, as if his words had a deeper 
when that became a dream, as he now deemed ; sense than their apparent one. .' He had some* 



it was, all human love seemed to pass out of that 
world with her. The heart's life shut out — ^the 
soul's life began. 

Within his spirit there dawned a new energy; 
an irresistible power, to work, to will, to do 



how caught a little of this habit of twofold 
speech from his constant associate and friend, 
David Drysdale. 

" What are you sa3ring about sorrow ?" asked 
Lei^h. "What have you been thinking of, 



The individual sense was merged in the univer- Philip ? Not that old grief of which you never 
sal j he felt the deep fountain of his genius speak ; and which, when I found out that it was 
sprmging up within him. After a season of in your heart, you said I could not understand ? 
wrestling with that strong agony of crushed ^I can understand many things better now; per- 
love — ^which, thank God ! no human being can j haps I inight this. And you often say, I do you 
know more than once — ^he arose, ready to fight good at times." 



thd glorious battle, to begin the blessed toil of 

those great spirits whom Heaven sends as lights 

unto the world. 

He had been' called an author — ^now he be- 
came one. He joined that little band of true 

brothers to whom authorship is a sacred thing : 

a lay priesthood, which, wearing the garb of 

ordinary fraternity, carries beneath it evermore 

an inward consecration. Philip wrote not with 

the haughty assiunption of an apostle among 

men: l^ometimes in his writings the deepest 

truth, the purest lore, lay coiled, serpent-like 

^ir» ase the ancient emblem of wisdom for wis- 
di?jn itself), beneath garlands of flowers. But 

^e never forgot bis mission, though the word, ^.. ^ ™ 

^(en so falsely assumed, had not once passed lafmd) scaiceV^ bott^ — Midi ^^\ Y^t\\^^^!&— ic^ 



" Alwa)rs, always, my boy ! Only let us talk 
of something else now. Be content, Leigh; 
indeed I am so too, as content as one can be in 
this sorrowful world." 

" Is it so sorrowful, this world of yours ?" 
" Why do you say * yours,^ Leigh ?" 
" Because — because — ^you know why, Philip," 
and the voice became feebler, more solemn. 
There was no answer ; Philip could not breathe 
the lie of hope to the spirit which seemed 
already spreading its pure wings. Both were 
silent for awhile, but the mute hand-clasp be-> 
tween them appeared to say, "I go !" — "Yea, 
thou goest, \AftasftA ow^ V 

LeigYi was X)aB ^t«1 '«w\vo s^(cJ«Lft. ''^\ vsxiv -Iks. 
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Pbilip ! if you knew how often in the old times 
I wished, earnestly wished, that it might be thus 
with me — ^that I might get away from that dull 
Ufe of torment. Awl now when the wish comes 
true, I sometimes have thought that I should 
like to stay a little longer, that I might do some- 
thing to atone for these eighteen wasted years. 
You would not think me thus old, Philip, child- 
ish as I am ? yet, at times I feel so weary, so 
worn — it might have been a life of eighty years 
which I lay down. Then again, even when my 
ix>dy is weakest, my soul feels so clear and 
strong, that 1 shrink from this ooming quiet — 
this deep rest." 

" Not all rest," answered Phihp, softly. " God 
never meapt it so; He, the Creator, the Sus- 
tainer, knows no idle repose. Neither shall we, 
JHis servants. We shall work His will — how, 
we can not tell, but we shall do it, and rejoice in 
the doing. Think, Leigh, how glorious to pass 
from weakness to strength — ^from suffering to 
action; perhaps ^o be heaven's messengers 
throughout the wide universe; feeling nearer 
Him, because, in our measure, we share His 
divinest attribute — ^that of dispensing good." 

In the darkness, Philip could not see the face 
of the almost dying boy; but he felt the hand 
which he still held, drawn nearer to the other, 
and both clasped, as in prayer — ^his own still be- 
tween them. It seemed that even then Leigh 
eouM not relinquish the hand which had brought 
light into his darkness, and guided him on until he 
stood at the death-portal, looking thereon calmly 
and without fear. 

"All this is joyful — so joyful!" Leigh said, 
after a pause. " Philip, your words are like an 
imgel s — ^they always were so to me ; and some 
time — not now, but you know when — ^will you 
' tell my mother all this ? and say how it was 
that I never spoke thus to her, because she 
eould not bear it. But you will remember it 
all, and it will sound as if I said it — ^not in my 
poor, weak, childish words, but with the voice 
which I shall have then." 

Philip promised. A little while longer they 
talked in this calm, solemn strain, and then the 
mother came in with a Ught. 

" How well Leigh looks to-night !" she said. 
And truly there was a strange spiritual beauty 
over the boy's face. "He. seems so quiet and 
happy ! You always do him good, Mr. Wych- 
nor, " gratefully added Mrs. Pennythome. 

And then through the open drawing-room 
door came Mrs. Frederick s titter, and her 
husband's loud chatter, while above all sounded 
Mr. Pennythorne's decisive tone. 

" Cillie, my dear, don't forget to tell that ex- 
cellent Mr. Wychnor that we can not do without 
him any longer ; send your ever-grumbling boy 
to bed, and ask Mr. Wychnor to come into the 
drawing-room." 

"Yes, do go, Philip," whispered Leigh, "it 
will please my father — he thinks so much of you 
now." He did indeed^ for Mr. Pennythome 
was a very Ghebir in his way — ^his face always 
turned worshipingly toward the rising sun. 

Philip assented — as he would have done to 
any wish of poor Leigh's. After an affectionate 
good-night, and a promise to come next day, he 
passed from the sick boy's room, the solemn 
tuite-cbamber ofdeatb, into the world — the hol- 
Jow, Mvoloua world — of^r. Penny thoxne. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 



Many wntera can not quench love, neither can the 
floods drown ik . . . . 

For love is strong as death: jealousy as cruel as the* 
grave. Sono op Solomon. 

Let us follow Wychnor where his presence 
was so energetically demanded. In the drawing- 9 
room of Blank Square no one could be more 
abundantly welcomed than he. Mr. Pemiythome 
now delighted to honor his " very clever young 
friend," and had told some scores of times the 
story of Philip's first coming to London with the 
introduction to himself. }& would probably re- 
peat the same, with additions, for the benefit of 
every young man whom he chose to patronize 
for the next ten years. 

"Happy to see you, my dear Norwych— 
Wychnor, I mean," said Mr. Pennythome, cor- 
recting himself; since the amusing sobriquet 
which he had conferred on the poor tutor was 
hardly respectful enough to the rising author. 
" Here we all are striving to get through the 
evening : Fred is more sleepy than ever, and 
my fair daughter-in-law evidently thinking she 
has entered mto the dullest family-party of the 
three kingdoms." 

" Oh, (fear no, Mr. Pennythome," disclaimed 
Isabella, who got on extremely well with her 
husband's father. She was, indeed, treated by 
him with great consideration, through the def- 
erenti^ mockery of which she was not acute 
enough to penetrate. She really liked him the 
best of the family, and pronounced him to be "a 
most amusing old fellow." "I assure you, Mr. 
Wychnor, we have been laughing amazingly. 
Mr. Pennythome is so droll," said she, striving 
by this address to bring the young man in closer 
approximation to her chair. 

But Philip only made some ordinary reply, 
and sat down at the other end of the table, con- 
sidering what excuse he could frame to make 
his stay to-night^ this interesting family-circle 
as brief as possible. 

Mr. Pennythome led the conversation, as he 
always did — shooting his small popguns of wit 
to the infinite amusement of Mrs. Frederick ; 
nevertheless she was considerably annoyed that 
all the attentions paid her came from heir elderly 
papa-in-law, and none from his young guest. 
Philip sat more silent and quiet than usual, until 
Mrs. Pennythome came in, and then he rose up 
to find her a chair. 

"He never did that for me in his life, the 
bear !" thought Isabella. It was, perhaps, rather 
a fault in Philip's manners that his courtesies 
and his feelings always went together; he- could 
not express the one without the other. 

" How does Leigh seem now ?" asked he, ad- 
dressing the mother, who was so accustomed to 
the young man's kindly attentions, that she took 
them with less nervousness and shyness from 
him than any one else, and requited the respect 
he showed her (to which, poor woman I she was 
little used) with a grateful regard. 

"Leigh is realljr better to-night; you have 
quite brightened him up, Mr. Wychnor, for he 
was so dull aU day." 

" Pray choose some more interesting subject, 
Cillie, my dear," sharply lpitA\^'QRR;^\&..^^\ss!c^- 
lYionve. '•'' l»cv^ \3EM!i&& Sax \s» \sQSis3o. ^\iasx^«. 
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always the way with women and mothers, bat 
k wiU not do in my family. Of coarse, nothing 
of consequence is the matter with Leigh." The 
father spoke quickW^, almost angrily ; but there 
was an uneasy restlessness in his manner, which 
Philip had often discerned of late when the boy 
^ was mentioned -, and the piteous look of Mrs. 
Pennythorne checked the answer that was rising 
indignantly to the young man^s iip». 

There was a constrained silenee. Then Mrs. 
Frederick, turning from her husband, who was 
dropping fast to sleep again — ^his osaal habit of 
provmg that Sunday was indeed a dm^ of rest 
— ^made another effort to draw Philip mto con- 
Tersatien^ 

'^ I was quite anxious to meet you to*ni^ht, 
Mr. Wyehnor, as I have a message' to you from 
a friend of yours, my coQsin — " PMlip moved a 
little— "my eoosin, Hugh Ogilvie." 

The remark only brought an assenting bow, 
and a hope, laeonioally expressed, that Mr. 
Ogilyie was quite well. 

<' Certainly ; how could he be otherwise with 
a yotmg bride to take oai>« of him ?" "tittered 
Isabella; **and, by-the^b^, the message corneas 
conjointly from her, which mast be veiy flatter- 
ing, as all the men think ray cousin Kathartne 
the most betwiohing cfe«tui«' in the world. 
But perhaps you have met her ?'' 

"I have," answered Philip. He remem- 
bered but too well how and where was that 
meetii^. 

" Oh ! of course yda did^— that aightj at Mrs. 
Lancaster's. A delishtftxl par^, was it not f — 
though no one then thought how soon my nice 
little bridesmaid would become a bride. Well, 
Mr. Wyehnor, she and her httsband were inquir- 
ing after you the other day, and desired me to 
say how happy they will be to see you at the 
Regent's Park. They have the sweetest villa 
in the world, and ought to be as happy as two 
doves in a cage^" observed Mr% Frederick, in a 
parenthesis. 

Philip bowed i^ah^ and mustered some ac- 
knowledgment of the " kind invitation." 

*' There never was such a stspid young man,", 
thoaght Isabella; adding aloud, ^'^Hugh told me 
also to say, as a further mihacement, that shortly 
they expected a visit from his sister and your 
very particular friend, Eleanor. I repeat his 
words, though I never heard before of this 
friendship." 

Another silent assent-^but no deeper pallor 
could show the icy cddness that crept through 
every flb^ of Philip's frame; Sudden, delicious 
tremblings, quick changes of color, are the tokens 
of love's hopeful dawn — Clove's sorrowful after- 
life knows none of these. Phil^ sat still^-he 
would have "died and made no sign." 

" The fellow is po£^tively rude — ^he might be 
made of stone," muttered the young wife, as 
she turned indignantly away, and relieved her 
feelings by pulling the hair of her sleeping hus- 
band, with a pretty gamesomeness that made 
her father-in-law laugh. 



This 



**Does the light annoy you, Mr. Wyohnor? 
lis camj^hine is always too dull or too bright," 



quietly said Mrs. Pennythorne. *^ Shall I move 
the lamp; if it pains your eyes ?" 
"Oh, no, not at ail— that ib, a little," Philip 
Answered, hastily renaoving the hand with wMch 
Ae had been shading his iaoe. " Mj eyes are 



weak. I think I sit up too late, and work tdb 
much." 

" You do not look too well, indeed ;" and Mrt: 
Pennjrthome resiarded hira with an almost moth- 
erly gaze. " You should go to bed at eleven, 
as 1 always told poor Leigh." Here she checked 
a sigh, and glanced fearfully to her husband. He 
was performing a few practical jokes on hii 
drowsy eldest-bom, to tne extreme delight ef 
that son's wife, who treated her spouse with 
about as much respect, and not haJf as mudi 
attention, as she showed to her pet spaniel. 

^ I will come and see Leigh soon. And per^ 
haps I had better follow your kind advice, Mrs. 
Pennythorne, for I am reidly very tired ; so I 
will Did you good-night at once," said Plufip, 
rising. 

Here, however, Mr. Pennythorne put in hii 
veto, " What 1 running away so soon I Non- 
sense, my^ dear young friend. Sit down again^ 
Cillie, ring for the su|^r at once." Certainly,- 
with aM ms short-comings, Pierce Pennythorne 
never failed in hospitality. 

But Philip resisted successfully, and made his 
adieus. He had gained the hcdl, when Mr. Pea> 
nythome summoi^ him bdok. 

"There was something I wanted to say to 
you, only the lively and amusing oonrersatioo 
of my gifted daughter-in-lawj here, quite pi^ it 
out of my head. P)ray, Mr. Wyehnor, among 
the numberless invitations which must thtoog 
upon a gentleman of yo«r 8Caa4kig, are you dif* 
enga^d on Thursday f " 

Philip said he was. 

"Then will you dine here? In fact, I want 
you to meet a particular friend of mine, a very 
talented young man — inamense fortcme^— estates 
here, there—" and Mr. Pennythorne nodded 
his head to the four points of the compass. At 
which Frederiek winked slily — his usual custom 
to dignify that his revered parent was drawing 
the longbow. 

"I should be most happy, but — " 

" I will take no huts, my dear Wyohnor. I 
want you particularly, as my friend is thinking 
of entering the House, and wishes to stand for 
a borough near that worthy old city of cats and 
canons, L— — . You, of course, having lived 
there, as you once mentioned, know all about 
the plaoe, and ean give him the information ha 
requires^ Pray do us the fevor." 

" I shall be glad to serve any friend of yoursi 
Mr. Pennythorne," said Philip, longing to es- 
cape. 

*' Then we may expect you. Indeed, you wiU 
be of immense service to this embryo statesman} 
if you ean tell him the state of politics and par- 
ties in shire. He wishes to settle in Ett- 

gland, but he knows not a jot about English 
affairs, aild is only just come to town from a 
long residence on the Continent. You'll like 
him very much — there is not a more perfect 
gentleman any where than Mr. Paul Lynedon." 

" Paul Lynedon !" echoed Philip. 
V *' Yes ; do you know the name ?*' 

"I have heard it. But I am keeping yoa 
standing in the hall. Good-evening, Mr. Pen- 
nythorne." 

^'Good-evening. Remember — Thursday, at 
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But Philip hardly knew what he said or did* 
When he had fairly quitted th0 house and its 
atmosphere of torture for the oo(d ni^ht air,< 
he leaned against the railiogsii tremblyftg all 
over. 

Paul LynedoB in London 1 Eleanor doming 
shortly ! It was all as {dain as Hght, even to 
this entering parliament. Of course, the intend" 
ed bridegroom would wish to he of importanoe 
in the county whenee he had chosen his bride. 
They would setde there, too; and she could 
bear to live in the dear old place, within sound 
of the cathedral chimes ! And he himself, whom 
these thoughts caused to writhe beneath an al- 
most insupportable agony — an agony which he 
bad dreamed was now deadened and seared 
within him — it was he who had to meet these 
happy ones, face to face I It was he who seem- 
ed called upon to serve the man who had won 
his heart's treasure— the love of Eleanor Ogil- 
vie. What mattered it that this treasure was 
perhaps false-^worthless? It had not been so 
once j and, whether or not, he had carriedt it in 
his bosom as a jewel beyond price. To see the 
gem worn flauntingly by ano^r^-it would be 
torture — death ! 

' He could not do it I He would learve London 
-^e would hide himself out of their sight; and 
in some lonely place he would pray I&aven to 
comfort him, and to cast out from his riven 
heart the very ashes of this bitter love. He: 
thought he had trodden it down, vritdi his firm 
will, his noble patience, his proud sense of duty; 
and yet here it was, bursting un afresh,^ in tat* 
turing and burning fiames I He wrestled witn 
it — he sped on with rapid strides through Me 
lonelipst streets — he bared his head, that the 
fre&h May-breesse might pierce with lovmg cool- 
ness into his brain — and yet he was haS-mad- 
dened still 1 

It is a fearful thing — ^this gathering up of the 
love of boyhood, youth, and manhom], mto one 
absorbing passion, which is life or death. Men, 
in general, rarely know it ; the s^timent comes 
to them in successive and various forms — a 
dream of romance and poetry, an intoxicatioA 
of sense, a calm, tender esteem ; but when alt 
these feelings are merged into one^^elt through 
life for one object only — then, what woman's 
devotion, faithful and tender though it be, is 
like the wild, strong, deep, enduring love ef 
roan? 

Philip reached his home, utterly exhausted in 
body and mind. His brain seemed flooded with 
a dull, heavy pain, and yet he must he down 
and try to make it calm, ready for a long day 
of labor on the morrow. He must forget the 
real in the ideal — he must write on ! No mat- 
ter what were his own heart-tortures — he must 
sit down and calmly analyze the throi)bings of 
the wide pulse of humanity, as displayec^ the 
world of imagination. Perhaps both HvJk that 
of brain and heart, would unconsciously langle 
into one, and men would marvel at the strange 
truth to nature — not knowing that every ideal 
line had been written with real throes of agony, 
and that each word had gleamed before his 
eyes, as though his soul had inscribed it with a 
lightning-pen. 

Poor Philip! Heaven only knows through 
what martyr-Sres aoab like thine ascend to im- 
mortal fame I 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 



Go not away ! Oh, leave me not alone ! . 

I yet wontd see the liftit wttUn thine eyes ; 
I yet would hear thy voice's heavenly tone; 

Ob, leave me not, whom most on earth I prke ! 
Go not away !— yet, ah ! dark shadeir I see 

Gtevp o^er thy brow— thou goe^t ; but g^a thy Mndt 
Must it be 80? Th«ttgo! I follow thee 

Unto the Silent Land. Frkdrika Bbsk sr. 

So, life k kMts^ anddeatb felidtie ! 

SrxMsiR. 

In the mornkr Fhifip Wyduwr was kboring 
as usual at his daily work ; for it was work-^ 
real work^— though he loved it wdl. He ap>- 
plied himself to it, day after day, not waiting 
for inspiration, as few writers can afford to doy 
but sedulously training his mind to its duties; 
until he roamed among the beautiful regions oi 
imaginatfCHi^ like a pian who wanders in his own 
pleasant garden, havmg first taken the proper 
measure of walking to its gate and bringing Hm 
kw. 

PhiHp on this day began his work with a des- 

Serafte ^lergy. He could not stay musing, h» 
ared not; 1m fled from the speeter that memory 
coajmred up. Thought battled against thought. 
He workea his brain almost to simering, that he 
might deaden the pain which gnaw^ at his 
heart. Nor was this the first time he had need 
to be thcmkfiil for that blessed dream-life^ that 
second existence, whieh brings oblivion for the 
sorrows of the reat world. A space since^ and 
we pitied the poor toiler in ^eratnre, obliged to 
rack his tortured brain in despite of inward 
troabloi. We IwAi at hmii now, and see how he 
grows calm and brave-hearted, as, by the power 
of a strong will, he passes from his own smlill 
world of peisormd sufiering into the grand war\A 
wherein the author sits gocUike, forming, as it 
were, otit of nothing, new heavens and a new 
eturth. Shall we pity this true man, who stands 
nearer to the^Heavei^ Maker than other men, 
because he also can create ? Rather let us behold 
him with reverence— almost with envy — ror he 
drinks of the truest, holiest Lethe, where self is 
swallowed up in the universal. If at times th« 
shadbw of his own bitter thought is thrown 
aoross the wave, it appears there in an imhgo 
so spiritualised that he can look on: it without 
pain. In the deep calm of those pore waters, 
it only seems like a light c^oud between bim and 
heaven. 

When Philip had written for a few hoars, 
there came a message from the Pennythome^-^ 
or, rather, from Mrs. Pennythome — saying that 
Leigh felt so much better, and longed for a drive 
with his dear friend, Mr. Wychnor. The mother 
could not gc with Leigh herself, and could trust 
him to no one but Phmp, whom she entreated to 
oome to the square at once, lliis was repug- 
nant enough to the young man. He would fam 
Hy from every place where he might hear the 
sound of Paul Lynedon*s name. And yet, poor 
Xei^h I At the thought of him all these eartfe- 
feelings grew dim ; they melted away into nottah 
in^ before the awful shadow of Death. Philip 
laid aside his work, cmd was soon 1^ the side 
of the sick boy. 

" How good of you to come ! But you are 
always gc^,'' said Lei^h. 
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many a new chord of feeling had been toached 
of late. 

Philip pressed the hands of both, but did not 
speak. They little thought what deep emotion 
struggled in his heart — ^tbat poor, torn heart — 
which, still madly loving, found itself alone and 
unloved. Yet their few words fell upon it 
like balm : it was sweet to feel that even now 
he was of use, and precious to some one in the 
wide, desolate world. 

*^ Leigh may take a little longer drive to-day, 
tor Mrs. Frederick does not want the carriage. 
I wish I were going with you both," sighed me 
mother; "but Mr. Pennythome does not like 
being left alone when he is writing." 

*^€illiel CiUiel are you goinff to stay in 
Leieh's room all day?" resounded from the 
8tn(fy door. Poor Mrs. Pennythome cast a 
hopeless glance at Philip, hastily kissed her boy, 
and disappeared in a moment. 

Leigh looked after her wistfully. "I wish 
she could stay with me a little more. She would 
like it now, and — aftertoard ! But she is a good, 
dear mother I and she knows I think so. Be 
sure you tell her that I did, Philip." Wychnor 
pressed the boy's hand : it was a strange and 
touching thing, this calm mingling of death with 
Ufe in Leigh's thoughts and wor£. He was si- 
lent a minute, and then went on in a cheerful 
tone. "You must let me remaia out a good 
while to-day, I feel so strong ; land perhaps I 
might stay a little later, to watch the sunset. I 
never can see it from my rooda, you know; 
which seems rather hard, now the evenings are 
8o beautiful and spring-like." 

Philip soothed him as an elder brother mieht 
have done, and promised all, provided he Felt 
strong enough. Then he took Leigh in his 
arms like a child, and carried him down stairs 
to the gay carriage. What different occupants 
were the fluttering, fashionable youns wife, and 
the Door sick boy, who lay half-buried in cloaks 
and eushions! Yet Leigh lifted up his head 
with a cheerful look when Mrs. Pennythome 
appeared at a window to ^ive her parting nod 
as they drove away. Philip saw the bright, 
loving smile that passed between mother and 
son — be thought of it afterward many a time. 

"Now, where shall we go, Leigh?" was the 
first question propos^, as they drove along the 
interminable Kensington High-street. 

Leigh pleaded for some quiet road : — ^he want- 
ed to go far out in the country, to that beautiful 
Jane which runs along by the river-side at Chis- 
wick. He had been there once at the begin- 
ning of his illness, and had often talked of the 
place since. It haunted him, he said, with its 
overhanging trees, and the river-view breaking 
in between them — its tiny wavelets all sparkling 
in the sun. He knew it would look just the 
same this calm, bright May afternoon. ^ 



So, accordingly, they went thither. It was bn^ fo^-idkair, she came and knelt before him, look 
of those spring days when the earth seems td jfitojlis face. There wajs a shadow there, 
rest from her joyful labor of budding and bios- ^" — '^* — ^ *'"^* **""* ***'* ♦'•"«"-«"' ««-v.« ,„i. 
soming, and to be dreaming of summer. The 
birds m the trees — ^the swans in the water — the 
white clouds in the sky — were alike still j and 
upon all things had fallen the spell of a blessed 
silence — a sibnee full of happiness, and hope, 
mnd love, JSappiaess^ hope, and love — what 
words, what idle words they wouljl sound, unto 



shadow of the trees! Oh, Earth, beaiitify| 
orael mother, how canst thou smile with a fioi 
so fair, when sorrow or death is on thy childrea! 
But the earth answers softly, " I smile with t 
calm and changeless smile, to tell my frail chil- 
dren that if in me, made but for their use, ii 
such ever-renewed life and joy, shall it not be 
so with them? And even while they gaze npoi 
me, I pour into their hearts my deep peace r' 

It was so with Philip and Leigh. They sat 
silent, hand in hand, and looked on this beautifid 
scene : from both, the bitterness passed awajr^ 
the bittemess of Ufe, and that of death. Whiek 
was the greater ? 

On the bridge at Kew, Leigh spoke. He 
begged that the carriage might rest a moment 
to let him look at the sunset, which was very 
lovely. He had lifted himself up, and the large, 
brown eyes seemed drinking in all the beaatf 
that was in land, river, and sky — they rested 
longest there. Then they turned to meet Philip's : 
that mute i^aze between the two was full of sol- 
emn meamng. 

" Are you content?" whispered Philip. 

" Yes, quite : now let us go home." Leigh's 
eyes closed, and his voice grew faint. 

" You seem tured," said the other, euuuously. 

" Yes, a little. Take me home soon, will yen, 
Philip ?" His head drooped on the young man's 
shoukler heavily — so heavily that Philip signed 
to the coachman to drive on at his utmost s^ed. 
Then he put his afm round the boy, who lay 
with closed eyes, his white cheek looking gray 
and sunken in the purple evening light. Once 
Philip spoke, almost trembling lest no answer 
sMuld come. 

" Are you quite easy, dear Leigh ?" # 

The eyes opened and the lips parted with t 
faint smile. " Yes, thank you, only weary ; I 
can hardly keep awake, but I must till I have 
seen my mother." 

And still the d3ring head sank heavier on 
Philip's shoulder, and the hands which he drew 
in his to warm them were already growing 
damp and rigid. He sat with this solemn bur- 
den m his arms, and the carriage drove home- 
ward until they entered the square. The mother 
stood at the door 1 

" Take her away, for God's sake— only one 
minute," whispered Philip to the servant ; but 
she had sprung already to the carriage. 

" Leigh I — ^how is my darling Leigh ?" Her 
voice seemed to pierce even through the shadows 
of another world and reach the dying boy : he 
opened his eyes, and smiled tenderly upon her. 

"Leigh is tired, almost asleep. Take the 
cushion, Mrs. Pennythome, and I will carry 
him in," said Wychnor, hastily. She obeyed 
withou' a word, but her face grew deadly white 
and her hands trembled. When the boy was 
pj^ed, as he seemed to wish, in his mother's 



tbe two who were passing slowly under the\Le\gYi. 



saw'it and felt that the time was come when 
even the mother could stand between her child 
and Death. 

Philip thought she would have shrieked, or 
fainted, but she did neither. She only gazed 
into the dim eyes with a wild, earnest, almost 
beseeching gaze. 

*^ 'NlotiiieT, YOU ^w^ \eX xtift %<i*J" murmured 
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She drew a long sigh, as if repressing an 
agony so terrible that the struggle was like that 
of a soul parting j and then said, " Yes, my 
darling !" 

He smiled — what a heaven is there in the 
happy smile of the dying ! — and suffered her fond, 
•ministering hands — ^unwilling even yet to give 
up their long tendance — ^to unfasten the cloak 
and put the wuie to his lips. Then she sat 
down beside him, laid his head on her bosom, 
and awaited— oh mishty strength of a mother's 
love ! — awaited, tearless and calm, the passing 
»way of the life which she had given. 

"He is quite content— quite happy — ^he told 
me so,'' Plulip whispered in her ear, with his 
•oft, comforting voice. 

She turned round one moment, with a startled 
air : " Yes, yes, I know. Hush !" and she bent 
down again over her child, whose faint lips 
seemed trying to frame, scarcely louder than a 
•igh, the last word, " Mother. ^^ 

Then there fell over the twilight-shadowed 
room a solemn silence, long and deep — ^in the 
midst of* which the spirit passed. They only 
knew that it was so, when, as the moon rose, 
the pale, spiritual light fell on the calm face of 
the dead boy, still pillowed on the mother's 
breast. She turned and looked upon it without 
a cry or a moan, so beautiful, so heavenly was 
it! At that moment, had they put to her the 
question of old, " Is it well with the child ?" she 
would have answered like the Shunammite, " It 
is well !" 

" God help her !" murmured Philip Wychnor, 
as she at last suffered him to take the beloved 
form from her arms, and bear it to " Leigh's 
room" — they call it so even now. Ere the 
young man left the chamber— once the scene 
of suffering and pain, now of holy peace and 
death-slumber — he looked long and earnestly at 
the white, still image before him. Then he 
turned away ; and thought no more of the dead 
likeness of what poor Leigh had been, but of the 
• now free, glorious, rejoicing soul. 

As he passed down stairs, a quick loud knock 
sounded at the door — it was the father's, who 
knew not that he came to a house of death. 

"Cillie, mydear! Eh, what's this? Where's 
Mrs. Pennythorne ?" he said, in his sharpest 
tones, as he missed the customary meeting at the 
door. Philip advanced, and drew the old man 
into the parlor. 

" Ah, Mr. Wychnor I quite a surprise to see 
you, but delighted," he began in his usual man- 
ner. " Cillie ! Where can she be ? Cillie, my 
dear !" Then, startled by Philip's silence, he 
stopped. 

"Mrs. Pennythorne is up-stairs," the young 
man said, in a low and hesitating tone. 

"Eh? oh Jfcf course she is — 

"No: iMgh does not 
k swered PhPtp, solemnly, 
your son is dead !" But the 
repented foi thus abruptly commu 
tidings. 

The old man snatched his arnbwith an incre- 
dulous gesture. Then he groaned — " Oh my 
God !" — we ever call upon that name in our 
agony I — and fell into a chair, almost paralyzed. 

Philip had shrunk with disgust from the stem, 
unloving father of the Jiving, who, willfully se\t 
deceived, bad led hi^ own son to the sacrifioe 



and looked on with hard and cruel eyes ; but no 
human heart could have turned away unpitying 
from the agonized, remorse-stricken father of the 
dead. 

For many minutes did the old man sit there, 
speechless and immovable. His grief was so 
terrible, in its pent-up, stony strength, that 
Philip dared not breathe a word of consolation. 
At last Mr. Pennythorne raised his head, though 
without looking up, and murmured the name of 
his wife. 

" Shall I call her ?" 

" Yes.'» 

She came in that instant. She had been Tor 
minutes at the door, not daring to approach him 
even then. But now she drew near to her bus* 
band — ^woman-like, wife-like. She laid his head 
on her shoulder, and, for the first time in his life, 
he clung to her humbly, meekly — feeling that 
she, in all her wesJcness, was yet stronger ^ 
than he. 

"Come with me, Pierce," she whispered,, 
and led him away; he following her as unre-^ 
sisting as a child. 

What passed between the desolate parents, 
none of the household knew. They remained 
shut up together in their own room for hours — 
nay, for days — all the time that the dead lay in 
the little chamber above. They saw no one— 
at least he did not — though the wife passed in 
and out now and then, to give the needful orders. 
She did all with a new-born firmness and energy 
marvelous to witness. Philip Wychnor, who 
once or twice saw her for a few moments when 
she descended to the silent, darkened parlor, be- 
low, unconsciously spoke to her with a strange 
reverence and tenderness, as to one of those 
women who are God's angels upon earth. 

In a few days the burial-train passed from the 
door, its stately array — ^vain mockery ! — ^moving 
down the square in the bright sunshine j and 
the house of the Pennythomes was childless 
evermore. 




CHAPTER XXXVIH. 

The tongue was intended for a divine organ, but the 
devil often plays upon it Jsekkt Taylor. 

How mnch have cost us the eVils that have never hap- 
pened! JsprsKsoM. ' 

C^niet thyself until time try the truth, and it may 

be thy fear will prove greater than thy misfortune. 

SOUTHWSLL. , 

" Are you at home this evening, Wychnor?" 
said a friendly voice, when Philip sat leaning on 
his desk, in a thoughtful mood. He looked up, 
and saw at the door the face of old David 
"^ lale. 

ertainly — ^to you always, my good friend." 

"* ^ mean. Is there any need for that 

■^tion at which society smilingly con- 

_•) Kiiough I know you do not? Is your 

nd really at *home,' as well as your body? 

are you quite disengaged ?" 

"Yes, I have done my work for to-day. 
Pray, come in, Mr. Drysdale, and be very wel- 
come." 
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^^Any friend of yooars I shall be happy to 
see," began Philip, in the usual conventional 
form." 

*' Nonsense I" interrapted the old man, "I 
thought I had cured you of that fashion of polite 
speaking. Besides, friends are about as plenti- 
ful as biackberries in London — I may say that 
with great truth, you know. This gentleman 
is only an acqttavrUance of mine, who wishes to 
become one of yours." 

*' And a little more than that, I hope, -in time," 
continued a voice behind. It was so sweetly 
modulated — so perfectly the tone and accent of 
that rare personage, a gentleman — ^that Philip 




tinned Lynedon, politely, and still turning to 
his silent host. ^' But in numberless ways, too^ 
I have heard so much of you — from Mr. Penny, 
thorne, and in several other quarters." 

Philip changed color. He need not have 
done so, had he known how often truth is ex- 
tended a little for the sake of compliment, and 
was so especially by Paul Lynedon. Wychnor* 
began to talk hastily about the Pennythornes. 

" I believe I was invited to meet you there, 
Mr. Lvnedon, only for the trouble that inter- 
vened." 

" Ah yes ! — a son died, or daughter. What 
a melancholy event ! Doubtless the family were 



looked eagerly to tne speedcer, who added, " Shall ; much afflicted,' said Paul. But though his face 
I introduce myself, Mr. Wychnor, as my friend was composed to a decent gravity, the tone was 
here seems rather to disown me?" And that' not quite sincere. Philip might have noticed it. 
beautiful, irresistible smile broke over his face, save that, at the moi^ent his thoughts reverted 
making one forget that it was not strictly hand- tenderly to Leigh. 

some. My name is Lynedon — Paul Lynedon." "I knew they would kill that lad — the young- 
Philip had guessed it before, yet he could not est, was it not r Poor fellow ! I dare say you 



suppress a start. Once again there came that 
torturing pain ; the blood seemed ice-bound in 
his heart, and then flowed back again in fire. 
He mtM^ be calm ; he was so. The next moment 
he forced himseli tfi utter acknowledgment and 
welcome to the man whom Eleanor loved. 

He could not wonder that she did so, now. 
He looked on the finely-molded form, where, to 
natural grace^. was added all that ease of move- 
ment and courtly elegance which polished society 
bestows ; the intellectual head, which had, be- 
sides character, a winning sweetness, ^iven by 
its only perfect feature, a mouth and chin most 
exquisite i« shape and expression. And then 
the voice, that index of the heart, how musical 
it was I Philip's eye and ear took in all this ; 
and eveu while a sense of self-abasement made 
his heart die within, he felt glad — thankful. 
She had not cast away her love upon one mean 
and unworthy; her choice was not such as to 
lower her in his eyes — he could bear any thing 
but that I 

^' I have been wishing for this pleasure some 
time, Mr. Wychnor," said Paul, with that mixt- 
ure of frankness and courtesy which formed the 
great charm of his manner; ''you seem any 
thing but imknown to me—not merely from 
your writings, which I will Xkop be jso xude as to 
discourse upon here — " 

" Right, .Mr. Lynedon," put in David Drys- 
dale; ''it is very annoying, when a stranger 
follows up his introduction by taking your soul 
to pieces and setting it up before your eyes^ 
until in most instances you despise it yourself, 
after it has been handled, whether lovingly or 
not, by the dirty paws of a fool. Glad to see 
you have more sense and tact than that, Mr. 
Paul." 

"Thank you!" answered Lynedon, 
pleasant smile and bow, as he turned 
again to Philip. " After, this, I s 
say no more about the knowledge 
of you from your writings — which 
less, the true way of becoming acquainte 
a man. In the world, we have so many various 
outward selves." 

" Humph 1 we oughtn't to have, though!" 

muttered Drysdale, still taking the answer out 

of FhJUp's mouth. He did not know how thank- 

fuJ the young man was for the interposition. 



miss him, Wychnor ?" observed old David. 

" I do indeed. He was a dear friend to me, 
though he was quite a boy !" 

" What a good-for-nothing wretch 'and idiot 
the father has been ! I wish I had told him so,'' 
cried Drysdale, indignantly. 

" Hush ! you would forffive him if you saw 
him now," Philip gently mterposed; and then 
he spoke more about poor Leigh, to whicli 
Drysdale listened compassionately, while Paul 
Lynedon sat twirling his cane, trying to assume 
the same interest. He did not do it so well as 
usual, though; for Wychnor detected his ab- 
straction, and apologized. 

" You knew nothmg, I believe, of this poor 
lost friend of mine ; so the conversation can. not 
be very interesting to you." 

" Except so far as all humanity is interesting 
— and where will you find a subject like it ? 
answered the other. Lynedon would not have 
been ^considered unfeeling on any account. 
Besides, he had taken much pains to collect 
traditionary evidence concerning the character 
of the young author, who was ukely to be use-' 
ful to hiofi ; and he was now exerting in every 
way his own favorite talent of being " all things 
to all men." Paul often thought this was the 
wisest thing his saintly namesake ever said, and 
congratulated himself rather irreverently on the 
presumed resemblance between them. 

He failed here, however ; since Wychnor was 
not inclined for a discussion on moral philosophy, 
but came to the point in his own candid way, 
by saying at once — 

" I conclude the reason assigned by Mr. Pen- 
n}rthorne for our meeting at his house will fur- 
ther explain this obliging visit of yours, Mr. 
Lynedon ; and as.|he matter is no secret, I be* 
e tell you with wJi^t pleasure 1 
our views halK been able." 
So you hflBBome views, 
bu never told q|b any thing'J 
Drysdale, with a degree o^i 
that made Lynedon intefnally^wish' 
that "central fire," which formed the 
old philosopher's present hobby, and of whicli 
he was perpetually talking. "I thought you 
came here only to see the young author of 
whom you said you had heard so much ?" 

" CeTtamVy, \iv«iX ^«ja tkj ^VvvbC inducement. 




^'J^erhaps jrou are right, Mr. Drysdale," con- \ You onVy do ma *^x3s\!vi^,;ni^ ^ai\>ss^ VtvMiW 
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And Paul smiled — still courteously as ever — 
OB old David ; but immediately tried to free 
himself from a rather awkward predicament by 
turning the conversation to his plans with regard 
to shire. 



«,'^ 



^^ You resided there, I believe ? A delicious 
county! There is none in England which I 
like so much.'* 

Philip bent his head, and his fingers played 
convulsively with the pa{)ers on his desk. 

'' So you are reallv going to join that excel- 
lent band of law-makers — that Parhament-mir- 
ror which is supposed to reflect the soul of the 
nation. Whether it does so, despite its cracks 
and its cobwebs, must remain an <^a ques- 
tion," said Drysdale, trying in vain to get an 
opportunity for one of his lengthy harangues. 
^^And you mean to stand ibr that little town 
which has been a close borough these two 

centuries ? i know shire pretty well. 0£ 

course you have been there ?" 

"Once or so; not very often." And Paul 
iooked father confused, bieing struck with ike 
remembrance of his former mortifying visit, and 
^earnestly hpping that its fair object liad never 
compromised him hy publishing the foolish af- 
fair. The verjr idea brought a dye of shaaie to 
his cheek. Philip saw it ; it seemed to his eyes 
the consciousness of hf^{^ love, and his very 
foul writhed within him. 

These strangely diverse feelings inclined both 
the young men to the same course. Each in- 
stinctively glided from the suhject, and the naaooe 
of L or of its inhabitants was not once men- 
tioned by either. They sought refuge in siUe 
generalities ; and the conversation became of a 
broken, indifferent, ^irmisbing description, nat- 
ural to two men, each of whom is bent upon 
concealing his own thoughts and discov^ing 
those of £s companion. In this Paul Lynedon 
•ucceeded best; he was a far greater, adept 
than Philip Wychnor. lie talked well— at times 
brilliantly — ^but still even to the most earnest 
subjects he seemed to render only lipHservice, 
and always appeaxed to consider more the effect 
of his words dian the words themselves. He 
and David Drysdale almost engrossed the con- 
versation; but once or twice, in some of his 
finest sentences, Paul stopped unconsciously, 
and wondered why the eyes of Philip Wyc^or 
were so earnestly ^^ed upon him. lie did not 
iike their scrutiny. 

After a space, Mr. Lyned(»i, growing rather 
wearied, remembered that all this while hisxsab 
was^ waiting in th^ street, and that he had an 
engagementr— at the Regent's Park ; which was 
the first place he happened to think of. As the 
chance word passed his careless lips, those of 
Philip Wychnor quivered an^ ^rew p^e ; but 
they uttered ^e parting salutation 9^%^ „ . , 

Paul Lynedon's adieu wasjyi ^'^t^ 
friendly courtesy. He thankj^. Us gpw 
quaintance warmly for all his lkiQdnA|pf-* 
kindness which he intended to show,'^^ 
dale commented rather pointediy — and said, 
how glad and proud he should be to number 
among his friends Mr. Philip Wychnor. Per- 
h&^s be felt the greater part (H what he express- 
ed ; for no one ever looked on the calm, thought- 
ful face of the youn^ author without a feellin^ 
of interest and regard. 
/' Yoa will be suretto Qome^Uk^ 4iee o&Q soon 
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jrchnor," said Paul, holding out his 

For the moment Philip drew back his own : 
but tiie act was unseen in the half-darkened 
room. With a violent effort he repressed the 
shudder that came over him, and suffered, rather 
than retumecT, the grasp of Lynedon ; but it was 
•with the self-compulsion of the maityr who 
thrust his right hand into the flames. When 
the door cloi^ on his visitor, Philip sighed as 
thouffh amouotain had been lifted from his breast. 

^^ He knows nothing of the past. SlpygAias not 
told him. ThajtwaskindofheratleastWThank 
Heaven I he does not, can not, know what vm 
were to one another 1" thought Wychnor to him- 
self, lahnost forgetting -the presence of Drysdale, 
who sat in the shadow. 

At length the latter roused himself from a 
brown study of some minutes' duration with— 

" It's of no use. I can't make out that young 
man at all. Can you ?" 

"I? What youQ^ man ?" asked Philip, star- 
tled out of his^own sil^t th<»tghts. 

"Paul Lynedon, of course. I should like to 
anatomize him^ — that is, his soul. What a 
^lendid psychological study it would make !" 

"Would it?" said Philip, absently. 

"Yes, certainly! I have been trying the 
eiEperinient myself ibr some days. Having 
nearly come to the end of the abstract sciences, 
I intend ito begin the grand science of man, and 
ix^y flor^ ^^objiopt shaU be Paul Lynedon. What 
do yxm tjbink of him ?" 

Phitip QQAquered a liaing spasm, and said, 
firmly — 

" He seems dn intellectual man, and is doubt- 
less as noble^iiearted as he looks." 

"There's (the thing 1 As he looks — as he 
seems 1 I have never yet been able to say Oi 
he if. He puzzles me, just like the old fable of 
the chwneleon. View him at different times, and 
he ap^^ears lof different colors ; and yet you can't 
say he; obaip^es his skin — 'tis the same animal, 
after aU* The change is but the effect of the 
lights through which he passes. To-night he 
seemed quite different from the individual whom 
I had the honor of meeting yesterday at Mrs. 
Lancaster's. Yet I don't believe Paul Lynedmi 
is either a liar or a hypocrite ; it could not be 
so, with his head." And David, who was -a 
phrenologist as well as a physiognomist, in- 
dulged his young firiend with a long discourse, 
whi^ had 6^ its subject the skull and features 
of Lynedon. 

"The question lies here," continued Drysdale, 

energetically, "Is be a true man or is he not? 

I can't sa^ which, at present ; only I think this, 

that he might have been made the first. Some 

people go swinging unsteadily through life wkh 

I of pendulum character, and yet they are 

osea of tolerably sound metal after all, if 

canj^i^get hold of them. Nobody, I think, 

jprer wen this firm grasp of Paul Lynedon ; 

n, no one has ever had influence enough 

r him to cause him to be what he now only 
tries to seem," added the philosopher, condcr 
scending to lucid explanation — a rare thing with 
old David. 

Philip listened with an eag^eiiMsa& ^ijc^ \s!^5s&&^ 
that \t becwova ^^assv\xq^ soSSaxvcv^. "^'^ ^^ ^'=^- 
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to him : the Paul Lynedon whom Eleanor had It will perhaps throw some light on the pecn- 
chosen — whom Eleanor would marry — he com- liarities of Lynedon's character, when we relate 
pelled himself to think these very words — was that he did actually drive to the Regent's Park 
the most vital interest he had in hfe. To doabt to fulfill his long-standing and important en* 
of this man's worthiness gave him an acute gagement with — the trees. Whether this was 
pang. He would satisfy himself: steeling his done as a conscience-salve, or as a safegaard 
heart to all lower feelings, he would not snrink against any chance that might betray to Philip 
from Lynedon, but seek to know him thoroughly, the insincerity of his excuse, is needless to ex- 

'^You do not answer. Do you agree with plain. Probably the act was compounded of 
me?" asked Drysdale, when, having talked him- ■ both motives. 

self fairly out or breath, he leaned oack, intent-' He was not quite satisfied with his visit 
ly coi^nplating the quaint, flickering shadows From it he had expected much, having somi 
wfaichVe street-lamp produced on the wall of time previously listened with too credulous ears 
the yet unlighted room. i to Mr. Pennythorne's grandiloquent description 

" All you say is quite true, I doubt not," an- of the inomense connection **his excellent friend 
swered Philip : " still I can not speak positively Wychnor" possessed among the county fami- 

upon any evidence but my own judgment and lies in shire. Added tnereto, Paul had a 

knowledge of the man." I faint recollection of seeing the name Wychnor 

" Bravo, Wychnor ! Caution very large, and on some monument or other during his walk 

conscientiousness likewise. I always said so," I through L Cathedral with Eleanor Ogilvic. 

cried the old man, gently tapping his own head ' Perhaps he would not have observed this, but 
with his forefinger in the two spots indicated ' that she passed it over undescribed. He won- 
by phrenologists as the seats of ^hose qualities. ' dered, now, whether there was any acqnaint- 
"But the evidence you allude to is just what I ance between the Wychnors and the Ogilvies; 
want you to get, and that — I may as well say and felt vexed that his own foolish sensitivenesi 
So at once, being qo hand at hiding any thing — ' about that ridiculous flame of his youth should 
that was the chief reason why I brought Lyne- | have made him change the subject without try- 
don to you, even more than his own wish of ing_to discover from Philip how the land lay 



knowing you. Perhaps you might do him some 
good if you would." 

*• 1 would, indeed, God knows 1" cried Philip, 
earnestly, so earnestly, that Drysdale first looked 
surprised, and then rose with a sudden impulse 
to pat his young favorite's shoulder, in a manner 
expressive of the most genuine approval, saying, 
affectionately— 

" Well, I knew you were a kind-hearted, gen- 
erous fellow as ever breathed^ I never should 
have thought it worth while to study man at all 
If you had not attracted me to the science . Now, 
about Paul Lynedon — ^are you listening to me ?" 

" Yes, my good friend, with all my neart." 

" Well, do you see that lamp shining through 
your muslin curtain, .what fantastic shadows it 
oasts ? I can trace a different shape on the wall 
6very time I come here. But if there were no 
lamp, mind, there wouldn't be any shadow at all. 
Now the lamp may stand for Paul Lynedon's 
soul, the curtain, always assuming different 
fokls, for his outward character, modified by 
temperament, circumstance, or education. And 
what 1 want you to do is just this — " 

Suiting the action to the word, he gently and 
slowly dr* w the curtain aside, and thel)road, full 
light iliu'uined the whole wall. 

" I Will do so, with heaven's blessing !" cried 
Wychnor. "For her sake! for her sake!" he 
murmured in his heart, which knew not how 
needless was the vow. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

He was Jnstly accounted a akillful poisoner who de- 
stroyed his victims by bouquets of lovely and fragrant 
flowers. The urt has not be«n lost ; nay, it is practiced 
•very day by-— the world ! Bishop Latimkr. 

Take heed — ^we are passionate ! Our milk of love 
Doth turn to wormwood, and that's bitter drinJdng! 
If tbat ye cast us to the winds— the winds 
WW give us their unruly, restless nature ; 
fVe whirl, and whirl, Hnd where we settle, Fazto, 
But Be who ruleth the mad winds can know. 

BilUUM. 



Though slightly annoyed at this, there was 
something in the young man that he hkedj 
something which touched a chord in his better 
self. There never was a false character yet, 
that did not feel some of its cumbrous disguises 
drop from it on coming into contact with a tnii 
one. That night he was more like the Paul 
Lynedon of Summerwood — the Paul Lynedon 
whom Eleanor liked, whom Katharine so madly 
worshiped — ^than he had been for years. 

He had no evening engagement, so he turned 
into the Opera. Music was still his passion- 
still, as it had ever been, the spell which un- 
locked all his purer atid higher feelings. Per* 
haps this was the reason that, in his present 
frame of mind, he felt attracted within its infla* 
ence, and half-congratulated himself that, being 
unlikely to meet any one he knew, he could ait 
and enjoy "Anna Bolena" to the fullest extent. 
It was rather a disagreeable surprise when, Bs 
he passed the entrance-hall, he heard himself 
addressed by name. Turning round, he saw t 
face which, although it had altered consider- 
ably from the fresh charm of youth to the coarse- ? 
ness of mere animal beauty — ^he recognized at I 
once as Hugh Ogilvie's. I 

"Quite glad to shake hands with you'bapN f 
more, Mr. Lynedon," was the greeting of ' 
latter. 

"The pleasure is mutual," answered P 
cordially ; " but iftally, Mr. Ogilvie, how ^ 
you,^re looking 1 you are so much altered t 
J^bul^not have known you." 
,^kNc||^I you, if it had not been for Katha 

'^Mias Ogilvie— 3fr«. Ogilvie, I mean," c**w 
Lynedon, recdllecting himself, and looking rather 
awkward. 

" Ha, ha, hal So you heard of our marriage? 
Well, let me introduce you over again to nqf 
vnfe. ' 

Hugh looked toward a lady who was behin^ 
\eanVug on. xYmb «rDDi, tvox olVet VM-^^^y^^ ^\3X of 
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the sound of her name, she turned slowly round, 
and Paul Lynedon ancl Katharine stood face to 
ieice. 

He was startled — almost confused — at least 
as much so as was possible for such a finished 
gentleman to be. CoUld that magnificent creat- 
ure really be the little Katharine with whom 
he had flirted, years ago? "Good heavens I" 
thought he, "how beautiful she is !" 

Well might he think so, even though the feat- 
ares were white and still as marble, and the 
dark eyes seemed cold, proud, passionless. 
Passionless! — as if such orbs could ever be 
thus, except in seeming — as if such lips, whose 
rouniided curves were made to tremble with 
every breath of emotion, could be thus firmly 
compressed into apparent calmness, except by 
the strong will which is bom with every strong 
passion. Katharine was beautiful, dazzlingly 
beautiful ; and Lynedon not only saw it with his 
eyes but felt it in his heart. He looked at her 
as he had never yet looked atuny woman — ^with 
a sensation less of admiration than of worship. 
He could have knelt down before her, as m his 
days of youthful enthusiasm before some pictured 
ideal in Greek sculpture or Italian art. When 
she gave him her hand, the touch of the un- 
gloved fingers thrilled him — ^perhaps because 
Uiey were cold and statue-like, even as the 
face. 

He quite forgot his graceful courtesies, and 
bowed without a single compliment. Only he 
lifted his eyes to hers, with one look — the look 
of old — and she saw it. Angel of mercy ! how 
much a woman can bear, and live ! 

There was the faintest quivering about the 
mouth, and then it was firmly set, and the proud 
head was lifted higher, haughtier than ever, as 
Katharine Ogilvie said — 

"My husband and I have much pleasure in 
this unexpected meeting, Mr. Lynedon." 

Her husband/ Paul had quite forgotten that, 
and the word stung him. That glorious woman 
the wife of such a fellow as Hugh ! He did not 
like to think of it. If Katharine meant by this 
distant, proud salutation to show him the change 
that had come between them, assuredly she had 
her desire. Lynedon colored slightly, and bit 
his lips. Already the foot of the beautiful tyrant 
was approaching him ; soon the proud man would 
stoop his neck oeneath it, and become in turn 
the slave. He struggled a little, though, and 
said in his old manner — ^the Sir Charles Grandi- 
son manner, as they had called it at Summer- 
wood — 

" Allow me to congratulate two old friends 
on having thus added to their own happiness. 
That such is the case, no one who looks at them 
can doubt." 

" You really think so ! Well, I am sure we 
do seem very happy j don't we, Katharine? 
And so we are, though it is lon^ past the hoB(ey- 
raoon." And Hugh, with an air half shy, half 
pleased, edged nearer to his wife, so as to c|Lst 
into shadow the individual who formed her es- 
cort — a mere " walking gentleman," whom it is 
needless to describe, except by mentioning his 
name — Mr. Whyte Browne. "He politely fell 
back, and Katharine took her husband's ofiered 
arm. But she leaned on it with an air of indif- 
ference, 
a table. 
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ing to her. Nevertheless Hugh looked e:](ceed- 
ingly gratified and proud. 

"What do you think of my wife ? rather alter- 
ed from the little girl at Summerwood, eh?" he 
said, in an audible pseudo-confidential whisper 
to Paul, who answered aloud — 

" Indeed, pleasant as was my past recollection 
of Ka — I mean of Miss Ogilvie — it is almost ob- 
literated by the sight of Mrs. Ogilvie. I should 
hardly have recognized her." 

Katharine bowed. There was a momentary 
curl of the lip and contraction of the brow, and 
then the face recovered its usual expression. 
Hugh patted her hand, but a few moments after 
she disengaged it on some trifling excuse, and 
stood alone. 

Just then the orchestra within began the 
overture, and Hugh made a restless movement. 

" We shall be late, and you know, Katharine, 
you always scold me then — that is I don't mean 
scolding, but only a little gentle reproach, which 
we married men understand well. It's rather 
nice than otherwise, though, Lynedon," said he 
with an air something between assumed import- 
ance and jocularity. 

Paul crushed his heel on the floor, as though 
he had a desire to massacre some unfortunate 
fly that chanced to be creeping there. 

" We will pass on, Hugh, if you ■wish," was 
the careless answer of Mrs. Ogilvie. ".Have 
you a stall, Mr. Lynedon ? Otherwise we shall 
be happy to find room for you in our box," she 
continued; giving the invitation with the dig- 
nified indifference of one who was accustomed 
to take upon herself that duty, and casting a 
passing glance at her acquiescent husband, who 
echoed— 

" Oh, yes ! we shall be very happy, as Katha-» 
rine says. Pray come, Lynedon." 

Lynedon assented with a look of evident pleas- 
ure. Then first, over the proud, impassive 
beauty of Mrs. Ogilvie's face, there came a 
flashing smile that kindled it up like a lightning 
glare. In this smile were triumph, scorn, and 
revenge, with a delirious joy pervading all. It 
lasted a moment, and faded; but not before 
Lynedon had seen it, and, had felt for the second 
time that strange sensation of being cowed and 
humbled before the very feet of this woman. 

"Perhaps you will take Mrs. Ogilvie, while? 
I get an opera-book," said the husband; and 
once more Paul touched the hand which had 
before sent such a thrill through his frame.. 
Lying on his arm, it looked the same childish 
hand which he had many a time toyed with and? 
admired. He thought of this now, and almost 
longed to do the same again ; but on it sparkled 
the warning symbol — the wedding-ring. It was 
too late ! 

Paul Lynedon was a man of quick impulses. 
Of his numerous small affaires de cceur^ two- 
thirds had been what he would probably have 
called "love at first' sight," — as if such passing 
enchainments of sense or fancy were not dese- 
crations of that holy word. Had he .seen Mrs. 
Ogilvie as a stranger at opera or ball, he would 
probably have conceived for her this idle passion i 
of the moment. No wonder, then, that meeting 
her now, resplendent as she was in all-suhdui»j^ 
beauty aud cVva-xia ol xftJKKwet.^ ^w^x^vsnrxs^^^^k^*^. 



a, just as she would have done on a chair,\ tVie oVOl tvmca >N\ie^\vV\sN'^\i\X^ V^^^^k^'^^^^j^ 
>, or any other $nicle of furniture belong- wUYi \icy ^vcWsV «A\s\\x^<\qvv q{1>k«»^^^^ ^ 
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present mingled together and created a strange 
and new interest in Lynedon's breast. Before 
an hour had passed, during which he sat beside 
her in the opera-box, listening with her to the 
rich music, which contributeanot e little to the 
bewildering pleasure of the moment, Paul began 
to drink in her every look and tone, and feel the 
deepest chords of his being echo to the fascina- 
tions of Katharine O^ilvie. 

For she was fascmating — she wished to be 
so ! In a short space the frigid dignity of her 
demeanor melted away, and she became the 
beautiful, winning, dazzling creature who for 
some months had oeen the very cynosure of the 
circle wherein Mrs. Lancaster and her set con- 
volved. She talked, now with the brilliancy of 
a vivid imagination, now with the deep feeling 
of an impassioned nature. Of all her conversa- 
tion Lynedon had the eomplete monopoly, for 
Mr. Whyte Browne had mysteriously vanished, 
and Hugh OgUvie was always half^sleep be- 
tween the acts of an opera — ^he said the noise 
and light made him so. He was too much 
accustomed to see his wife receive constant 
attentions and engross all conversation, to mind 
it in the least. Besides, poor Hugh's simple, 
unexacting, contented love was never crossed 
by the shadow of jealousy. He composed him- 
self to sleep in the comer, with an apology 
about the long ride he had taken that morning, 
and left his wife -and Paul to amuse each other. 

There is no spell more overwhelming, than 
, for two people to whom music is a feeling, a 
passion, to sit together listening as with one 
soul to the same delicious strain : the rapt atten- 
tion — ^the heart-thrilling pause — and then the 
melting silence that comes afterward, when 
eyes meet as if saying mutely, " Thou feelest — 
I feel — ^therefore we are one." 

This strong sympathy existed between Katha- 
rine and Paul. Wnen the act closed, he turned 
to her, and saw, not the bewitching creature of 
fashion, whose very art and coquetry seemed 
. charming, but the deep-souled woman, in whose 
.heaving oosom and tremulous lip a world of pas- 
sionate feeling was revealed. It struck the one 
true chord in Paul Lyi\3don's mercurial nature, 
and his tone changed from light sparkling wit 
and fulsome compliment to earnestness, and 
respect. 

" You love music as much as ever, I see. 
You have not changed in that, though in every 
thing else, Mrs. Ogilvie." 

"Have I changed? — ah, I suppose so — ^we 
all do!" said Katharine ^ and a smile — ^first of 
scorn, then of well-assumed sweetness — ^wreath- 
ed itself round her mouth. But the hand which 
hung unseen among the folds of her dress was 
clenched so convulsively, that the rose it held 
fell crushed to pieces on the floor. 

" Even so," pursued Lynedon, with a curious 
mixture of affectation and real feeling j "but 
allow me to quote, or rather mis-quote, the 
words of our dear old Shakspeare, and say, 

' Nothing in yoa that doth fade 
Bat doth safSar a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange.* '* 

Katharine raised her graceful head. "You 

would imply the need there was for a change, 

and yoa are right, Mr. Lynedon ; no one can be 

more conscious than myself of the deficiencies of 

mj' girlhood. '' There was a bitterness even in 



the half-jesting speech ; and Paul felt the edge 
of his elegant compliment blunted. He was en- 
gaging in an attack wherein such light weapons 
would not do. Slightly confused, he quitted the 
subject, and spoke of the opera. 

"I never heard Grisi sing better than to- 
night. She is a grand creature, but still she is 
not my ideal of Anne Boleyn. She makes a 
stormy tragedy-queen of the meek, broken- 
spirited woman, which is our notion of Anne's 
character as gathered from history." 

" History is a trusty chronicler and unfolder 
of that easy, well-explained subject — the work- 
ings of a woman's heart," answered Katharine, 
with an irony which sat on her so gracefully and 
delicately, that Paul was attracted more and 
more. 

" Your meaning is just, Mrs. Ogilvie. Per- 
haps Grisi's reading is the true one. Still, I 
wonder how far we may unite romance with 
history, especially as concerning Percy — Anne's 
first love before she married Henry. That iaot 
argues against the poet's creed of female con- 
stancy, as much as this passionate Semiramis- 
like heroine is opposed to the received doctrine 
of the results caused by a broken heart — ^meek 
patience and resignation and all that." 

Paul's mocking speech was silenced by the 
flash which he saw gleam in Katharine's eyes. 

" That is the way you men speak of women !" 
she cried. " You sting them into misery — yon 
goad them on to evil — and then you retort on 
them Mrith a jeer. I beg your pardon, Mr. 
Lynedon," she added, with a sudden alteration 
of voice and countenance, and a laugh so light 
and musical that Paul started at the marvelous 
change. "It is too bad of me to amuse you 
with these common-place revilings of your noble 
sex — a subject on which, of course, no fair lady 
is expected to speak sincerely." 

Paul acknowledged the implied amende with 
a look of extreme gratification. '■^ 1 am £ure, 
judging by the laws of attraction, Mrs. Ogilvie's, 
acquaintance among my sex caA only comprise ' 
the very best of mimkind." 

" I receive the compliment, only returning jgq. 
the hdlf of it, which seems ingeniously meant 
for yourself," said Katharine, gayly. " And yoa 
must acknowledge that my harangue was an 
excellent imitation ofif the stage of mat magnifi- 
cent Diva who is now entering it. So, silence !" 

She laid her fair jeweled finger on her mouth, 
round which the most dimpling girlish smiles now 
danced. Could those lips be the same, the very 
same, which had looked so white and ghastly an 
hour before ? 

Hugh roused himself at the sound. of* the or<> 
chestra, and came forward sleepily, stretching 
his long limbs and somewhat heavy frame. 

" Do you find this opera amusing, Katharinef 
because I can't say I do," he observed, yawning. 

" Very possibly not," said the wife, with * 
glance between sarcasm and indifiference. But' 
when she saw Lynedon's eyes rest contemptit' 
ously on Hugh, and then on herself with a sort 
of insinuating pity, her pride rose. " You will 
acknowledge, Mr. Lynedon, that my husband is 
very kind in accompanying — I mean, taking nie 
— to the opera whenever I like ; the more so, a» 
he does ivot derive ,from it the same pleasure «! 
imyse\L" 
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thankfully. " And Mr. Lynedon won^^t think it 
rude, my%oing to sleep. He would have done 
the same if he had ridden to Summerwood and 
back, on that hard-mouthed brute. Brown Bess." 

Pau)'s satirical smile became one of polite at- 
tention under the gleam of Mrs. Ogilvie's eyes. 

*' Still fond of horses and hunting, Mr. Ogil- 

vie?" 

Hugh gave expressiou to a melancholy grim- 
ace. " I can't hunt now we live in town— and 
Katharine does not like it. I suppose she's right 
— she always is. Hunting is dangerous, and 
a married man ought to take care of himself, 
you know. It's all her love for me." 

^*Come, you gentlemen can talk presently. 
At all events, Hugh, pray be silent while Mario 
sings Vivi tu," said Katharine, restlessly. 

"Thanks for the reproof, Mrs. Ogilvie." 
And Lynedon bent forward attent. Through- 
out the song he stood leaning against the sule 
of the box in his old attitude, with folded arms, 
and fixed, earnest eyes. Behind him, Hugh 
lounged on a chair in a rather awkward fashion 
—his elbows on his knees, his chin on his two 
hands, with shut eyes and half-open mouth. 
The two — both what the world would consider 
fine-looking men — were types of distinct kinds of 
beauty : the intellectual and the animal. Kath- 
arine looked from one to the other, and shud- 
dered. Heaven forgive the wife for that fearful 
thrill of mingled love and hatred which came 
over her ! She could have shrieked aloud with 
despair — almost with terror — ^for she felt the 
demon entering her soul ! 

Yet when the opera ended, and Paul, on bid- 
ding adieu, acquiesced eagerly in Hugh's invita- 
tion to dine with them the next week, Katharine 
felt a glow of fearful happiness. Had a river 
of fire rolled between her and Paul Lynedon, 
she would have plunged into it — to gain once 
more the sight of his face — ^the sound of his 
voicft J 



CHAPTER XL. 

The aflfectionSf like the conscience, are rather to be led 
than drawn ; and 'tis to be feared that they who marry 
where they do not love, will love where they do not 
marry. Fullkr. 

Mr. and Mrs. Hugh Ogilvie, of West-bank 
Villa, Regent's Park, were very diflferent from 
the blithe Katharine and cousin Hugh of Sum- 
merwood. The latter, deprived of that physical 
out-of-door life which comprised his whole exist- 
ence, was growing dull, stout, lazy. The heavy- 
looking man who lounged wearily over his late 
breakfast, the greater part of which became the 
perquisite of his sole companions in the meal, 
two pet dogs — ^was a melancholy contrast to 
the lithe, 9-ctive youth who used to come bound- 
ing in from his morning ride or walk to the 
breakfast-table at Summerwood. 

" Down, Tiger, down ! You must creep out 
of the way when your mistress comes; she don't 
like you as she used to do. Heigho, twelve 
o'clock ! Katharine gets later than ever. She 
always was down by eleven at least," sighed 
Hugh to himself. "This comes of living in 
town. Things were not thus at Summerwood." 

Be rang lor bis wife^s maid, and sent up a 
deprecating message^ that ii Mrs. Ogilvie could 



manage it, without hurrying herself, he would 
very much like to see her before he took his 
morning ride. And then in despair he patted 
his dogs again, thinking with doleful regret of 
" the life that late he led." 

Katharine heard the humble request with an 
impatient gesture, and turned her fevered cheek 
again on the pilloW. It was indeed a long, lc«ig 
time since Hugh had been blest with that bright- 
est morning sunshinc/for a young husband — his 
wife's cheerful smile at his breakfast-board. 
Katharine, who once used to rise with the lark, 
now indulged perpetually in that dreamy stupor, 
half sleeping, half waking, by which, in our 
troubled and restless mooos, we seek to shorten 
the day and deaden the consciousness of our 
real life. / It is only when we are happy and ! 
light-hearted that we care to face the morning 
hours. /Katharine Ogilvie shrank from them 
with a vague fear, and never rose until near 
mid-day. 

Hugh had mounted Brown Bess in despair, 
and cantered her thrice round the Park before 
his wife appeared. On his return he found 
Katharine still in the breakfast-room. Though - 
during the ride he had in his vexation resolved 
to give her a right due conjugal lecture, she 
lookedr so beautiful in her white morning dress, 
that he quite forgot it, and kissed her heartily 
instead. 

She received his welcome coldly enough. 

*' There, that wiB do. Why will you bring 
those two horrid dogs, Hugh ? You know they 
annoy me. Take them away." 

"That I will. Here, Tiger! Leo!" He 
turned them out, and shut the door. " I never 
let them in here except when you are not down 
to breakfast, Katharine. But that is often 
enough," h9 added, disconsolately. 

" lean not help it, with our late hours and 
visiting." 

" Why should we visit so much, then ? I'm 
sure I don't want it. Suppose we were to turn 
over a new leaf, dear Katharine," was the hum- 
ble proposition of the husband | but it met no 
consenting response from the wife. 

" Do not trouble me, Hugh j I told you when 
I married that I must see a little of the world. 
You want nothing but dogs and horses ; I want 
many other things — books, amusements, society 
— and I can not be happy without them. Don't 
judge me by yourself, because my pleasures are 
very different from yours." 

" Ah, yes, I know they are," answegred Hugh, 
with a sigh. " Well, Katharine, you were al- 
ways cleverer than I ; it shall be as you Uke ; 
only if you would let me see a little more of you 
in the morning " 

" Yes, yes, if you will not interrupt me now 
that I have this new book to read ; and you may 
sit down and look at the second volume: not 
that*it would interest you, except that the author 
is your old acquaintance, Mr. Wychnor." 

Hugh seated himself in obedient silence, and • 
turned over the leaves of the book. His gentle 
forbearance made no impression on his wile. A 
woman-^-especially one like Katharine — had ten 
times rather be trodden under foot by a man 
who is her swpetvot^ tk^w ^w.^«x:^^ ^e» ^sb^S^js^ 
Wone\)etveaX\i\ifex♦^^S.. >5L«NRSft»x\s^\^'^^^^- 
get mto vi\i\c\i *M^\v ^ ^,««^«\^>^35^'^^^^. 
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band who ought to be reverenced next to Heaven 
— one who must perforce be to her not a ruler 
but a slave ! 

In the desperation which prompted her sud- 
den marriage, Katharine had never thought of 
this. She considered not the daily burden of a 
loveless, unequal yoke — ^the petty jars — ^the con- 
tinual dragging down a strong mmd to the weary 
level of an inferior one. Heaven made woman 
from man, not man from woman. A great- 
hearted and good man can lift his wife nearer 
to his own standard ; but by no power on earth 
can a superior woman elevate her husband's 
weaker mind. She must sink down to him ; all 
the love in the world will not make him her 
equal. And if love be not there, woe, woe unto 
her, for it is a fearful precipice on which she 
stands ! 

Mrs. Ogilvio's p^ide had carried her success- 
fully through the first months of her married life. 
Young, beautiful, and universally admired as she 
was, no one* had cast upon her the shadow of 
blame. Her self-respect, if not her love, had 
covered Hugh's inferiority as with a shield, 
which made others show him the deference that 
the wife felt not, but had the grace to simulate. 
For herself she- received the incense of admira- 
tion which universally greeted her with such 
proud indifference, that many men, whom one 
smile would have brought unworthily to her fe^t 
were content to be driven in chains, like wild 
tigers harnessed to the car^f some Amazonian 
queen. She let them see — ay, and the world 
see too — that she would not step from her height 
for one moment, so as to become their prey. 

Thus it was with the young wife, until her 
path W81S again crossed by the shadow of that 
teiTible love which had made her life's destiny — 
until she was once more brought within the 
influence of Paul Lynedon. 

Against this influence her spirit now strug- 
gled. She felt that already a change had come 
over her, breaking the dull round ot her aimless 
existence, to escape the inanity of which she had 
plunged into the excitement of perpetual dissi- 
pation. It was as if a gleam of lurid brightness 
had darted across her sky : the world itself did 
not look as it had done one little day before. 
She sought not to analyze her own sensations : 
she only knew that where there had been dark- 
ness there now was light ; and if the flash were 
a blinding flame, she would have lifted her long- 
ing eyes to it just the same. Her heart was yet 
pure enougji to be fearless ; her sense of a wile's 
duty was sufficiently strong, she deemed, to 
stand in the place of a wife s love. And even 
with regard to Paul Lynedon there had come a 
change. She worshiped no longer with blind 
adoration the-all-perfect ideal of her girlhood, 
but with her love's reviving fires mingled a 
darkening cloud of vengeance. She desired to 
make him feel what she had herself felt-^to 
drive him mad for her sake, and then fling back 
upon him the dread " too late." 

While, with the book before her eyes, she 

leaned in her cushioned ohair — treading, not 

the beautiful outpourings of Philip Wychnor's 

genius, but the fearful writing on her own heart 

— Katharine beard the name which had once 

been to her a glad, aii-pervading music. The 

.s'/Jent tefe-d'tete of thp husband and wife was 

broken by Paul Lyaedoa. 



He had that morning been much gratified at 
the discovery of Mrs. Ogilvie's operiP glass in 
his own pocket, and now came to express, with 
his usual indifference to truth, the extreme re- 
gret which this fact would have caused him, 
except, indeed, for the pleasure of returning the 
fair owner her property. 

Lynedon would have received a welcome, 
though without this excuse. Hu^h was always 
glad to see any stray visitor who orightened np 
his wife's gloomy brow. / It is only a happy 
home that needs no guests within its walls.y^ 

Paul found Mrs. Ovilvie as beautiful by day- 
light as under the glare of opera radiance. He 
had never seen any one who came so near his 
idecd of womanhood. He admired, too, the very 
atmosphere in which she moved, her house being 
filled with indications of its mistress's taste in 
music, art, and literature. His refined percep- 
tion at once detected these mute revealings of a 
woman's mind and character. Struck more and 
more, he exerted his whole powers of pleasing, 
and the unfailing charm extended even to Hugh. 

The trio talked pleasantly for some time on 
general and individual subjects, and Lynedon 
heard how Sir Robert and Lady Ogilvie still 
resided at Summerwood, though the latter, was 
in rather infirm health. 

" I can not be much with mamma now — ^it is 
impossible," observed Katharine ; ^' but I have 
petitioned my sister-in-law to vbit her. You 
remember Eleanor ?" 

"Of course he does. Why, Lynedon, I used 
to think you were smitten there," cried Hugh, 
adding to the coarse expression a coarser laugh. 

Paul replied, with an air of perfect self-posses- 
sion and indifference, "I feel for Miss Eleanor 
Ogilvie the same respect which I have for any 
lady who honors me with her acquaintance." 

As he spoke he caught the searching glance 
of Katharme, but it glided from his face in a 
moment. Hugh persisted in his idle jest. 
"WeU, well, I suppose I was mistaken. And 
so you have got no farther than acquaintance 
with any of the pretty girls you have met? 
Never expect me to take in that Lynedon! 
Why, we heard you were going to be married 
to a lady abroad. Who said so ? — Mrs. Lancas- 
ter, was it not, Katharine ?" 

"I am sorry Mrs. Lancaster should have 
ascribed to me more happiness than I am likely 
to attain," said Paul, with quiet dignity. "I 
have never yet seen the woman whom I could 
marry." It was a saving *' could''* — he laid it to 
his conscience as an atonement for the falsehood. 
" Mrs. Ogilvie, allow me 1" he added, stoopinr 
for a book which, in hastily reaching it, she had 
let fall. He staid to gather up some dried 
flowers which were scattered from the open 
leaves, and so did not see Katharine's face. 
When he presented the book, she took it with a 
steady hand and a graceful, smiling acknowle<]^- 
ment. 

"It is a favorite volume of mine, though I 
have only Ihtely placed it among the list of the 
books I love,'' she said. "The author is an 
acquaintance of ours, named Wychnor." 

"Philip Wychnor — an excellent fellow! I« 
know him, and like him much. How glad 
am to ca\\ a ^tVetv^^tjl -^ovxxa xcLvaa ^lao I" cried 
Paul. 

"Indeed Nve cwC\. exwiXX^ ^^Vwa ^^tv^^ 
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We never can get him out here," said Hn^h. 
" Katharine, let us try him once more, and invite 
him for Thursday. Perhaps Mr. Lynedon might 
persuade hun. I wish Eleanor were here — she 
would I They two always got on together ex- 
cellently." 

This remark was lost on Paul, who had long 
ceased to attach any interest to Eleanor^s name ; 
but it struck Katharine's womanly ear. 

" Tell Mr. Wychnor," said she, " that though 
it is impossible for my sister to be with us on 
Thursday, I hope he will still come. He must 
meet her here some day the foUowinff week : 
Eleanor is always glad to see an old friend. 
But stay : I will not trouble you with so long a 
message. I will write, and make you my Mer- 
cury," she added, gayly. 

'' To be of use to Mrs. Ogilvie in any thing 
would give me only too much happiness," was 
his reply, spoken for once with entire, undis- 
guised truth. When, a few minutes after, 
Lynedon passed out of the house, he drew the 
delicate missive from his pocket and looked on 
the handwriting and seal with a lingering, loving 
gaze. He felt that he could have traversed afl 
' London to ful^l the slightest wish of Katharine 
Ogilvie. 

The whole way to Philip Wychnor's abode, 
her voice rang in his ear — her face flitted before 
him. He contrived, however, to banish the 
haunting vision a little ; so as to enter into con- 
.versation with the young author, and e£face the 
evident confusion which his unexpected entrance 
caused. Paul attributed this to the sudden dis- 
turbance he had occasioned in Wychnor's lit- 
erary pursuits, and thanked his stars that he 
was not an author. To shorten his visit, he 
quickly delivered the letter. But he never 
noticed how Philip's hands trenabled over it, for 
Lynedon had taken advantage of the silence to 
ponder once more on the exquisite beauty of 
Mrs. Ogilvie. 

"You will go, of course? They are a 
charming family — ^the Ogilvies. I feel quite 
proud to call them old friends, as I am sure you 
must, since you, I believe, share the same priv- 
ilege?" 

After this remark, Paul looked up for an 
answer, and received Philip's half-suppressed 
"Yes!" 

" Mr^. Ogilvie is so anxious to know more of 
you, and you can not refuse her. Indeed, Mr. 
Wychnor, you see how desirous we all are for 
your friendship." 

" We all are !" Philip shrank visibly — the 
careless word seemed to him to imply so much. 
But there was a cordial frankness in Lynodon's 
manner that he could not resist. He remembered, 
too, the conversation with David Drysdale, and 
his own promise concerning Paul. 

"I shall not see Aer," he reasoned within 
himself; "no, I could not bear that. But I 
will not draw back from this man : I will prove 
him — I will read his heart, and be satisfied 
whether he is worthy of her or not. Mr. Lyne- 
don," he said aloud, " it has of late been rarely 
ray custom to visit — I have neither time nor 
inclination; but since Mr. and Mrs. Ogilvie 
desire it, I will come on Thursday." 

"That is right! it will '^ve her so much 
pleasure /" and again Philip's shrinking fingers 
were compressed in the warm grasp of his 



supposed rival. They talked for ai few minutes 
longer on other subjects, and then Paul quitted 
him. 

Philip Wychnor sank back on his chair with 
a heavy sigh. "It is my doom — I can not 
escape. Heaven grant me strength to bear it 



CHAPTER XLI. 

How often— ah, how often .'—between the desire of the 
heart and its fulfillment lies only the briefest space of 
time or distance, and yet the desire remains forever 
unfulfilled ! It is so near that we can touch it with the 
hand, and yet so far that the eye can not behold it. 

XiONarKLLOw. 

Oh ! for a horse with wings ! 

Shakspeare. 

" Four years — four years I" 

Eleanor murmured these words to herself, in 
that half-melancholy dreaminess which invari- 
ably comes over one of thoughtful nature, when 
standing, no matter how hopefully, on the brink 
of what seems a crisis in life's history. The 
present time appeared a crisis in hers. She 
was going to Summerwood — agoing where she 
was sure to meet Philip. Soon the long-affi- ^ 
anced lovers would look on each other's face. 
After such a season of absence, and a brief 
period of silence, almost esti'angement, how 
would they meet? Eleanor had no doubt, no 
dread, in her faithful heart; but still she was 
thoughtful, and when all the preparations for 
the morrow's journey were completed, she sat 
down by the window of her little chamber, and 
watched the twilight shadows deepen on the 
gray cathedral, saying to herself, over and over 
again, " Four years — four years I" 

It was, indeed, thus long since she had seen 
Philip. Four years ! It seems a short time to 
maturer age, but to youth it is an eteirni'ty. 
Nineteen and twenty-three ! What a gulf often 
lies between the two periods of existence. The 
child's heart — many a young girl is at nineteen 
still a child — is taken away, and in its stead has . 
come the woman's, which must beat on, on, 
loved or loveless, enjoying or enduring life until 
life's end ! It is a solemn thing to have traveled ■ 
so far on the universal road, that we begin to 
look not only forward but backward — to say, 
even jestingly, " When I was a child.^^ And to • 
some it chances that, in every space thus jour- \ 
neyed over, uprises a specter, which confronts 
them with its ghastly face whenever they turn 
to review the past ; — nay, even if they set their 
faces bravely and patiently to the future, they 
hear continually behind them its haunting foot- 
steps, mocking each onward tread of theirs, 
and knelling into their hearts the eternal "no 
mor§," 

On Eleanor's peaceful life this bitterness had 
not passed. To her, the " four years" on which 
she now dreamily mused had brought little out- 
ward change. They had flowed on in a quiet, 
unbroken routine of duties, patiently fulfilled, 
yet somewhat monotonous. It seemed scarce a 
month since she and Philip had sat tc^^^J^s^c 
that sweet. siptYTv^TCLOTVMx^^'^^^NJw^:^^'^^^^ 

yet, smee vVexv, Xkxe^ Xlvnv^^ ^"^^^^x ^^^V^^"-^- 
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alone / And the clematis which that same 
morning, in the playfulness of happy, newly- 
betrothed lovers, they together planted in mem- 
ory of the day, had now climbed even to her 
window, and flung therein a cloud of perfume. 
It came over her senses wooingly, like the 
memory of those dear olden times, and of Philip's 
precious love. She leaned her head against the 
casement, and drank in the fragrance, until her 
eyes filled with happy tears. 

" I shall see him, I shall see him ! — soon, ah, 
soon !" she whispered ; while her fancy con- 
jured up his likeness, as she used to watch him, 
lying on the grass dreamily in summer noons, 
with the light falling on his fair hair and his 
delicate, almost boyish cheek. Picturing him 
thus, Eleanor half smiled to herself, remember- 
ing that Philip was no boy now — that four years 
must have given him quite the port and ap]|j)ear- 
ance of a man. He would be, ay, almost eight- 
and-twenty now, and he had wrestled with the 
world, and gained therein fame and success. 
Ah, he would not look like the Philip whose 
boyish grace had been her ideal of beauty for 
so long. He must be changed in that, at least. 
She was almost sorry, yet proud to think how 
great he had become. And she — 

Eleanor did not often think of herself, es- 
pecially her outward self; but she did now. 
Yet it was still with reference to him. Was she 
worthy of him? In her heart — ^her faithful, 
loving heart — she knew she was. But in ex- 
ternal things ? When she thought of Philip — 
living in London, gay, courted, moving among 
the talented and beautiful — and herself, a simple 
country girl, who had spent this long time in 
complete retirement, and patient attendance- on 
querulous age, Eleanor was struck by a passing 
leeling of anxiety. She was no heroine, but a 
very woman. She rose up, half unconsciously, 
and looked at herself in the mirror. It reflected 
a face not beautiful, but fiill of a sweetness more 
winning even than beauty. Perhaps the cheek 
was less peach-like and had a straighter curve, 
and on the mouth, instead of girlhoc^'s dimples, 
sat a meek, calm smile. The eyes — ah, there 
Time had . given, rather than taken away ! — ^he 
had left still the true heart shining from them, 
and had added thereto the deep, thoughtful soul 
of matured womanhood. 

Something of this their owner herself saw, for 
she smiled once more, murmuring, " He used to 
love my eyes — ^I think he will love them still ! 
And he will find only too soon how dearly they 
love him," she added, as her gentle heart, nigh 
oppressed with the weight of its joy and tender- 
ness, relieved itself with what sounded almost 
like a sigh. 

"I will not sit thinking any more, but try 
and find something to do,'° said Eleanor, as she 
roused herself from her dreaniy mood, and, be- 
gan to arrange with feminine care her " proper- 
ties" — already packed up for the gay visit which 
was to break her monotonous life. But even in 
this occupation the one thought followed her. 
She was always neat and tasteful in her dress, 
as a woman should be ; but now she felt con- 
scious of having selected her wardrobe with 
more than usual care. The colors Philip had 
J/A^ed — the style of attire that once pleased his 
fanojr—ever a poeVs fancy, graceful and ideal— 
aU were remembered. It was a trifling— per- 
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haps an idle thought — ^but it was nataral and 
womanly; showing too how Love binds up into 
itself all life's aims and purposes, great and 
small ; how it can dare the world's battle, and 
sit smiling at the hearth — is at once a crowned 
monarch, a mighty hero, and a little playful 
child. 

When Eleanor's hands had resolutely basied 
themselves for some minutes, they again drooped 
listlessly on her lap, as she sat down on the 
floor, and once more became absorbed in pleas- 
ant musings. She was roused by a summons 
from Davis. Mrs. Breynton " wished to know 
whether Miss Ogilvie intended to give her any 
of her company this evening ; which she might 
well do, seeing it was the last." 

" You must excuse the message, Miss Elea- 
nor," said the old seryant ; ^^but I don't wonder 
at my lady's being cross ; she will miss you so 
much ; indeed we all shall. But I am glad you 
are going ; 'tis hard for a young creature to be 
kept moping here. I hope you°ll have a pleas- 
ant visit. Miss Ogilvie, though the house will 
be dull without your pretty face — God bless it I" 

Eleanor thanked her, aknost tearfully, for her 
heart was very full. * 

'•'' And you'll come back as blithe and bloom- 
ing as — " the eld woman paused for a simile 
— "as my canary there, which poor Master 
Phi — Oh ! Miss Ogilvie, perhaps in that great 
world of London you may hear something of 
somebody I daren't speak about, though good- 
ness knows I've never forgotten him — never!" 
And the unfailing apron was lifted to poor 
Davis's eyes. 

Eleanor could not speak ; but, as she passed 
hastily out of the room, her delicate fingers 

Eressed warmly the hard, brown hand of the 
lithful, afiectionate creature, who remembered 
Philip still. Poor Davis was proud of the clasp 
as long as she lived. 

Mrs. Breynton sat in her arm-chair, and knit- 
ting vehemently at the eternal quilt, which was 
now promoted to be nearly the sole occupation 
of its aged projector, whose dimmed eyes fiid 
trembling fingers grew daily less active and 
more helpless. To-night they seemed incompe- 
tent even to the simple work to which they ap- 
plied themselves with such indignant energy, 
for the perpetually unroved square seemed a 
very Penelope's web. At length, when the 
old lady had knitted away her wrath and her * 
cotton, she looked up, and saw Eleanor sitting 
near her. 

" Oh, I thought you intended to stay up-stairs 
all the evening. Pray, how long is it since yoa 
troubled yourself to come down?'* 

"I have been here some minutes," was the 
gentle answer. 

"Why did you not speak, then?" 

" I did once, but you were too busy to hear • 
me, I think. Now, shall I take your work 
away, and ring for tea?" 

Mrs. Breynton assented, muttered something 
about the chill autumn evening, and turned her 
chair opposite the fire, so that her face was 
completely hid. Eleanor went about the light 
household duty — now wholly hers — with an agi- ^ 
tated heart, for there came upon her the thought,'^ * 
natural to the ev^ of a journey — and such a 
^ourtvey — H.ow -woxAd \i^ \)aft t^xxsLtw? When 
she agam aax aX lA-ta. ^te^nXQivl^ X^^^^t^-^ 
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it be in peace and hope, or^ She drove away 
the fear : she could not-^would not think of it. 
She would still believe in Philip, and in Philip's 
aunt. 

"Shall I move your chair hither, or bring 
yoor tea to the work-table ?" she said, trying to 
steady her voice to its usual tone of affectionate 
attention. 

" Bring it here. I may as well get used to 
taking tea alone," muttered Mrs. Breynton. 
But when Eleanor came beside her, to show, for 
the last time, the simple act of careful tendance 
to which she had been so long accustomed, the 
harsh voice softened. 

" Ah 1 I shall have no one to make tea for 
me to-morrow night ! Indeed, I can't tell what 
I shall do Mrithout you, Eleanor." 

And instead of taking the offered cup, she 
gazed wistfully in the sweet young face that 
was now becoming troubled and tearful. 

"Dear friend— Sear Mrs. Breynton, shall I 
stiky?" 

" No, no ; I have no right to keep you," hast- 
ily interrupted Mrs. Breynton, as though some 
sudden thought had crossed her mindj "of 
course your Iriends want you, and you yourself 
must be delighted to leave this dull place." 

"Nay — ^was it not by your own consent — 
your own desire ?" 

" I desired nothing. What made you think 
so?" cried Mrs. Breynton, angrily. There was, 
indeed, a strange and painful conflict in her 
mind. Fearful lest all hope of winning back 
her erring yet cherished nephew should be lost, 
and pierced deeper and deeper with a feeling 
almost akin to remorse, she had determined to 
risk all chance of discovery, and let the lovers 
meet. Yet when the time came she trembled. 
Besides, she did not like to part even for a sea- 
son with the gentle creature who had become 
almost necessary to her comfort; age can ill 
bear any change or any separation. But for all 
that, Eleanor must go ; it was the only chance 
winning him for whom Mrs. Breynton's pride 
and love alike yearned continually. Her feel- 
ings changed hourly — momently — ^with an im- 
petuosity £at even her yet energetic mind could 
scarce conceal. 

"Eleanor," she continued, "do not mistake 
me : you go by your own choice, and your friends' 
wish ; I have no ri^ht to interfere with either. 
But you will come back ?" 

" I will, indeed ! And, oh ! Mrs. Breynton, 
if—" 

Eleanor sank down beside her. There was 
no mistaking the plea of that earnest face — the 
one plea which her whole life of duty and ten- 
derness silently urged. But Mrs. Breynton turn- 
ed hastily and coldly away. 

" Rise, and go to your place, my dear : we 
will talk no more now." 

And for an hour afterward, by a violent con- 
trol which showed how strong still was her lin- 
gering pride, the dean's widow maintained her 
usual indifference, talked of common things, and 
made no allusion to the journey or the parting. 
At last she took out her watch, and desired 
Eleanor, as usual to call the servants in to | 
rayers. I 

The girl obeyed, placed the cushion and the 
pen book, as she had done every night for so 
iojfff, and knelt down, with her eyes oversowing. 



Mrs. Brejmton read the accustomed form in 
her accustomed tone, save that when she insert- 
ed the prescribed prayer, "for one about to 
travel," her;i^oice faltered ; she paused suddenly, 
and then with a strong effort went on to the 
end. 

The servants gone, she and Eleanor stood 
alone. 

" My dear, is every thing prepared for your 
journey to-morrow?" said Mrs. Breynton, break- 
ing the silence. 

Eleanor assented mutely ; she could not speak. 

"You will take as escort either Davis or 
James, which you choose; either can return 
next day." 

" Oh, no, you are too kind," said Eleanor, who 
knew what it cost the precise old lady to part, 
for ever so short a time, with either of these 
her long-trusted domestics; "indeed, I can 
travel very well alone." 

"But I do not choose my child, my adopted 
daughter'''' — she laid a faint emphasis on the 
word — "to do any such thing. The matter is 
decided." 

Pride struggled with tenderness in her man- 
ner, and still she stood irresolute. The old but- 
ler entered with lighted candles. 

"James," said his mistress, "you will accom- 
pany Miss Ogilvie to her journey's end, with all 
care and attention, as though she were my own 
child." 

And then, finding the last minute had indeed 
come, Mrs. Breynton took her candle, t 

"My dear Eleanor, as you depart so soon, 
we had better say good-by to-night." 

She held out her hand, but Eleanor fell on her 
neck, weeping bitterly. Mrs. Breynton began 
to tremble. 

" Hush, my dear, you must not try me so ; I 
am old, I can not bear agitation." She sank 
on a chair, struggled a moment, and then stretch- 
ed out her hands. — "Eleanor — ^poor Isabel's 
Eleanor — forgive me. Come !" 

And for the second time in her life, the child- 
less widow folded to her bosom the young creat- 
ure from whom, in her old age she had learned, 
and was learning more and more, the blessed 
lesson, to love. 

In a few minutes the emotion passed, and she 
rose up. • 

" Now, my child, I must go. Give me your 
arm to my room door, for I am weak and ex- 
hausted.'* 

" And you will not let me see you in the 
morning ?" 

" No, my dear, no ! — better thus ! You will 
come back at the two months' end. You prom- 
ise?" And her searching eyes brought the 
quick color into Eleanor's cheek. 

"I promise I" She might have said more, 
but Mrs. Breynton moved hastily on to her 
chamber. At the door she turned round, kissed 
the girl's cheek, and bade God bless her. 

Then from Eleanor's full heart burst the cry 
— "Bless him— even him also! Oh, dearest 
friend, let me take with me a blessing for 
PhUip !" 

At the name, Mrs. Breynton's countenance 
became stone once more. All her wrath^ all 
her sternuesa^ «Jll \iftx ^\\^<b.^^<ess. ^yisisiKw^^QSj^ 
*m owe NJOY^ — 
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She closed the door, and Eleanor saw her not 
again. But for hours she heard the feeble, 
aged footstep pacing the nex^t chamber-— and 
even in her heaviness the girl was, not without 
hope. 

Eleanor awoke at dawn, startled from her 
restless sleep by one of those fantastic dreams 
that will sometimes come on the eve of any 
great joy, in which we rehearse the long-ex- 
pected bliss, and find that, by the intervention 
of some strange "cloud of dole" it has been 
changed to pam. Philip's betrothed dreamed 
of that meeting, the hojje of which, waking, had 
filled her whole soul with happiness ahnost too 
great to bear. She saw him, but his face was 
cold — changed. He turned away without even 
a clasp of the hand ; and then the dream became 
wild and unconnected — ^though it was Philip — 
still Philip. 5he was again with him, and the 
ground seemed suddenly cloven, while a tem- 
pestuous river rushed howling between them ; 
It grew into a mighty sea, above which she saw 
Philip standing on a rock-pinnacle, his averted 
face lifted to the sky, his deaf ear heeding not 
the despairing cry which she sent up from the 
midst of the ingulfing waters. 

With that cry she awoke, to find — with, oh ! 
what thankful joy I — ^that these.were but dreams. 
Suddenly, like a burst of sunshine, the joyful 
truth broke upon her, that this day — ^this very 
day, she would journey toward Philip— a brief 
space, perchance a few hours, and they would 
meet ! Once more burst from her mnocent 
heart the rapturous murmur — " I shall see him ! 
I shall see him!" And Eleanor turned her 
face upon the pillow, weeping tears of happi- 



ness. 




Oh. the thrill of a remembered joy that comes 
with waking — ^how wild, how deep it is ! Only 
.second to that keenest pang, the first waking 
consciousness of misery. 

Soon Eleanor arose, saying to herself the old 
adage — she had an innocent superstition lurking 
in the depths of her simple heart — "Morning 
tears bring evening smiles;" and she thought, 
if the tears were so sweet, what must be the 
bliss of her smiles ! So she made ready for her 
departure with a cheerful spirit, over which 
neither the painful dream, nor the still more 
painful remembrance of Mrs. Breynlon's^ last 
words, could throw more than a passing cloud. 

As though to confirm this joy, Davis knocked 
at her chamber-door, with an affectionate fare- 
well message from Mrs. Breynton, and a letter. 
It was from Sir Robert Ogilvie, begging his 
niece to hasten her journey, so as to accompany 
him that night to his daughter's house. "It 
was Kathanne's especial wish," he said- and 
Katharine's wish had long become law with 
iather, mother, and husband too. "Eleanor 
.could easily reach Summerwood by the after- 
noon," her uncle continued, " thanks to the rail- 
, way — the only useful innovation that the hateful 
march-of-intelleot radicals had ever made." 

Eleanor read Katharine's inclosed letter of 
warm invitation. It bore the following post- 
script : — " If you come, you will see one who 
will doubtless be also much pleased to see you 
-^your old acquamtanoOf Mr. Wychnor." 

tVbat a world of joy lay in that idly-scribbled 
J/ne / 

To^nJgbt, to-night V'.cried Eleanor, as, be- 
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wildered— almost stmmed — ^by the certi^^ of 
the coming bliss, she sank on the bed and hid 
her face. Thence, gliding to her knees, the first 
impulse of that pure and true heart was one, the 
sacredness of wnich received no taint thereby — 
a thanksgiving lifted to Him who gave Eve unto 
Adam, and Sarah unto Abraham, and whose 
first act of heaven-descended power was at the 
marriage at Cana. 

Once again, ere the last moment of departure 
came, Eleanor entered her little chamber, shut 
the door, and prayed that she might return 
thither in safety and in joy ; and then, all bitter- 
ness reconciled, pass from this home of patient 
duty into another far dearer, and thus faithfally 
fulfill woman's highest, holiest destiny, that of a 
loving and devoted wife. And as she arose, the 
sun burst through the gray morning clouds, and 
the cathedral chimes rang out joyfiSly, yet with 
a sweet solemnity. Their sound followed her 
like a parting blessing. 

And so, borne cheerily on the "horse with 
wings," which to her was as welcome and as 
full of poetry as that dream-creation of Imogen's 
desire, Eleanor sped on to Summerwood. 



CHAPTER XLII. 

I saw it — 
*Tw88 no fool vision— with nnblinded eyes 
I saw it ! his fond hands were wreathed in ben. 

He gazed upon Iter foce, 

Even with those fatal eyes no woman loolu at 

May'st thou 

Ne*er know the racldng anf uisb of this hour — 
V ThiB desolation of this heart! 

MXLMAH. 

The circle assembled in Hugh Ogilyie's draw- 
ing-room was the very perfection of a social 
dinner-party. Every body knew every body, or • 
nearly so. There was Mrs. Lancaster flitting 
about as usual in her gossamer drapery, and her 
shadow of a husband still hovering beside her — 
the reflection of her glory. There was DalM 
Drysdale pursuing his new science — the study 
of humanity in general ; with especial reference 
to Paul Lynedon, whose movements he watched 
with Argus eyes. The object of his scrutiny, 
however, was unconscious of the fact. Paul 
moved hither and thither, casting In all directions 
his graceful and brilliant talk ; but for the first 
time in his life found himself quite indifferent as 
to the sensation he created among the general 
company. They seemed to him like a moving 
phantasmagoria of shadows; among them he 
saw but one form, heard but one yoice — and 
these were Katharine Ogilvie's. 

She knew this, too : though he did not keep 
constantly at her side, she felt his eyes upon 
her wherever she moved. She was conscious 
that not one word from her lips, not one silken 
stirring of her robe, escaped the notice of Paul 
Lynedon. The thought made her eyes glitter 
with triumph. She felt that she had only to 
stretch forth her arm, to lay her delicate hand 
on the lion's mane, and, Ariadne-like, she would 
ride victoriously on the beautiful Terror which 
had once trampled on her peace. Exultingly 
she displayed the power which had gained her 
umveTsa\ VionMige — -xSa^e \o^\7 «iivA. <^«itqI«ss defi- 
ance thai oTvVy s\x\>d\i%d XW xcvote*. 

Yet, Qo\x\d way ^^'^^ ^kSkN^ ^\«te^^ >\aQvy.^ 
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tliat outward illusion, they might perchance 
have seen behind the lovely, queen-like, radiant 
woman, the shadow of an angel — the angel of 
Katharine's lost youth — mourning for her future. 
And ever and anon, pieircing through the clouds 
that were fast darkening over the wife's soul, 
oame a low whisper, warning her that even an 
erring marriage-vow becomes sacred forever ; 
and that to break it, though only in thought, is 
a sin which oceans of penitent tears can scarcely 
wash away. 

To none of her guests was Mrs. Ogilvie more 
gracefully courteous than to the silent, reserved 
Philip Wychnor. During the hcflf hour that 
elapsed before dinner, her magic influence 
melted from his troubled spirit many of those 
frosty coverings in which he unconsciously en- 
veloped himself in society. A man instinctively 
lays his soul open before a woman, much more 
than before one of his own sex ; and had Katha- 
rine been less absorbed in the struggles of her 
own heart, she might have read much of Wych- 
nor's, even without his knowledge. 

At length there mingled in her winning speech 
the name — so loved, yet so dreaded by her 
hearer. 

"I hope, after all, that you will meet your 
old friend Eleanor to-night. My father told me 
she was expected at Sununerwood to-day, so I 
entreated him to bring her hither." 

Philip made no answer : despite his iron will, 
he felt stifling — gasping for air. 

*' You are not well — ^sit down," observed the 
young hostess, kindly; ^'I ought not to have 
kept you standing talking so long." 

He sank on a chair, muttering that blessed 
excuse for a tortured heart, something about an 
overworked mind. 

^'I thought so; indeed, an author's calling 
must be one most trying, though so lofty. You 
must take care of yourself, Mr. Wychnor; I 
will not say for the world's sake, but for that of 
your many friends : amon^ them," she added, 
smiling with pleasant cordiality, ^' I hope to be 
numbered one day ; and when Eleanor comes — " 

He turned away, and his eyes encountered 
Lynedon^s. The latter was apparently listen- 
ing eagerly to each word that fell from Mrs. 
Ogilvie's lips. Philip shuddered ! he deemed 
that the spell lay in the sound of the beloved 
name, when it was only in the voice that uttered 
it4 But he had scarce time to collect his 
thoughts, when the drawing-room door opened 
and Hugh burst in, with somewhat of the old 
cheerfulness brightening his heavy features. 

^^ Katharine, make haste : they're both come, 
your father and our dear Nelly. I'm so glad 1" 

"^nd so am I," answered Katharine, for once 
echoing her husband; and, making her own 
graceful excif^es to her guests, she glided from 
the room. 

As she did so, Philip looked up with a wild, 
bewildered air, and a^ain caught the eager gaze 
of Paul Lynedon fixed on the closing door. He 
started from his seat, conscious only of a vague 
desire to fly — any where, on any pretext — so as 
to escape the torture of the scene. But Drys- 
dale intercepted him. 

" Eh, my young friend, what's this ? Where 
are you going ?" 

"i— / can not teU—'* 



lowing the old man's affectionate, anxious look, 
came the curious and surprised glance of Lyne- 
don. Beneath it Philip s agony sank into a 
deadly calm. 

Once again he said in his heart, "It is my 
doom. I can not flee; I must endure." He 
had just strength to creep to a shadowy corner 
of the room, apart from all. There he sat 
down, and waited in patient, dull despair, for 
the approach of her whom he still loved dearer 
than his life. 

There were voices without the door. Lyne- 
don sprang to open it. It was in answer to his 
greeting that Philip's half-maddened ear distin- 
guished the first tone of that beloved voice, un- 
heard for years except in dreams. Soft it was, 
and sweet as ever, and tremulous with gladness. 

Gladness ! when she knew that he, once loved, 
and then so cruelly forsaken, was in her pres- 
ence, and heard all I 

" Well, this is a hearty welcome ! ifou will 
hardly let her pass. Make way, some of you," 
said Hugh's blithe voice. " Come in^ Nelly." 

She came in, pale but smiling — no set smile 
of forced courtesy, but one which betokened a 
happy heart; her own, her very own smile, 
shining in eyes and lips, and makmg her whole 
face beautiful. 

Philip saw it, and then a cold mist seemed to 
enwrap him — ^through which he beheld men and 
women, and moving lights, indistinct and vague. 
Yet still he sat, leaning forward, as though at- 
tent to the last dull saying of his dull neighbor, 
Mr. Lancaster. 

And Eleanor 1 Oh ! if he had known that in 
all the room she saw only one face — his ! that 
she passed the welcoming group scarce con- 
scious of their greetings — that through them 
all her whole soul flew to him, yearning to cling 
to his bosom — ^nay, even to fall at his I'eet — in a 
transport of rejoicing that they had met at last ! 

Yet, when she stood before him — when she 
held out her hand, she could scarce speak one 
word. She dared not even lift her eyes, lest she 
should betray the joy, ^hich was almost too 
great to conceal. It blanched her smiling lips, 
made her frame tremble, and her voice grow 
measured and cold. 

And thus they met, in the midst of strangers, 
with one passing clasp of the hand, one formal 
greeting ; and then either turned away, to hide 
from the world and from each other at once the 
agony and the gladness. 

For in Eleanor's heart the gladness lingered 
still. A momentary pang she had felt, that 
they should meet thus coldly, even in outward 
show — ^but still she doubted him not. Philip 
mvat be right — ^he must be true. A few minutes' 
space, ana he would surely find some opportu- 
nity to steal to her side — to give her one word 
— one loving smile, which might show that they 
were still to one another as they had been for 
years — nay, all their lives ! So she glided from 
the group around Katharine, to calm her beat- 
ing heart, and gather strength even to bear her 

joy- 
She sat down, choosing a place where she 

could see him who was to her all in the room- 
all in the world '. ^V\a ^^Oaa^\ixssv^'wCccKssaSic^ ^ 



''Nothing the matter ? not ill ?" And, fol- \ oiiaosX xigv^ ^X\i ^^^y^^'^^'j^ ^w^£vx\^\ 
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was her Philip still. Gradually, amidst all the 
change, the former likeness grew, and these 
four years of bitter separation seemed melted 
into nothing. She saw again the playmate of 
her childhood — the lover of her youth — her 
chosen husband. She waited tremblingly for 
him to come to her, to say only in one look that 
he remembered the sweet past. 

But he never came ! She saw him move, talk- 
ing to one guest and then another. At last they 
all left him, and he stood alone. He would sure- 
ly seek her now ? No. he did not even turn his 
eyes, but sank wearily into a chair ; and above 
the murmur of heedless voices, there came to 
Eleanor his heavy sigh. 

She started : one moment more, and she would 
have cast aside all maidenly pride and crept 
nearer to him, only to look in his face, and say, 
"Philip!" But in that instant Mrs. Lancaster 
approached him, and she heard his Toice answer- 
ing some idle speech with the calmness it had 
learnt — in the neartless world, she thought — 
knowing not thatj love's agony gives to its mar- 
tyrs a strengtji, almost superhuman, to endure, 
and, enduring, to conceal. 

She saw him speak and smile — ay, smile — 
and an icy fear crept over her. It seemed the 
shjulow ot that terrible "no more," which some- 
times yawns between the present and past. Oh, 
all ye loving ones, pray rather that your throb- 
bing hearts may grow cold in the tomb, than 
', that you should live to feel them freezing slow- 
ly in your bosoms, and be taught by their al- 
tered beatings to say, calmly, " The time has 
been .'" 

"It so chanced that Paul Ljniedon led Eleanor 
down to dinner. He did it merely because she 
happened to stand rifear Mrs. Ogilvie. The lat- 
ter, with feminine willfulness, nad turned from 
him and taken the arm of her friend David Drys- 
dale, over whom she had long since cast the 
spell of a winning gentleness, all the more irre- 
sistible because witn her so unusual. 

These formed the group at the head of the 
table ; Philip sat far apart, placed by his own will 
where he could not see the face of either Paul 
or Eleanor. But their tones came to him through 
the dazzling, bewildering mist of light and sound; 
every word, especially the rare utterances of El- 
eanor's low voice, piercing distinct and clear 
through all. 

Philip's neighbor was Mrs. Lancaster, who, 
now feeling herself sinking from that meridian 
altitude which, as the central sun of a petty lit- 
erary sphere, she had long maintained, caught 
at every chance of ingratiating herself with any 
rising author. She mounted her high horse of 
sentiment and feeling, and cantered it gently on 
through a long criticism of Wyehnor's last work. 
Then, finding the chase was vain, for that he 
only answered in polite monosyllables, she tried 
another and less lofty style of conversation — re- 
marks and tittle-tattle, concerning her friends 
absent and present. She was especially led to 
this by the mortification of seeing her former jwo- 
tege, Paul Lynedon, so entirely escaped Irom 
under her wing. 

"How talkative that young Lynedon has 

grown J" she said, sharply. " I never saw such 

a change. Why, he used to be so shy, and proud, 

and reserved} and now he seems to have become 

qalte a lion in society. What an argument he 



is holding with Mrs. Ogilvie and her sister ! By- 
the-by, perhaps that may aocoimt for his brillian- 
cy to-night." 

"Do yoo think so?" answered Philip, absently. 

"Ah, the affair was before your time, Mr. 
Wychnor," said the lady mysteriously: "but 
some years ago I really imajgined it would have 
been a niatch between Miss Eleanor Ogilvie 
and Paul Lynedon there. How he admir^ her 
singing, and herself, too ! Not that / ever couM 
see much in jsither ] But love is blind, you 
know." 

" Mrs. Lancaster, allow me to take wine with 
you," interrupted Paul, who from the other end 
of the table had accidentally caught the sound 
of his own name united with Eleanor's, and was 
in mortal fear lest Mrs. Lancaster's tenacious 
memory should be recalling her former badinage 
on the subject. 

Philip sat silent. His onp of agony seemed 
overflowing. But ere his lips approached the 
brim, an angel came by and touched it, chang- 
ing the gall into a healing draught. On the 
young man's agonized ear came the mention of 
one name — the name of the Decul. What mat- 
ter though it was uttered by the frivolous tongae 
of Mrs. Lancaster, to whom Leigh Penny thome 
and his sufierings were merely a vehicle for sen- 
timental pity 1 Even while she pronounced the 
name, surely some heavenly ministrant caught 
up the sound and caused it to fall like balm oo 
Philip Wyehnor's heart. The casual words car- 
ried his thoughts away from all life's tortures, to 
the holy peace of death. They brought b^k to 
him the dark, still room, where, holding the boy's 
damp hand, he had talked with him, solemnly, 
joyfully, of the glorious after-world. Then came 
floating across nis memory, the calm river sun- 
set — ^the last look at the moon-illumined, peace- 
ful image, on whose cold lips yet lingered the 
smile of the parted^soul. Even now, amidst this 
torturing scene, the remembrance lifted Philip's 
writhing heart from its earth-sufferings, toward 
the blessed eternity where all these should be 
counted but as a drop in the balance. 

If the thorns of life pierce keenest into the 
poet's soul. Heaven and Heaven's angels are 
nearer to him than to the worldly man. Philip 
Wychnor grew calmer, and his thoughts rose 
upward, where, far above both grief and joy, 
amidst the glories of the ideal and the blessedness 
of the divine, a great and pure mind sits serene. 
Thither, when they have endured a while, does 
the All-compassionate, even in life, lift the sonls 
of these "His children, and give them to stand, 
Moses-like, on the lonely height of this cahn 
Pis^ah. Far below lies the wilderness through 
which their weary feet have journeyed. But 
God turns their faces from the past, and they be- 
hold no more the desert, but the Canaan. 

There was a fluttering of silken dresses as the 
hostess and her fair companions glided away. 
Philip did not look up ; or he might have caught 
fixed on his face a gaze so full of mournful, anx- 
ious tenderness, tnat it would have pierced 
through the thickest clouds of jealous doubt and 
suspicion.. He felt that Eleanor passed him by, 
though his eyes were lifted no higher than the 
skirt of her robe. But on her left hand, which 
lay like a snow-flake among the black folds, he 
saw a T\i\g, \iYs ovjn ^\^v— m-a cix^^ ov^^^ fot love 
Wke l\ievta tiB^dfc^ no ov>Xv?«t^ x^^w, '^^^ >«* 
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promised on their betrothal-eve that it should 
never be taken off, save for the holier symbol oi 
marriage. How could she — ^how dared she — 
wear it now ! One bright gleam of light shot 
almost blindingly through ^ilip's darkness, as 
he beheld j the deep calm fl4d from his heart, 
and it was again racked with suspense. He sat 
idotionless j the loud talk and laughter. of Hugh 
Ogilvie, and the vapid murmurings of Mr. Lan- 
caster, floating over hun confusedly. 

Paul Lynedon had already disappeared from 
the dining-room. He could not drive from his 
mind the vague fear lest his foolish affair with 
Eleanor Ogilvie should be bruited about in some 
way or other, ^e longed for those aUegorical 
implements — a silver needle, and golden thread 
— ^to sew up Mrs. Lancaster's ever-active tongue. 

And, judging feminine nature by the blurred 
and blotted side on which he had viewed it for 
the last few yc|^,rs, he felt considerable doubt 
even of that pure image of all womanly delicacy, 
Eleanor herself. If she had betrayed, or should 
now betray, especially to Katharine Ogilvie, the 
secret of his foUy ! He would not have such a 
thins happen for the world! Wherefore, he 
staid not to consider ; for Paul's impetuous feel- 
ings were rarely subjected to much self-ex- 
amination. Acting on their impulse now, he 
bent his pride to that stronger passion which 
was insensibly stealing over him ; and first assur- 
ing himself that his fellow-adventurer in the 
drawing-room, David Drysdale, was safely en- 

frossing the conversation of their beautiful 
ostess, Lynedon carelessly strolled toward an 
inner apartment divided from the rest by a 
glass-door, through which he saw Eleanor Ogil- 
vie, sitting thoughtful and alone. 

"Now is my time," said Paul to himself, "but 
I must accomplish the matter with finesse and 
diplomacy. What a fool I was, ever to have 
brought«nyself into such a ^rape!" 

He walked with as much indifference as he 
could assume through the half-open door, which 
silently closed after him. He w^as ratheiwglad 
of this, for then there would be no eaves-drop- 
pers. Eleanor looked up, and found herself 
alone with the lover she had once rejected. But 
there was no fear of his again imposing on her 
the same painful necessity ; for a more careless, 
good-humored smile never sat on the face of the 
most indifferent acquaintance, than that which 
Paul Lynedon's countenance now wore. 

"Do I mtrude on your meditations, Miss 
Ogilvie ? If so, send me away at once, which 
will be treating me with the candor of an old 
friend. But I had rather claim the privilege in 
a different way, and be allowed to stay and nave 
a little pleasant chat with you." 

Eleanor's troubled heart would fain have been 
left to solitude ; but through life she had thought 
of others first — of herself last. It gave her true 
pleasure, that by meeting Lynedon's frankness 
with equal cordiality she could atone to the 
friend for the pain once given to the lover. So 
she answered kindly, " Indeed, I shall be quite 
fflad to renew our old sociable talks, which you 
know, Mr. L3medon, were always agreeable to 



me. 



sure, I trust Miss Ogilvie has already forgotten 
that I ever had the presumption to aspire to 
more ?" 

Eleanor replied, with mingled sweetness and 
dignity — 

" I remember only what was pleeisurable in 
our acqaintance. Be assured that the pain, 
which I am truly glad to see has passed from 
your memory, rests no longer on mine. We 
will not speak or think of it again, Mr. Lyne- 
don." 

But Paul still hesitated. " Except that I may 
venture to express one hope — indeed I should 
rather say a conviction. I feel sure that, with 
one so generous and delicate-minded, this — ^this 
circumstance has remained, and will ever re^ 
main, unrevealed ?" 

" Can you doubt it ?" And a look as nearly 
approaching pride as Eleanor's gentle counten- 
ance could assume, marked her wounded feeling. 
" I thought that you would have judged more 
worthily of me^-of any woman." 

" Of you, indeed, I ought. I am ashamed of 
myseff. Miss Ogilvie," cried Lynedon, giving 
way to a really sincere impulse of compunction, 
and gazing in her face with something of his old 
reverence. "I do believe you, as ever, the kind- 
est, noblest creature — ^half-woman, half-saint; 
and, except that I am unworthy of the boon, it 
would be a blessing to me through life to call 
you friend." 

" Indeed you shall call me so, and I will strive 
to make the title justly mine," said Eleanor, 
with a bright, warm-hearted smile, as she 
stretched out her hand to him. 

He took it, and pressed it to his lips. Neither 
saw that on this instant a shadow darkened the 
transparent door, and a face, passing by chance, 
looked in. It wa» the face of Philip Wychnor ! 



"Then we are friends — ^real, open-hearted, 
sincere friends," answered Paul, returning her 
amile with one of equal candor. " And," Vie 
added, in a lower tone, "to make our friendship 



CHAPTER XLIIL 

Better trust all, and be deceived ; # 

Aud weep that trust and that deceiving ; 

Than doubt one heart, which if believed, 
Had blessed one's life with true believing 

Oh ! in this mocking world, too fast 
The doubting fiend overtakes our youth ; 

Better be cheated to the last 
Than lose the blessed hope of truth ! 

Frances Annx Butler. 

" Well, I never in my life knew a fellow so 
altered as that Philip Wychnor!' Scried Hugh, 
as he entered his wife's dressing-room. His 
sister' had fled there to gain a few minutes' 
quiet and strength, after her somewhat painful 
interview with Lynedon, and before the still 
greater trial of the formal evening that was to 
come. As she lay on the couch, wearied in 
heart and frame, there was ever in her thought 
the name which her brother now uttered care- 
lessly — almost angrily. It made her start with 
added suffering. Hugh continued — 

" I suppose ne thinks it so fine to have grown 
an author and a man of genius, that he may do 
any thing he likes, and play off all sorts of airs 
on his old friends." 

"Nay, Hugh, what has he done?" ?av.v4.'^\&'!w- 
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now without having even the civility to say 
good-by." 

"Gone! is he gone?" and she started upj 
but recollected herself in time to add, "You 
forget, he might have been ill." 

"III? — nonsense!" cried Hugh, as he stood 
lazily lolling against the window. " Look, there 
he goes, tearing across the Park as if he were 
having a walkinff-match, or racing with Brown 
Bess herself. There's a likely feflow to be ill ! 
. Phew, it's only a vagary for effect — I've learnt 
these games since I married. But I must go 
down to this confounded soiree^ And he loung- 
ed off moodily. 

The moment he was gone, Eleanor sprang to 
the window. It was indeed, Philip — she saw 
him clearly : his slender figure and floating fair 
hair — looking shadowy, almost ghostlike, in the 
moonlight. He walked rapidly ; nay flew 1 It 
might have been a fiend that was pursuing him, 
instead of the weeping eyes, the outstretched 
arms, the agonized murmur, " Philip, my Philip 1" 

He saw not, he heard not, but sped onward 
— disappeared ! Then Eleanor sank down, nigh 
broken-hearted. Was this the blessed meeting, 
the day so longed for, begun in joy to end m 
misery ? 

No, not all misery ; for when the first bitter- 
ness passed, and she began to think calmly, there 
dawned the hope that Philip loved her stiU. 
His very avoidance of her, that heavy sigh, most 
of all, his sudden departure, as though he had 
fled, unable to endure her presence — all these 
showed that his heart had not grown utterly cold. 
He had loved her once — she believed that. She 
would have believed it though the whole world 
had borne testimony against it, and against him. 
It was impossible but that some portion of this 
deep, true love must linger still. Some unac- 
countable change had come over him — some 
great sorrow or imagined wrong had warped his 
mind. 

And then she remembered the little cloud 
which had risen up between them, and grown 
into ♦eeks, months, of silence. But whatever 
had been the estrangement, if the love were still 
there, in his heart as in her own, she would win 
him back yet ! 

"Yes," she cried, "I will have patience. I 
will put from me all pride — all resentment. If 
there has been wrong, I will be the first to say, 
forgive me! He is still the same — ^good and 
true — ^I see it in his face, I feel it in my soul. 
How could it be otherwise?" 

Hugh's half-mocking, half-angry words con- 
cerning him troubled ner for a moment. She 
heaved a low, shuddering sigh, and then the 
suffering passed. 

"Even if so, I will not despair. Oh, my 
Philip, if it be that you are changed, that this 
evil world has cast its shadow over your pure 
heart, still I will not leave you. You were mine 
— ^you are mine, in suffering — even in sin ! I 
will stand by you, and pray God night and day 
for you, and never, never give you up, until you 
are my true, noble Philip once more." 

She stood, her clasped hands raised, her face 

shining with a faith all-perfect — faith in Heaven, 

and faith in him. Oh, men I to whom woman's 

Jove is a light jest, a haughty scorn, how know 

jroa but that you drive from your pathway andlllleaiiot d'\st\iv§\x\B\i^ \iva \»J^ ti^xvt^ ^^aajsvsitt 

/row your side a guardian presence, which, iii\\iasti\y tVixowg^i \.\ift\\\X\^ a\ff\3^i\ie.\^^^iSi.^l1i«^ssv^ 



blessing and in prayer, might have been for you 
as ommpotent as an angel ? 

Mrs. Ogilvie entered, whUe her sister still 
stood, pale and thoughtful, in the moonlight. 
Katharine was restless — ^her cheek burned and 
her eye glittered.* The contrast was never so 
strong between the two. 

"Why, what is this, my dear girl?" At 
another time Eleanor would have smiled at the 
half-patronizing title, but, as the tall, magnificent- 
looking woman of the world bent over her, she 
felt that it was scarcely strange. She was in- 
deed a child to her " little cousin" now. Alas! 
she knew not that Katharine would have given 
worlds to have taken the fresh, simple child's 
heart into her racked bosom once more ! 

" How quiet you are, Eleanor ! how dull this 
room seems, when we are all below so merry— 
so merry 1" And she laughed that moc^ng 
laugh — an echo true as the words. 

" Are you ? I am glad of it,'' was Eleanor's 
simple reply. " But you must forgive my stay- 
ing here, I am so weary." 

" Weary I I thought you, happy, good country 
damsels, were never weary, as we are." 

" We J Nay, Katharine, are not you yourself 
country-bred, good, and happy?" 

Again there came the musical laugh — flight, 
but oh ! how bitter 1 " For the first sSjective, 1 
suppose I must aoknowtedge the crime, or mis- 
fortune ; for the second, you can ask Hugh ; for 
the third — ^well, you may ask him, too — of course 
he knows! But I must go. Will you come 
with me ? No ? Then good-by, fair coz." 

" Siiter .'" was the gentle word that met 
Katharine, as she was departing with the flutter- 
ing gayety she had so well learned to assume. 
And Eleanor came softly behind, and put her 
arm round the neck of her brother's wife. 

" Ah, yes, I forgot— of course, we are sisters 
now. Are you glad of it, Eleanor ?" • 
" Yes, most happy ! And you ?" 
Katharine looked at her earnestly, and then 
shrank away. " Let me go ! I mean that your ' 
arm — ^your bracelet — hurts me," she added, 
hurriedly. 

Eleanor removed it. Katharine paused a 
moment, and then stooped forward and kissed 
her cheek, saying, affectionately — 

" You are a dear, good girl, os of old. You 
will bear with me, Nelly? I am tired — ^per- 
haps not well. Tills gay life is too much for 
me." 

"Then why— " 

"Ah, be quiet, dear," said Mrs. Ogilvie, 
tapping Eleanor's shoulder with her perfumed 
fan. "You shall lecture me to-night, when I 
have sent away these people — that is, my guests," 
she continued, remembering who was of the 



number. And as she went away, Katharine 
could almost have cut out her own tongue, that 
had carelessly ranked Paul Lynedon in the tribe 
thus designated. Though made a slave, he was 
an idol still. 

For an hour or two longer Eleanor sat alone 
by the window, sometimes trying to calm her 
spirit with looking up at the deep peace of the, 
moonlight sky, and then watching the carriages 
that rolled to the door, bearing away guest after 
guest. TVva \ast Wo \eXx ^e^wx^^ <iw ^"tvat. 
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it was like Mr. Lynedon^s. Bat she thought 
little on the subject, for immediately afterward 
her sister entered. 

Katharine stood at the door, the silver lamp 
she held casting a rich subdued light on her face 
and person. She wore a pale amber robe, and 
a gold net confined her hair. Save this, she had 
no omsiment of any kind. She took a pride in 
showing that her darin? beauty scorned all such 
adjuncts. Well she nught, for a more magnifi- 
cent creature never rode triumphant over hu- 
man hearts. 

Even Eleanor — ^lifting up her meek, sorrowful 
gaze — acknowledged this. 

" Katharine, how beautiful you are ! You see 
my prophecy was right. Do you remember it, 
that night at Summerwood, when the Lancasters 
and Mr. Lynedon came ?" 

The silver lamp fell to the floor. 

There was a minute's silence, and then Kath- 
arine rekindled the light, saying gayly — 

" See, my dear, this comes of standing to be 
looked at and flattered. But I will have your 
praise still : now look at me once more !'' 

" Still beautiful — ^most beautiful ! perhaps the 
more so because of your paleness. It suits well 
with your black hcdr." 

"Does it?'* 

'* And how simple your dress is ! no jewels ? 
no flowers ? — " 

"I never wear either. I hate your bits of 
shining stone, precious only because the world 
chooses to make them rare ; and as for flowers, 
I trod down my life's flowers long ago.'*' 

The indistinct speech was lost upon Elea- 
nor's wandering mmd. She made no answer, 
and the two sisters-in-law sat for some minutes 
without exchanging a word. At last Eleanor 
said — 

" Will not Hugh or Sir Robert come in and 
speak to us before we all go to rest?" 

" Sir Robert ? Oh, he retired an hour ago ; 
he keeps Summerwood tune. As for Hugh, I 
doubt if either wife or sister could draw him 
from his beloved cigars and punch. Don't flat- 
ter yourself with any such thing ; I fear you 
must be content with my society." 

"Indeed I am," said Eleanor, afiectionately, 
laying her hand on Katharine's arm. 

She shrank restlessly beneath the touch ; but 
the moment after, she leaned her head on her 
sister's shoulder j and though she was quite 
silent, neither moved nor sobbed, Eleanor felt on 
her neck the drop of one heavy, burning tear. 

"My own sister! my dear Katharine! are 
you ill — ^unhappy ?" 

" No, no ; quite well-— quite happy. Did I not 
say so ? I think few mistresses of such a gay 
revel as ours, could retire from it with so fresh 
and blithe a face as mine was when you saw it at 
the door. Still, I own to being rather tired now.' ' 

"Will you go to rest?" 

" No, not just yet. Come, Eleanor, shall we 
sit and talk for half an hour, as we used to do ? 
Only first I will shut out the moonlight, it looks 
so pale, and cold, and melancholy. Why, Nelly, 
when you stood in it I could almost have thougnt 
you a ghost — the j^host of that old time ! What 
nonsense I am saymg !" 

She rose up quickly, drew the curtains, and 

the chamber remained lit only by a taper at the 

further end. 



" I can not endure this darkness, I will call 
for lights. But no, it is better as it is. Did you 
ever know such a fitful creature ?'^' continued 
she, throwing herself on the ground at Eleanor's 
feet. " But I am quiet now for a little ; so be- 
gin. What are you thinking about ?" 

"Of how strangely things change in life. 
Who would have thought that the little Kath- 
arine I used to play vrith, and lecture, and won- 
der at — for I did wonder at you sometimes — 
would have grown into this Katharine ?" 

"Ay, who would have thought it?" 

" And still more, that she snould be Hugh's 
wife — ^my sister j and I never guessed that you 
loved one another ! Indeed, I thought — " 

"What did you think? tell me,'^ said Kath- 
arine, suddenly. 

" That our young dreamer would have chosen 
— not dear, quiet, gentle Hugh, but some hero 
of romance." 

" Ha, ha ! you were mistaken then." 

" Yes, truly ! Yet she was a little dreamer, 
was the dear Katharine of Summerwood ! How 
well I remember the night we sat together, as 
we do now, talking of many things — of Mr. 
Lynedon especially. Oh, Katharine, we are 
both changed since then!" said Eleanor, sadly, 
as her memory flew back, and her own sorrows 
once more sank heavy on that gentle heart, so 
ready to forget itself m and for others. 

Katharine lay quite silent, and without mov- 
ing — only once she shivered convulsively. 

" How cold you are — ^your hands, your neck ! 
Let me wrap you in this shawl," Eleanor said. 
" And, indeed, I will not keep you talking any 
longer. Be good, dear, and go to rest!" 

"Rest! Oh, God! that I could rest— for- 
ever!" was the smothered moan that broke 
from Katharine's lips. 

" What were you saying, love ?" 

"Only that I will do any thing you like, 
Eleanor. But I am forgetting all my duties. 
Come, I will see you to your room." 

"She rose up, and the two sisters passed 
thither — tenderly, too, with linked arms. 

" Now, dearest Katharine, you will promise 
me to go to bed and sleep ?" 

" Yes, yes ; only let me breathe first." She 
threw open the window, and drank in, almost 
with a gasp, the cool night air of summer. 
Eleanor came beside her — and so they stood, 
God's peaceful heaven shining on both, with its 
moonlight and its stars. Then Katharine drew 
her sister's face between her two hands, and said — 

" There, now you look as when I saw you at 
the window to-night — ^pale, pure, like a warning 
spirit, or an angel. I think you are both ! And 
I — Eleanor, * remember, in all times, under all 
chance or change, that I did love you — I shall 
love you-^-always.*' 

The smile, that unearthly, almost awful smile, 
passed from her face, showing what was left 
when the fitful gleam had vanished — a counte- 
nance of utter despair ! But it W£is turned from 
Eleanor — she never saw it. Had she done so, 
perhaps — But no, it was too .late ! 

"I believe you love me, dearest, as I you," 
she answered, tenderly; "we are sisters 5ia^ 
and forever. — ^Gc»cA-Tv\^goX.\!'^ 

They WsSt^ t«JC\v O-CwBt ^-M:.^ XS!L'CS^^^«:^ "^^x 

hex foot aXa\^» ^ 
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"Eleanor!" 

Eleanor sprang toward her. 

*' You say yonr prayers every night, as chil- 
dren do — ^as we did together once, when I was 
a little child? Well, say for me to-night, as 
then, *God hless — ' no, no— * God take care oi 
Katharine V " 

Ere she glided away, she lifted her eyes up- 
ward for a moment, and then closed them, droop- 
ing her head. Eleanor never again saw on her 
face that quiet, solenm look — never — ontil^ 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

We women have four seasons, like the year. 
Our Spring is in our lightsome, girlish days, 
When the beart laughs within us for sheer jof 
Summer is when we love and are beloved. 
Autumn, when some young thing with tiny hands 
Is wantoning about us, day and night ; 
And winter is when those we love have perished. 
Some miss one seascm — some another ; this 
Shall have them early, and that late : and yet 
The year wears round with all as best it may. 

Philip Bailit. 

Hugh and his sister breakfasted alone together. 
Sir Robert had gone throufi^h that necessary cer- 
emony an hour before, and retired to his legis- 
lative duties. Poor man ! he spent as much tune 
in trying to bind up the wounds of the nation, as 
though the sole doctor and nurse of that contin- 
ually-ailing patient had been Sir Robert Ogilvie, 
Bart., M.P., of Summerwood Park. 

*^You needn't look for Katharine," said the 
husband, half sulkily, half sadly; *'she never 
comes down till after eleven. Nobody ever 
does in London, I suppose—at least nobo4y 
fashionable. Sit down, Eleanor, and let me for 
once be saved the trouble of pouring out my 
own coflfee." 

So the brother and sister began their tke-a' 
tite. It was rather an uninteresting one, for 
Hugh, after another word or two, buried him- 
self in the mysteries of BeWa Life, from which 
he was not exhumed until the groom sent word 
that Brown Bess was waiting. 

".Good-by, Nell. You'll stay till to-morrow, 
of course ? Uncle won't go hauck to Summer- 
wood before then." And he was off, as he 
himself would characteristically have expressed 
it, "like a shot." 

Ties of blood do not necessarily constitute 
ties of affection. The world — ay, even the best 
and truest part of it — is a little mistaken on this 
point. The parental or fraternal bond is at first 
a mere instinct, or, viewed in its highest light, 
a link of duty j but when, added to this, comes 
the tender friendship, the deep devotion, which 
springs from sympathy and esteem, then the 
love is made perfect, and the kindred of blood 
becomes a yet stronger kindred of heart. But 
unless circumstances, or the nature and charac- 
ter of the parties themselves, allow opportunity 
for this union, parent and child, brother and sis- 
ter, are as much strangers as though no bond 
of relationship existed between them. 

Thus it was with Eleanor and Hugh. They 

regarded one another warmly; would have 

gladly fulfilled any duty of affection or self- 

sacri&ce^at least, she would; but they had 

Jj'red apart nearly all their lives : Hugh nur- 

tared as his uncle's heir— Eleanor, the com- 



panion of her widowed mother, o& whose com* 
paratively lowly condition the rest of the 
Ogilvie family somewhat looked down. In char- 
acter and disposition, there was scarcely a single 
meeting link of sympathy between them; and 
tlk>ugh they had always loved one another with 
a kind of instinctive affection, yet it had never 
grovm into^at intense devotion which makes 
the tie between brother and sister the sweetest , 
and dearest of all earthly bonds, second only to 
the one which Heaven alone makes-^perfect, 
heart-united marriage. 

Eleanor sat awhile, thinking with a vague 
doubt that this was not the marriage helYre&k 
her brother and her cousin. But she was too 
little acquainted with the inner character of 
either, for her doubts to amount to fear. They 
quickly vanished when Hugh's wife came in, so 
smiling, so full of playful grace, that Eleanor 
could hardly believe it was the same Katharine 
whose parting look the previous night had pain- 
fully haunted her, even amidst her own still 
m.ore sorrowful remembrances. 

"What! your brother gone, Nelly? Why, 
then, I shall have you all to myself this morn- 
ing," said Mrs. Ogilvie. "So come, bring voor 
work — since you are so countrified as to have 
work — and let us indulge in a chat before aoj 
one comes." 

" Have you so many visitors, then?" 

"Oh, the Lancasters might call, after last 
night, you know; or Mr. Lynedon" (she said 
the name with a resolute carelessness); "or 
even — ^though it is scarce likely — ^your old friend 
and my new one, Mr. Philip Wychnor." 

There was no answer. Katharine amused 
herself with walking to the window, and teas- 
ing an ugly pet parrot. Poor exchange for the 
merry little lark that, happy in its love-tended 
captivity, sang to the girl "Katharine at Sum- 
merwood ! Eleanor, glad of any thing to break 
the silence, inquired after the old favorite. 

"Dead I" was the short, sharp answer. The 
word and its tone might have revecded a whi^ 
life's mystery. 

" But Eleanor," she added, in a jesting msA- 
ner, "you always talk of the past — generally a 
tiresome subject. Let ns turn to something 
more interesting. For instance, I want to hear 
all you know about that nice, good, gentle 
creature, Philip Wychnor. No wonder you 
liked him : I do already. How long have you 
known one another?" 

" Nearly all our lives." 

This truth — Eleanor could not, would not, 
speak aught but the truth — ^was murmured with 
a drooping and crimsoning cheek. She revealed 
nothing, but she was tmable to feign : she never 
tried. 

** Eleanor!" said Katharine, catching her 
hands, and looking earnestly in her face, "Sis- 
ter ! tell me — " 

She was interrupted by the entrance of a 
servant, announcing Mr. Lynedon. 

"Let me creep away; I am too weary to 
talk," whispered Eleanor. 

"No, stay!" The gesture was imperative, 
almost fierce ; but in a moment it was softened, 
and Mrs. Ogilvie received her guest as Mr*. 
Ogilvie ever did. In her easy, dignified mien 
Aingeted not. iw ttwi^ ol Kat>vaT\ue. 
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moident on morning visits, and then Mrs. Ogil- 
-?ie noticed her sister^s pale £eice. 

" Haw weary she is, pocMT Nelly !"— and the 
touch of sympathy which prompted the words 
was sincere and self-forgetful — *' Go, love, and 
rest there in my favorite chair, and — stay, take 
this book, also a favorite; you will like it, I 
Imow." 

It was a new volume, and bore Philip Wyoh- 
Bor's name on the title-page. There, sitting in 
tlie recess, Elecuior read her lover's soul. It 
was his soul ; for a great and true author, in all 
he writes, will stiU reflect the truth that is 
within him — ^not as the world seeth, but as 
Heaven seeth ! Man, passing by on the broad 
wayside, beholds only the battered leaves of the 
unsightly, perhaps oroken flower; but Grod's 
sun, shining into its heart, finds beauty, and 
draws thenoe perfume, so that earth is made 
to rejoice in what is poured out unto heaven 
alone. 

It is a merciful thin^, that when fate seals up 
the full bursting tide of human hopes wad human 
yearnings in a great man's soul, the current, 
frozen for a time, at length flows back again to 
enrich and glorify, not his poor earthly being, 
but that which will endure forever — ^his true 
self — his genius. And so his work, whatever it 
be, stands to him in the place of all that in life 
is lost, or never realized ; becomes to him love 
^hope — joy — home — wife— child— every thing. 

Something of this Philip Wychnor had already 
felt. His work was his soul, poured out, not 
for the petty present circle of individual praise, 
that Mr. This might flatter, and Mrs. That 
might weep over his page, but for the great 
wide world, wherein the true author longs to 
dwell — the hearts of kindred sympathy, throb- 
bing every where and in all time. He virrote 
that he might, in the only way he could, make 
his life an ofiering to Heaven, and to the mem- 
ory of that love which was to him next heaven. 
He wrote, too, that, going down to the grave 
lonely and childless, as he deemed it would be, 
he might thus leave behind him a portion of his 
soul — ^that soul which through life had kept 
pure its triune faith in his God, his genius, and 
her/ 

And so, looking on his writings, the woman 
he loved read his neart. She discerned too — as 
none but she could — ^his long patience, his strug- 

fles, his enduring love. All was dim, even to 
er, still groping blindly in a mesh of circum- 
stances. But thus far she read — the unchanged 
purity of his noble nature — his truth, his faith- 
mlness, and his love — love for her, and her 
alone ! She knew it, she felt it, now. 

A deep peace fell upon her spirit. She read 
over and over again many a line — ^to the world, 
nothing — to her, sweet as Philip's own dear 
voice, hopeful as the love which answered his. 
Alas that he knew it not ! She closed the book, 
laid it in her bosom, and leaned back with a 
peaceful, solemn joy. As she did so, there came 
to her heart a strong faith — a blessed forewarn- 
ing — such as Heaven sometimes sends amidst 
all-conflicting destinies, that one day Philip 
would be her husbsuid, and she his wife — never 
to be sundered more I Never — until the simple 



journey traversed hand-in-hand; and forward, 
unto the opening gates of heav^. 

Absorbed in these thoughts, she had almost 
forgotten the presence of Katharine and Lyne- 
don, until the former ^ood behind her chair. 

" What, Nelly, in a reverie ? I thought 
dreaming invariably ended with one's teens. Is 
it not so, Mr. Lynedon?" And she turned to 
Paul, who was standing a little aloof, turning 
o^r books and newspapers in an absent, half- 
vexed manner. But he was beside Katharine 
in a moment, nevertheless. 

"You were speaking to me ?" 

" Yes ; but my question was hardly worth sum- 
moning you from those interesting newspapers, 
in which a future statesman, must take such de- 
light," said Katharine, with an air of careless 
badinage^ which sat on her, like all her various 
moods, ever gracefully. "I really should apol- 
ogize for having entertained you for the last 
quarter of an hour with that operatic discussion 
concerning my poor ill-used favorite, Giuseppe 
Verdi. Do I linger properly on those musical 
Italian syllables? Answer, you Signer fresh 
from the sweet South." 

" Every thing you do 
Still betters what is done." 

was Lynedon's reply; too earnest to be mere 
compliment. 

But Mrs. Ogilvie mocked alike at both— or 
seemed to mock, for her eye glittered even as 
she spoke. " Come, Eleanor, answer I Here is 
Mr. Lynedon quoting Shakespeare, of course for 
you ; since, if I remember right, your acquaint- 
ance began over that very excellent but yet 
somewhat overlauded individual." 

"You remember!" said Paul, eagerly, and in 
a low tone ; " Do you indeed remember, all that 
time?" 

Katharine's lips were set together, and her 
head turned aside. But immediately she looked 
upon him coldly — carelessly — too carelessly to 
be even proud. " ' AH' is a comprehensive 
word ; I really can not engage to lay so heavy a 
tax on my memory, viiich was never very good 
— ^was it Eleanor?" 

Eleanor smiled quietly. "I have naught to 
say against it, since it hais been so true to me, at 
least."' And then making an efibrt, she began 
to talk to Mr. Lynedon about the old times and 
Summerwood, until the arrival of another visitor. 

Mrs. Frederick Pennythorne glided into the 
room in all the grace of mourning attire, the 
most interesting and least wo-begone possible. 
Never did crape bonnet sit more tastefully and 
airily, and certainly never did it shade a blither 
smile. It quite removed the doubt which had 
startled Eleanor at first seeing the unexpected 
sables. The cousins met, as cousins do who 
have proved all their life the falsity of the saying 
that "bluid is thicker than water." But the 
affectionate clanship which originated the prov- 
erb is rarely known across the Tweed. 

" Well, Miss Ogilvie (I suppose the ' Eleanor' 
time is past now)," said Mrs. Frederick, in a 
dignified parenthesis, " here we are, you see, all 
married — I beg your pardon— except yourself. 
What a pity that you should be left the last bird 
on the bush 1" 



firl and boy, who 'once looked out together \ " \i yo\x aXXauc^ saOa. ^^s«x«^s^^. \» "^issisb ^xsw^ssw- 
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peculiar tone with which she always suppressed 
her cousin's ill-natured speeches. The chance 
words brought the color to Eleanor's cheek, and 
made Paul Lynedon fidget on his chair. For 
the twentieth time he said to himself, " What a 
fool I was !" 

" Oh, no doubt — no doubt," observed Isabella, 
making an unconscious answer to both thought 
and word. ^' I dare say she finds it pleasant and 
convenient to be an old maid; she certain^ 
looks very well, and tolerably happy, consider- 
ing. And now, Miss Eleanor, since I have 
complimented you — what have you to say of 
me ? Do I look much older, eh?" 

" People do not usually grow aged in four or 
five years," said Eleanor, hardly able to repress 
a smile. 

" Oh, dear, no ! Aged ! — how could you use 
the odious word ! But still, I thought I might 
seem altered, especially in this disagrees^le 
mourning." 

"I was afraid — " began Eleanor, looking 
rather grave. 

" Nay, you need not pull a long face on the 
matter. It's nothing ; only for my brother-in-law 
— Leigh Pennythorne." 

"Leigh ! Is poor Leigh dead?" cried Eleanor : 
and, with the quick sympathy of love which ex- 
tends to all near or dear to the beloved, she felt 
a regret, as though she had known the boy. 

"Oh, he died two months since — a great 
blessing too, of course, because he suffered so 
much, poor fellow,'* added Mrs. Frederick, 
catching from the surprised faces of her two 
cousins a hint as to the outward proprieties. 

" I was not aware, Eleanor, that you knew 
this poor boy, in whom I too have been interest- 
ed," said Katharine. 

"I have heard of him." 

Mrs. Ogilvie glanced at her sister's drooping 
countenance — ^half earnestly, half sadly, and said 
no more. 

"Interested!" continued Isabella, catching 
up the wordj "I can't imagine, and never 
could, what there was interesting in Leigh j and 
yet every body made such a fuss over him, 
especially that Mr. Wychnor. You know him, 
Katharine ? — a quiet^ stupid sort of young man." 

" You are courteous, Isabella, to a gentleman 
who happened to be my friend, and also that of 
Mr. Lynedon there," was Mrs. Ogilvie's inter- 
ruption. Her cousin bent with mortified apology 
to the " very distingue-lookine^^ personage who 
stood in the shadow of the wmdow ; and, in an 
eager effort to follow up the introduction by 
conversation, Mrs. Frederick's vapid ideas were 
soon turned from their original course. 

She succeeded in getting through, as hundreds 
of her character do, another of the hours which 
make up a whole precious existence. But it is 
perhaps consolatory to think that those by whom 
a life is thus wasted, are at all events squander- 
ing a capital which is of no use to any one — not 
even to the owner. There are people in this 
world who almost make one question the possi- 
bility of their attaining another. Their souls go 
like the beasts' — downward; so that even if 
their small spark of immortality can survive the 
^uenchin^ of the body, one doubts if they would 
ever feel either the torture of Purgatory or the 
bJj'ss of Paradise. 
''Welir' at last said Mrs. Frederick; she 



always interlarded her conversation with so 
many "wells!" that her eccentric father-in-law 
had pfiven her, according to his usual habit, the 
sobriquet of Well-come. " Well, Katharine, I 
must go." 

But she seemed determined to outstay Mr. 
Lynedon ; so contented herself with impressing 
on her hearers the melancholy warning of her 
departure once every five minutes. 

" And besides, my dear Mrs. Ogilvie" — ^Isa* 
bella sometimes bestowed the Mrs.^ which she 
was most punctilious in exacting; "I wanted 
^ou to help me through a dull visit on my mother- 
m-law. But of course you can't come ; only if, 
as Fred — the ill-natured creature — ^has taken the 
carriage to Hampton—" 

" I will order mine," said Katharine, with the 
faintest possible smile. "I am engaged; bat, 
Eleanor, a drive would do you good. Will yon 
take my place, and visit poor Mrs. Penny- 
thorne ?" It was a sudden and kindly thought, 
which found its grateful echo in the thrill of 
Eleanor's heart. 

Alas, that through life those two had not 
known each other better, that they might have 
loved and sustained each other more 1 

Paul still lingered, trespassing on the utmost 
limits of etiquette, to gain another half-boor— 
another minute — of the presence which was al- 
ready growing more and more attractive — nay, 
beloved ! As Katharine bade adieu to her cousin 
and Eleanor, she turned to him : " Mr. Lyne- 
don, may I, as a friend, appropriate your idle 
morning, and ask you to become knight-errant 
to these fair ladies?" 

He bowed, wavering between disappointment 
and pleasure. The latter triumphed : that win- 
ning manner — the gentle name of "friend"— 
would, have sent him to the very end of the earth 
for her sake, or at her bidding. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

Enow what love is — that it draws* 
Into itself all passion, hope, and thought; 
The heart of life, to which all currents flow 
Through every vein of being--which if chilled, 
The streams are ice forever ! 

• Wkstland BIarstoh. 

Mrs. Frederick Penntthorne, in high good 
humor and good spirits, played off every femi- 
nine air of which she was mistress, for the espe- 
cial benefit of Mr. Lynedon. She was one of 
those women to whom nothing ever comes amiss 
that comes in a coat and hat. The passive re- 
cipient of these attentions received them at firjst 
coldly, and afterward with some amusement, for, 
despite his dawning passion, Lynedon could not 
already deny his nature. He was but a man — 
a man of the world — and she a pretty woman ; 
so he looked smiling and pleased — ^ready to 
snatch an hour's idle amusement, which would 
be utterly forgotten the next. 

Oh, Love ! mocked at and trifled with when 
thou wouldst come as an angel of blessing, how 
often dost thou visit at last — an avenging angel 
of doom! 

Leaning back silent and quiet, Eleanor felt 
oppressea by an almost trembling eagerness. 
I To tiefid "W^ete "PYiTXvjk' a-w^wnj l^^x. VvaA ^o often 
trod ; Xo eut^i X\\^ \i.o\x&^ ol ^Vv^V^sXieXXsx^V^'^ 
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frequently spoken; to see the gentle and now 
desolate woman whom he had liked, and who 
had been kind to him in those sorrowful days — 
these were indeed sweet though stolen pleasures 
unto his betrothed. For she was his betrothed 
still — her heart told her so : a passing estrange- 
ment could never break the faithful bond of 
years. 

Love makes the most ordinary things appear 
sacred. Simple Eleanor I to her the dull road 
and the glaring, formal square were interesting, 
even beautiful. She looked up at the house 
itself with loving, wistful eyes, as though the 
shadow of Philip s presence were still reflected 
there. She crossed the threshold where he had 
passed so many a time — ^the very track of his 
lootsteps seemed hallowed in her sight. Oh, 
woman ! woman ! whom idle poets celebrate as 
a capricious goddess, how often art thou the 
veriest of idolaters ! 

Ljmedon remained in the carriage. He never 
liked visits of condolence, or interviews at all 
approaching to the doleful ; so he made a show 
of consideration for "poor Mrs. Pennythorne's 
feelings," and enacted the sympathizing and 
anxious friend by means of a couple of cards. 

There is a deep solemnity on entering a house 
over which the shadow of a great woe still lin- 
gers, where pale Patience sits smiling by the 
darkened hearth, giving all due welcome to the 
stranger, yet not so but that the welcomed one 
can feel this to be a mere passing interest. No 
tear may dim the eye, the lips may not once 
utter the name — ^now only a name — but the vis- 
itant knows that the thoughts are far away, far 
as heaven is from earth ^ and he pictures almost 
with awe what must be the depth of the grief 
that 18 not seen, f 

Eleanor and her cousin passed into the draw- 
ing-room. It had a heavy, damp atmosphere, 
like that of a room long closed up. 

*' How disagreeable ! They never sit in this 
room now, because of that likeness over the 
mantle-piece. Why couldn't they have it re- 
moved, instead of shutting up the only tolerable 
room in the house ?'^aid Isabella, as she drew 
up the Venetian blind, and partly illumined the 
gloomy apartment. 

"Is that poor Leigh?" asked Eleanor. It 
was a portrait — a common-place, bright-colored 
daub, but still a portrait — of a little child sitting 
on the ground, his arms full of flowers. " Was 
it like him?" 

"Not a bit: but 'tis all that is left of the 
boy." 

Ml left ! the sole memento of that brief young 
life ! Eleanor gazed upon it with interest — 
even with tears. She was standing looking at 
it still when the mother entered. 

Eleanor turned and met the meek brown eyes 
—once fondly chronicled as being like her own ; 
but all memory of herself or of Philip passed 
away when she beheld Mrs. Pennythorne. What 
was earthly love, even in its most sacred form, 
to that hallowed grief, patient but perpetual, 
which to the mourner became as a stafl* to lean 
on through the narrow valley whose sole ending 
must be the tomb ? 

Even Isabella's careless tone sank subdued 
before that soundless footfall — that quiet voice I 
She introduced her cousin with an awkward 
half-apology 

H 



" I hope you will not mind her being a stranger, 
but — " here a bright thought struck Isabella — 
"she knows your great favorite, Mr. Wychnor." 

A smile — or at least its shadow — all that 
those patient lips would ever wear on earth — 
showed how the mother's gratitude had become 
affection. Mrs. Pennythorne took Eleanor?s 
hand affectionately. 

" I don't know if I have ever heard of you, 
but indeed I am very glad to see you, for Mr. 
Wychnor's sake." 

It was the dearest welcome in the world to 
Eleanor Ogilvie ! 

Have you seen him to-day?" pursued Mrs. 
Pennythorne, simply ; " but indeed you could 
not, for he has been with me all the morning. I 
made him stay, because he seemed worn and ill." 

"111!" echoed Eleanor, anxiously. But her 
word and look passed unnoticed, for Isabella 
was watching Lynedon from the window, and 
Mrs. Pennythorne answered, unconsciously — 

" Yes : he has not looked well of late ; 1 h^ve 
been quite uneasy about him. I left him lying 
on the sofa in the parlor. Shall we go down 
there now ? he will be so dull alone." 

She led the way; Isabella reluctantly quit- 
ting her post of observation. 

" Always Mr. Wychnor ! What a bore that 
young man is !" she observed to her cousin. But 
Eleanor heard nothing — thought of nothing — 
save that ?hilip was near — Philip ill — sad ! 

So ill, so sad, that he scarce moved at the 
opening door ; but lay with eyes closed heavily, 
as though the light itself were pain — and lips 
pressed together, lest their vnrithings should be- 
tray, even in solitude, what the firm will had 
resolved to conquer, forbidding even the relief 
of sorrow. 

For one brief instant she beheld him thus : 
she, his betrothed, who would have given her 
life for his sake. Her heart yearned over him, 
almost as a mother's over a child. She could 
have knelt beside him and take'n the weary, 
drooping head to her bosom, comforting and 
cherishing as a woman only can : but — 

He saw her ! there came a momentary spasm 
over his face, and then, starting up, he met her 
with a cold eye, as he had done the night be- 
fore. 

It caused her heart, that heart overflowing 
with tenderness and love, to freeze within her. 
She shrank back, and had hardly strength to 
give him the listless hand of outward courtesy. 
He took it as courtesy; nothing more. And 
thus they met, the second time, as strangers, 
worse than strangers — ^they who had been each 
other's very li£D for so many years ! He began 
to talk — ^not with her, save the few words that 
formality exacted — ^but with Mrs. Pennythorne. 
A few frigid nothings passed constrainedly, and 
then Isabella cried out — 

" Goodness, Eleanor, how pale you are !" 

Eleanor was conscious of Philip's sudden 
glance-r-fuU of anxiety, wild tenderness, any 
thing but coldness. He half sprang to her side, 
and then paused. Mrs. Pennjrthorne observed 
that the room was close, and perhaps Mr. 
"Wychnor would open the window. 

He did so, and saw Paul L^^^csv\.\ 

sat AoN^ \iewiAft ^x^. ^x^'etv2«.^ ^TCS^'S^X ^ 
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vagaelv her light chatter. Five minutes after, 
he made some idle excuse, and left the house. 

" Vi^aX a pity, when he had promised to stay 
until dinner-time I " said Mrs. Pennythorne, 

regretfully. 

He hadf gone, then, to escape her / Eleanor 
saw it — knew it. Colder and colder her heart 



grew, 



until it felt like stone. She neither 



trembled nor wept; she only wished that she 
could lie down and die. Thus, silent as she 
came — ^but oh ! with what a different silence — 
she departed from the house. 

To those who suffer, there is no life more bit- 
ter, more full of continual outward mockery, 
than that of an author immersed in the literary 
life of London. In a duller sphere a man may 
hide his misery in his chamber— may fly with 
it to some blessed country solitude— even wrap 
it round him like a mantle of pride or stupidity, 
and pass unnoticed in the common crowd. But 
here it is impossible. He must fill his place in 
his circle — ^perhaps a brilliant one ; and if so he 
must shine too, as much as ever. He must 
keep in the society which is so necessary to his 
worldly prospects — ^he must be seen in those 
haunts which are to others amusement, to him 
business — in theater, exhibition, or social meet- 
ing ; so at last he learns to do as others do — to 
act. It is merely creating a new self, sis he does 
a new character ; and perhaps in time this ficti- 
tious self becomes so habitual, that never, save 
in those works which the world calls fiction, but 
which are indeed his only true life, does the 
real man shine out. 

Philip Wychnor had not gone so far as this on 
the track of simulation ; day and night he pray- 
ed that it never might be so with him. The 
world had not cast upon him her many-colored 
fool's vesture, but she had taught bun so to 
wear his own robe that no eye could penetrate 
the workings of the heart within. He had his 
outward lite to lead, and he led it — without de- 
ceit, but without betrayal of aught that was 
within. 

So it chanced that the self-same night, when 
Eleanor, yielding to Katharine's restless eager- 
ness for any thmg that might smooth time's 
passing and deaden thought, went with her to 
some place of amusement — a " Shakspeare read- 
ing," — the first face she saw was Philip Wych- 
nor's. She saw it — not pale, worn, dejected, as 
a few hours since, but wearing the look of 
courteous, alnK>st pleased attention, as he listen- 
ed, nay talked among a gipup whose very names 
brought thoughts of wit, and talent, and gayety. 
She looked at him— <she, with her anguished, 
half-broken heart — ^he the center of that brilHant 
circle; and then the change burst upon her. 
The Philip Wychnor of the world was not hers. 
What was she to him now ? She turned away 
lier head, and strove to endure patiently, with- 
out sorrow. That he should be great and 
lumored — rich in fame^-dught not that to be hap- 
jpiness? If he loved not her, she might still 
worship him. So she pressed her anguish 
<down in the lowest depths of her faithful heart, 
aad tried to make it rejoice in his glory ; con- 
tent to be even trodden down under his footsteps. 
so that those footsteps led him unto the lofty 
/la^ whither he desired to go. She walehed 
h/ja from afar — bis JcindKng eye,, his beaaliful 
countenance, oa which sat geows and truths 



and it seemed to her nothing that her own poor 
unknown life, with its hopes and joys, should be 
sacrificed, to give unto the world aod unto £eubio 
such an one as he. 

He passed from the circle where he stood, 
and moving listlessly, without looking aroand 
him, csime and sat down beside Katharine. At 
her greeting he started : again — as if that per- 
petual doom must ever haunt them — ^the once 
oetrothed lovers met. 

The play was Romeo and Jidiet, They had, 
read it when almost children, sitting in the 
palace-garden ; they had acted it once — ^tbe bal- 
cony scene — leaning over the terrace-wall. She 
wondered. Did he think of this ? But she dared 
not look at him ; she dared not trust hers^ to 
speak. So she remained silent, and he too. 
Katharine sat between them — sometimes list- 
ening to the play, sometimes taming a restless, 
eager gaze around. 

If any human eye could have looked into 
those three hearts, he would have seen there as 
mournful depths as ever the world's great Poet 
sounded. Ay, and it will be so to the end of 
time ! Cold age may preach them down, world- 
liness nuiy make a mock at them, but still th# 
two great truths of life are Romance and Lote. 

The play ended. ^^ He will not come," said 
ELatharine, laughing ; '^ I mean-— not Hugh, hot 
Mr. Lynedon, whom he said he would ask to 
meet us here. What shall we do, Eleanor? 
How shall we punish the false knight?" siia 
continued, showing forth mockingly the real 
anger wluch she felt. It was a good disguise. 

Eleanor answered in a few gentle words* 
Philip only understood that they were a {dead* 
ing — and for Lynedon I 

^^Will you take the place of our faithless 
cavcdier, and succor us, Mr. Wychnor ?^^va8 
Katharine's w^inning request. He couNFiM 
but accede. He felt impelled by a blind destiny 
which drove him on against his will. At last 
he ceased even to strive against it. 

He accompanied the two ladies home. Then, 
when Mrs. Ogilvie, in her own irresistible way, 
besought him not to leave the rescued damsels 
in solitude, but to spend a quiet hour with her- 
self and Eleanor, he complied passively — ^me- 
chanically — and entered. 

There were flowers on the table. "Th# 
very flowers, Eleanor, that I— or rather you— 
admired in the gardens to-day!" cried Katha- 
rine. " Well, that atones for the falsehood of 
this evening. Mr. Lynedon is a preux chevalier, 
after all. A bouquet for each I How kind ! 
is it not?" 

*' Yes, very !" answered Eleanor. 

" Yes, very I" mimicked Katharine, striving 
to hide her excitement under a flippant tongue. 
" Upon my word, were I Mr. Lynedon, I should 
be in a state of high indignation I And a note, 
too — to me, of course. Come, will you answer 
it?— No ? Then I must. Talk to Mr. Wych- 
nor the "while." 

She went away, humming a gay tune, tear- 
ing the eitvelope to pieces : the note, itscdf she 
crushed in her hand for the moment, to be affier- 
ward— But no eye followed her to that iniMr 
chamber. Alas 1 every human being has some 
. innet chaKkber, oC heart or home \ 
\ Th«iy ^N«tQL XQ^eiOck^ «X \o»\^ Y^o^ «»i '&V 
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a ishtiddering feftr — a vague desire to fly; she, 
with a faint hope, a wild longing to throw her- 
self at his feet, and pray him to tell her what 
was this terrible cloud that hung between them : 
yet neither had the power to move. She stood 
a— her fingers begiirning, half-unconsciously, to 
arrange the flowers in a vase : he, sitting at the 
farther end of the room, whither he had retired 
at the first mention of Lynedon's name, neither 
moved, nor looked, nor spoke. Gradually his 
bands dropped from the book he had taken, and 
ft stray moonbeam, shining through the tvhite, 
half-drawn curtains, showed his face ; so white, 
60 fixed, so rigid, that it might have been that 
of one dead. 

It was shown thus to her ! At the sigfht she 

forgot all coldness, bitterness, pride — even that 

reserve which some call womanly, which makes 

a girl shrink from being the first to say to her 

lover, " Forgive 1" She remembered only that 

they had loved one another — that both suffered. 

Ah !*he did suffer; she saw it now — ay, with a 

strange gladness, for the suffering showed a 

liiigering love. The hand of one or other must 

rend the cloud between them, or it might darken 

over both their lives eternally. Should that 

hand be hers ? 

/' She thought a moment and then prayed! 

[ ^e was one of those little children who fear 

j not to look up every hour to the face of their 

( Father in heaven. Then she crept noiselessly 

\ beside her lover. 

"Philip!—" 

He heard the tremulous, pleading voice ; saw 
the outstretched hands! Forgetting all, he 
would have clasped them, have sprung forward 
and fallen on her bosom, but that he saw there, 
placed by her unconsciously, in the agitation of 
the Jtoment, the flowers — Lynedon's flowers ! 
Tien%ame rushing back upon the young man's 
soul its love and its despair — despair that must 
be hidden even from her. What right had he 
to breathe one tender word, even to utter dne 
cry of misery, in the ear of his lost beloved, 
when she was another man's chosen bride ? The 
struggle, were it unto death, must be concealed, 
not only for his own sake, but for hers. 

He did conceal it. He took her hand — ohly 
one — and then let it go, not rudely, but softly, 
though the chilling action wounaed her ten 
times more. 

" You are very kind. Thank you ! I hope 
you will be happy," indeed I do." 

** Ha][)py ! Oh, Philip, never in this world !" 
And she would have sunk before him, but that 
he rose and save her his place. The action, 
which seemed as one of mere courtesy to any 
every-day friend, went to her heart like a 
dagger. 

" It is all changed with us, Philip ; I feel it 
is." And she burst into tears. 

He felt the madness rising within him, and 
turned to fly. But he could not go and leave 
her thus. He came near once more, and said, 
in a low, hurried tone — 

" I have been unkind ; I have made you weep. 
Yod were always gentle ; I think you are so, 
still. But I will not pain you any more, Eleanor 
— ^let me cliU you so this once, for the stike of 
all the pttet." 

^'TtdpAstl" sfio mvttttttH^. 

^ Yoa Jamir it bs the jpaat-^etiuSl'^ die ^t. 



Why do vou seek to bring it back again ? For- 
get it, blot it out, trample on it, as I do." And 
his voice rose with the wild passion that swelled 
within him: but it sank at once when he met 
her upraisea eyes, wherein the tears were frozen 
Into a glassy terror. 

" Forgive me !" he cried. " Let me say fare-< 
well now. You will be happy ; and I — ^i shall 
not suffer much — not much. 1)0 not think of 
me, except in forgiveness — " 

"Oh, Philip, Philip, it is you who should 
forgive me!" And she extended her loving 
arms; but he thrust them back with a half- 
frenzied gesture. 

" Eleanor, I thought you one of God's angels ; 
but a demon could not tempt and torture me 
thus. Think what we once were to one another, 
and then of the gulf between us — a wide, fiery 
gulf. Do you not see it Eleanor ? I can not 
pass — ^I dare not. Dare you ?" 

"Yes." 

The word was scarcely framed on her lips 
when Philip stopped it with a cry. 

" You shall not ! I will save you from your- 
self. I want no gentleness, no pity; only let 
me go. Loose my hand !" 

But she held it still. 

His tones sank to entreaty. "Eleanor, be 
merciful ! let me depart ; I can be nothing to 
you now. I would have been every thing ; but 
it is too late. You hold me still? How can 
you — how dare you — when there is one who 
stands between us! Ah, you drop my hand 
now ! I knew it !'* 

He stood one moment looking in her face. 
Then he cried, passionately — 

" Eleanor — mine once, now mine no more ! 
— though misery, torture, sin itself, are between 
us, still, for the last time, come !" 

He opened his arms, and strained her to his 
heart, so tightly that she almost shrieked. Then 
he broke away, and fled precipitately from the 
house. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

Go— be sure of my love— by that treason forgiven; 

Of my prayers — by the blessinp they bring thee fiom 

heaven ; 
Of my grief :— judge the length of the sword by the sheath's, 
By the silence of life — more pathetic than death's. 

£. B. Browning. 

Eleanor Ogilvie's love was like her nature 
—calm, silent, deep. It had threaded the whole 
course of her life, not as a bursting torrent, but 
a quiet, ever-flowing stream "that knew no fall." 
When the change came, all the freshness and 
beauty passed from her world, leaving it arid 
and dry. She made no outward show ot sorrow ; 
for she deemed it alike due to Philip and herself, 
that whatever* had come between their love to 
end it thus, it should now be buried out of sight. 
If, indeed, his long silence had but too truly 
foretold his change toward her, and, as his brok- 
en words faintly seemed to reveal, some other 
love had driven her from his heart — or, at least, 
some new bond had made the very memory of 
that olden pledge a sixv— nr^& >5c». ^'^^vstfvss^XjR.- 
tro\V^ Vi \M VsMtCk \stet ^soSssttcv^^ Vi>^ -a^ xs5ssx>c. 
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was she to suffer idle tongues to bring reproach 
against A^wl? Her heart folded itself over this 
terrible grief as close as — nay, closer than over 
its precious love; even as the cankered leaf 
gathers its fibers nearer together, to hide the 
cause which eats its life away. She naoved 
about the house at Sunomerwood — living her 
outward daily life of gentle tendance on the des- 
olate and complaining Lady Ogilvie; ever the 
same ministering angel, as it seemed her fortune 
always to' be, toward one sufferer or another. 
And so it is with some, who have themselves 
already drained to the dregs the cup of affliction. 
But He who sees fit to lift unto their lips the 
vinegar and the gall, also places in their hands 
the honey and the balm which they may pour 
out to others. 

At times, when in the night-time her pent-up 
sorrow expended itself in bitterest tears, or wtt6n 
in the twilight, she sat by Lady Ogilvie, whose 
complainings were then hushed in the heavy 
slumber of weakness and old age, E leaner ^s 
brain wearied itself in conjectures as to what 
this terrible mystery could be; this "gulf" of 
which Philip had spol^en, which neither he nor 
she must dare to cross. Ever and anon there 
flashed upon her memory his wild tones and ges- 
tures — his half-maddened looks. They effaced 
the thoughts which had once brought comfort to 
her. Could it be with him as with other men 
of whom she had heard — that his face and his 
writings alike gave the lie to his heart — without, 
all fair ; within, all foulness and sin ? Could it 
be that her own pure Philip was no more ; and 
in his stead was an erring, world-stained man, 
to whom her sight had brought back, remorse- 
fully, the innocent days of old? 

"Oh, no! — ^not that. Let me believe any 
thing but that!" moaned Eleanor, as one even- 
ing, when she sat all alone by Lady Ogilvie's 
couch, these thoughts came, wringing her very 
soul. " Oh, my Philip I I could bear that you 
should love me no more — that another should 
stand in my place, and be to you all I was, and 
all I hoped to be — ^but let me not think you un- 
worthy. It would kill me ; I feel it would !" 
And she leant her head against the cushion of 
the sofa, and gave way to a burst of agonizing 
sobs. They naif aroused Lady Ogilvie, who 
moved, and said, dreamily — 

" Katharine, my child ! What ! are you cry- 
ing ! You shall not be married unless — Ah ! 
Eleanor, it is you ! I might have remembered 
that it was not Katharine — she never comes to 
sit by her mother now," murmured the feeble 
voice, in a touching complaint. 

It went to Eleanor's heart, even amidst her 
own sorrow. Struggling, she repressed all ut- 
terance of the grief which her aunt had not yet 
seen ; and leaned over her tenderly. 

" Katharine will come soon, dear aunt. I am 
sure she would be here to-morrow if she thought 
you wished for her. Shall we send ?" 

" No, no, I have no right now. She has her 
husband, and her friends, and her gayeties. She 
hates Suramerwood, too ; she told me so. And 
I — who was so anxious for her marriage with 
Hugh, that she might still live here, and no one 
might come tojpart my child from me — ^I did not 
tA/nlr she would have sane away of her own ac- 

, ^^^^nor, as she stood by Lady Ogilvie's ooucVi, 



thought of her own mother, now safe in heaven, 
from whom, while life lasted, neither fate nor an 
erring will had ever taken away the clasp of a 
daughter's loving arms. And while, strong 
through the dividing shadow of death — of inter- 
vening years— of other bonds and other griefs — 
shone the memory of this first, holiest love, she 
lifted her heart with thankful joy that her bless- 
ed work had been fulfilled. From the . eternal 
shore, the mother now, perchance, stretched 
forth, to the struggling and suffering one, her 
spirit-arms, murmuring, "My child — my true 
and duteous child — I wait for thee I Be patient, 
and endure !" 

Lady Ogilvie felt her hand taken silently. 
What word of consolation could have broken m 
upon the deserted parent's tears ? But the 
touch seemed to yield comfort. "You are a 
kind, dear girl. Eleanor; I am very glad to have 
you here. I think you do me good. Thank you !" 

Eleanor kissed her aunt's cheek, and was then 
about to sit down by the couch on a little ottcnnan, 
when Lady Ogiltie prevented her. 

"Not there — not there. Katharine always 
liked to sit beside me thus. She does not care 
for it now ; but no one shall have Katharine's 
place — ^no, nb!" And the poor mother again 
began to weep* 

Eleanor took her seat at the foot of the sofa 
in compassionate silence. 

Dear aunt," she whispered at length, "your 
Katharine loves you as much as ever. Yea 
hiust not think her lost to you because she is 
married." 

" Ah, that is what people say. I once said 
the same myself to a mother at her child's wed- 
ding. Let me see who was it?" and her wan- 
dering thoughts seemed eagerly to catch at the 
subject. "Yes, I remember now, it wMi||ba 
Bella's wedding-day, and I was talking wKw 
husband's mother. Poor Mrs. Pennythome! 
She made me feel for her, for she, too, had one 
child — a son, I think. She said he must bring 
his wife home, because she could not bear to 
part with him. I wonder if she ever did I" 

"Yes!" said Eleanor, softly. 

" Then her son is as unkind as my Katharine. 
He forgets his mother. Poor thing 1 poor thing! 
She is left all alone, like me !" 

"Not so; far lonelier" said Eleanor's low 
voice. "Her son is deaa." 

"Dead! dead!" cried Lady Ogilvie ; "andl 
have still my Katharine well and happy. God 
forgive me I I will never murmur any more." 
And, deeply moved, she lay back in sdence for 
many minutes. Then she said — 

"Eleanor, I should like to hear more about 
that poor mother. Where did you learn these 
news of her?" 

"I saw her when I was in London, three 
weeks since," answered Eleanor, in a tremulous 
voice, remembering what years of sorrow she 
had lived in those three weeks. 

"Poor Mrs. Pennythome 1 I wish I could 
talk to her. Do you think she would come and 
see me? It might do her good," said Lady 
Ogilvie, yearning after this new sympathy; 
which brought back somewhat tff her own 
thoughtful, kindly nature, long suppressed by 
tlie acc\nYTed aeV^Viwess of sickness and old age. 

E\eaivoT c\aA\Y sft^OTv<^fe^ \)^^ "^Xwi*, wjA ^axOq 
she migVkl )ae loi^Neu, Vi \\i«x^ ^»sJtkft^ ^^xo^ 
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her mind the thought that through this channel 
might come tidings of Philip Wychnor. 

A few days more, and she had succeeded in 
accomplishing her aunt's desire. Mrs. Penny- 
thorne, wondering and shrinking, crept silently 
into the room, scarcely believing that the aged 
and sickly form which at her entrance half 
arose from the couch, could be the tall and 
stately Lady Ogilvie. Still more surprised was 
she when Katharine's mother, glancing at her 
black garments, and then for an instant regard- 
ing her pale, meek face, grief-worn but calm, 
laid her head on Mrs. Bennythorne's shoulder 
and burst into tears. 

Then, to the mother of the Dead, came that 
new strength and dignity born of her sorrow j 
and she who had given her one Umb from her 
bosom to be sheltered in the eternal fold, spoke 
comforting words unto her whose grief was for 
the living gone astray. They talked not long 
of Katharine ; but passed on to the subject that 
was now rarely absent from Mrs. Pennythorne's 
lips, and never from her heart, though it dwelt 
on both with a holy calmness, and without pain. 
She spoke of Leigh— of all that was good and 
beautiful in himself, of all that was hopeful in 
his death. And amidst the simple and touching 
story of his illness and his passing away — she 
spoke of the last parting by no harsher word — 
she continually uttered, and ever with deep ten- 
derness and thankful blessings, one name — the 
name of Philip Wychnor. 

Half-hidden in the window, Eleanor listened 
ft) the tale which the grateful mother told. She 
heard of Philip's struggles, of his noble patience, 
of those high qualities which had awakened in 
poor Leigh such an intense love — and afterward 
QjMjIil almost womanly tenderness which had 
Mpjl^d t^e sick boy's pillow, filling his heart 
wTfh joy and peace even to the last. And then 
Mrs. Pennythorne spoke of the gentle kindness 
which had since led Philip, prosperous and 
courted as he was, to visit her in her loneliness 
with comfort and cheer. 

*' My dear boy always said that Mr. Wychnor 
talked like an angel," continued Mrs. Penny- 
thorne. "And so he does. Night and day I 
pray Heaven to reward him for the blessings he 
has brought to me and mine. And though he is 
sadly changed of late, and I can see there is 
more in his heart than even / know of, yet his 
words are like an angel's still. May God com- 
fort him and bless him evermore I" 

" Amen !" was the faint echo, no louder than 
a breath. And shrouded from sight, Eleanor, 
with streaming, uplifted eyes and clasped hands, 
poured forth her passionate thanksgiving for the 
worthiness of him she loved. " He is not mine 
-^he never may be j but he is yet all I believed 
—good, pure, noble. My Philip, mv true Philip, 
God bless thee ! we shall yet stand side by side 
in His heaven, and look upon each other's face 
without a tear." 

She was still in the recess when Mrs. Penny- 
thorne entered it, her usual timid steps seeming 
more reluctant than ordinary. 

" Your aunt would like to sleep a little, Miss 
Ogilvie, so she has sent me to you." 

"Eleanor roused herself, and spoke warmly 



good, I am sure I am quite glad I came," an- 
swered Mrs. Pennythorne. " Though it was a 
struggle, as you say, for I hardly ever go out 
now,'' and a faint sigh peissed the lips of Leigh's 
mother. " But my husband persuaded me, and 
— Mr. Wychnor too." 

Here she hesitated, and glanced doubtfully at 
Eleanor ; as though she had something more to 
say, but waited for a little encouragement. It 
came riot, however; and Mrs. Pennythorne, 
conquering her shyness, went on : " Mr. Wych- 
nor was very kind ; he brought me here — almost 
to the park gates. When he said good-by, he 
told me he was going away for a long time." — 
Eleanor started. — " You will forgive my talking 
about him thus, for I imagine Mr. Wychnor is 
a friend of your family. Miss Ogilvie. Indeed," 
and making a sudden effort, Mrs. Pennythorne 
fulfilled her mission, " he asked me to give you 
this letter when I found you alone. And now I 
will go and sit by your aunt until she awakes," 
hastily added she, with instinctive delicacy. 

She had said all she knew, and she had 
guessed but little more; being a woman of 
small penetration, and less curiosity. But no 
woman, worthy the name, could have seen. the 
violent agitation which Eleanor vainly strove to 
repress, without gliding away, so that, whatever 
unknown sorrow there was, it might have free 
leave to flow. 

Philip's letter ran thus : — 

" I pray you to forgive all I said and did that 
night : I was almost mad ! It is not for me to ^r 
occasion you suffering, but you tried me so^ 
bitterly — wherefore, I can not tell. Knowing 
what we once were to one another, and the bar 
there is between us now, I pray — and you your- 
self must say amen to my prayer — that on this 
side heaven we may never meet again ! 

"I waited until these lines could reach you 
safely. I have written no name, lest any con- 
trary chance might occasion you pain. You 
see I think of you even now. Farewell ! fare- 
well!" 

And this was the end — ^the end of all ! No 
more love — no more hope — not even the comfort 
of sorrow. His words seemed to imply that 
regret itself was sin. The unknown bar be- 
tween them was eternal. He said so, and it 
must be true. Then, and not till then, came 
upon Eleanor the terrible darkness — through 
which Philip had once passed — the darkness of 
a world where love has been, is not, and will be 
no more forever! The man, with his strong, 
great soul, nearer perchance to Heaven, and so 
interpenetrated with the Divine that the earthly 
held but a secondary place therein — the man 
struggled and conquered. The weaker, ten- 
derer woman, whose very religion was Eve- 
like, "for God — in Aim," sank beneath that 
mighty woe. 

A little while longer Eleanor strove against 
the misery which pressed her to the earth. At 
morning she rose, and at evening she lay down, 
mechanically following the round of daily occu- 
pation. At last one night she entered her cham- 
ber — ^tried to collect her wandering thoughts, so 
that in some measure she might " set hex: KcsvssRk 
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leaden hand pressed heavily on her brow ; she 
did not writhe beneath it, for it felt cold, calm, 
like the touch of Death upon the throbbing 
veins, saying, *' Peace — be still I" In the dark- 
ness she saw, even with closed eyes, the shining 
of olden faces — images from those early days 
when the one face had never yet crossed her 
dreams. Clearer than all — its sorrowful patience 
of earth transmuted into a heavenly calmness — 
she beheld her mother's loving smile ; nay, break- 
ing through the silence, her bewildered fancy 
almost distinguished the voice, faint as when her 
ear drank its last accents, ere they were stilled 
for eternity, " My child — my dear child !" 

" Mother, mother, my work is done. Let me 
oome to thee!" was Eleanor's low, yearning 
cry. 

And with that last memory of the solemn past 
shutting out all the anguish of the present, she 
passed into the wide, horror-peopled world of 
delirium. 



■^ CHAPTER XL VII. 

For a fearful time 
We can keep down these floodgates of the heart ; 
But we must draw them some time, or 'twill burst 
Like sand this brave embaukment of the breast, 
And drain itself to dry death. When pride thaws, 
Look for floods. 

Philip Bailkt. 

'*r^ We will pass from this scene of sorrow and 
darkness into another that seems all simshine. 
Yet if, looking on these two phases of life, we 
are fain to muse doubtfully on the strange con- 
trasts of human fate, let us remember that the 
clouds furling away oft leave behipd them cool- 
ness and dew, while the sunbeams may grow 
into a dazzling glare, blinding and scorching 
wherever they rest. 

Day after day, week after week, Katharine 
Ogilvie basked in the new glory which had burst 
upon her world. Paul Lynedon's influence was 
-upon her and around her wherever she moved. 
It was the olden dreami, the dream of girlhood, 
renewed with tenfold power. All her artificial 
self fell from her like a garment, and she stood 
before this man — this world-jaded, almost heart- 
less man — a creature formed out of the long-p€ist 
ideal of his youth \ beautiful, and most true, 
whether for good or evil. There was no false- 
ness in her; and that which had gathered over 
Paul Lynedon crumbled into dust and ashes be- 
fore the sun-gleam of her eyes. His wavefing 
nature was subdued by the energy of her own. 
Sisera-like, "at her feet he bowed, ho fell;" 
struck down by the fierce might of a love whose 
nery crime and hopelessness 'bound him with 
closer chains. He could not struggle against 
them — he did not try. He would now have 
ffiven half of his wasted, hollow, thoughtless ex- 
istence, to purchase one day, one hour, of this 
full, strong, real life that now thrilled his being, 
even though it coursed through every vein like 
molten fire. He would have laid himself down, 
body and soul, for her feet to trample on ; rather 
th&B free himaeM from the spell wherewith she 
bound him, or pass from her presence, and be 
haunted by her terrible power no more. 
And this passion was so strong within him, 

(bat it found no utterance. He sank dumb.be 



fore her — in her sight he was humble as a little 
child. His lips, which to many another woman 
had framed the language of idle compliment, or 
of still softer and more beguiling tenderness, 
could not breathe one word that might startle 
the proud ear of Katharine Ogilvie. But though 
this mad, erring love was never uttered, she 
knew it well. The knowledge dawned upon 
her by slow degrees ; and she felt that too late 
—oh, fearfully too late ! — the dream of her youth 
had been fulAlled, and that she was loved even 
as she had loved. 

What a future lay^before the hapless wife 
whose rash and frenzied tongue, in taking the 
false vow, had given the lie to her heart ! K 
whole life of feigning ; year after year to wear 
the mask of aflection, or at least of duty ; to dis- 
play the mocking semblance of a happy home; 
— worse than all, to smile answeringly upon the 
unsuspecting, cheerful face that must be forever 
at her side, haunting, like an accusing spirit, the 
wife who loved another man dearer than her 
husband. This must be her doom, even if, still 
guiltless, she trod her burning heart into ashes, 
and walked on with a serene eye and dumb, 
smiling lip. But if otherwise — 

Katharine never dreamed of that. Blinded, 
she rushed to the very brink of the abyss ; but 
there was a strong purity in her heart still. She 
did not once see the yawning ^ulf before her, for 
her eyes were turned above it — turned toward 
the dream-like love, the guiding star of her life, 
which by its unrequited loneliness had become 
so spiritualized, that the taint of earthly passioQ 
had scarce touched it, even now. 

It sometimes chances that the realities of 
wedded life, and the calm peace of household 
ties, have power to cast into shadow the 
brance of the deepest former love. ' But 
rine was so young, that although a wife, 
a girl's heart still ; and that heart her husband 
never sought to win from its romance to the 
still aflection of home. Perhaps he felt the trial 
was beyond his power ; and so, content with the 
guarding circlet on her finger, he desired not 
from her the only thing which can make the 
marriage-bond inviolate — a wedded heart. 

Another tie was there wanting — another safe- 
guard in this perilous, loveless home. No child 
had come with its little twining arms to draw 
together the divided hearts of husband and wife, 
and concentrate in one parental bond the wan- 
dering love of both. Often, when she paced her 
lonely home, which her husband now found far 
less attractive than his congenial country sports, 
Katharine shuddered at the delicious poison 
which, drop by drop, was falling into her life's 
cup, converting even the faint ejection she yet 
felt for Hugh mto a feeling almost like hatred. 
And then the wife, terrifled at the change that 
was stealing over her, thought, with a vain, re- 
gretful longing, that it might not have been so 
with her, had the void in her heart been filled up 
with a mother's yearning love. 

Day after day, without any arranged plan, but 
by some chance coincidence springmg from the 
combined will of both, she and Paul Lynedon 
met. Every morning when she rose, Katha4^ 
felt that she was sure, by some fortime or other, 
to see \mn. eni lu^ViX. '^o^ , lot \3cka ^\&t. ^ime in 
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ence, with the power of another's soul j to live 
with every day, every hour, threaded by those 
electric links of sympathy which, through all 
intfrvening distance, seera to convey to one 
heart the consciousness of another's meeting 
thoughts. Around and about her path wove 
thfto airy fetters, encircling her in a web 
through which she could not pass. She felt it 
binding her closer and closer; but it seemed 
drawn by the hand of destiny. A little while 
her conscience wrestled, then she became still 
and struggkffno more. 

Aga^gs^Wese two erring ones the world's 
tongue had not yet been lifted. With others, as 
well as with Katharine herself, Paul Lynedon set 
a watch upon his lips and actions. He who had 
worn carelessly and openly the chains of many 
another light fancy, now bulged this strong real 
love — the only true love of his life— in the very 
depths of his heart. Besides, his passion had 
sprung up, budded and blossomed, in a space so 
short that the world had no time to note its 
growth, and probably would not have believed in 
Its existence. But 

" Love counts time by heart-throbs, and not years." 

Mrs. Lancaster — gossiping, light-tongued 
Mrs. Lancaster — ^visited her "dear, talented, 
charming friend, Mrs. Hugh Ogilvie," as fre- 
quently as ever, without seeing the haunting 
shadow that, near or distant, followed Katharine 
wherever she moved. Indeed, the lady often 
made Paul writhe beneath her hints and inuen- 
does respecting his various flames, past and pres- 
ent, which she had discovered— or at least 
thought she had. 

One morning, she amused herself thus during 
^fcwhole of a long visit at which she had met 
jfl^Bjklon at Mrs. Ogilvie's. Paul bore the jests 
||HHBssly at first, then indifferently! for in the 
"^l^lm, proud eye and slightly-curled lip of the 
sole face he ever watched, he saw that no cre- 
dence was given to the idle tale. Katharine 
knew now — and the knowledge came mingled 
with remorse and despair — that she herself was 
the only woman who had ever had power to 
sway Paul Lynedon's soul. 

The last historiette which Mrs. Lancaster fix- 
ed upon for the delectation of her former favor- 
ite, was the suspected love episode with Eleanor 
Ogilvie. She continued the jest even further 
than she believed in it herself, as she observed, 
with malicious pleasure, that Paul seemed more 
than usually sensitive on this point. 

"I always thought, Mr. Lynedon, that there 
was some aeep mystery in your sudden escapade 
to the Continent ; and a friend of yours at last 
enlightened me a little on the subject. Confess, 
now, as we are quite alone — ^for Mrs. Ogilvie's 
. sisterly ears need not listen unless she chooses 
—confess that your memory treasured long a cer- 
tain visit at Summerwoood, and that the meeting 
in London is not entirely accidental, any more 
than y^ the rencounter at Florence. 

Paul L}Tiedon might have laughed oflf the ac- 
cusation, but that Katharine's eyes were upon 
him. He answered, earnestly-^ 

" Indeed, Mrs. Lancaster, I am not accounta- 
ble for any imputed motives. My pleasure in 
. Miss Off ilvie's society is not lessened by the (act 
that I nave always owed it to chance alone. 
Most truly I do bear, and shall bear all my \\£e" 



(his tone grew lower and more earnest still), 
" the memory of that week at Summerwood." 

The dark eyes turned away, though not until 
he had seen the gleam of rapture which kindled 
them into dazzling light. 

"But the rumor from Italy, which made us 
hope to see a Mrs. Lynedon ere long — how can 
you explain that?" pursued Mrs. Lancaster, 
who, in resigning, perforce, the character of a 
" woman of genius," had assumed that of the 
most annoying and pertinacious gossip who 
ever sinned against good sense and good breed- 
ing. 

"I think you are mistaken," said Mrs. Ogil- 
vie, with some dignity. "Jtfy Msfer," — (since 
her marriage, Katharine had ever most punctil- 
iously used this title, thus gratifying at once her 
own real aiSection for Eleanor, and showing in 
the world's sight that outward respect which 
she always paid to her husband) — " my sister 
never met your friend when abroad. Is it not 
so, Mr. Lynedon?" 

With that look meeting his, Paul for his 
life's worth could not have uttered a falsehood. 

"I had. indeed, the pleasure of seeing Miss 
Ogilvie and Mrs. Breynton at Florence, but — " 

His further hurried explanation was stopped 
by the entrance of a messenger from Summer- 
wood, bringing tidings of Eleanor's severe ill- 
ness. Mrs. Lancaster, who always spread her 
wings and fled away before the least cloud of 
adversity, made a hasty disappearance. Kath- 
arine, startled, and touched with self-reproach 
for the neglect which for weeks past had m:ade 
her forget all olden ties in one absorbing dream, 
was left alone — alone, save for the one ever- 
haunting shadow which now approached her. 

She started up almost angrily ; for the images 
of Hugh and Hugh's dying sister were then 
present to the conscience-stricken wife. " You 
here, Mr. Lynedon ! I thought you had departed 
with your friend !" 

" How could I go and leave you thus ?'* said 
Paul, softly. "Remember, it is not the first 
time that I have been with you in your sorrow." 

Katharine looked up, to meet the same face 
which years before had bent over the trembling, 
weeping child ; the same look, the same tone, 
yet fraught with a tenderness deeper a thousand- 
fold. She saw it, and a strange terror came 
over her : she closed her eyes ; she dared not 
look again. Pressing back all the memories 
that were thronging madly to her heart, she 
arose, saying — 

" That is long ago — ^very long ago, Mr. Lyne- 
don ! I must now think not of the past but the 
present. My husband" — and she desperately 
tried to strengthen herself with the word — " my 
husband is from home ; I will go to Summer- 
wood at ynoe myself." 

" It is a long distance. If I were permitted 
to accompany — at least, to follow you in a few 
hours," he added, correcting himself, " it would 
give me real happiness. Indeed, my own 
anxiety — " 

Katharine turned round suddenly, with a doubt- 
ful, penetrating glance. Lynedon perceived it. 

" You do not— jou will not believe tha^idle 
tale ? you can not think that I — ^thal V <k^<«. ^iA. 
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The burning crimson rashed to Katharine's 
yery brdw. A moment, and she drew her hand 
away ; not hurriedly, but with a cold, haughty 
gesture. She remembered, still, that she was 
Hugh's wife. 

*' Mr. Lynedon, you really misinterpret my 
thoughts ; this confidence was quite unnecessary 
and I believe unasked. Let us change the sub- 
ject." 

He shrank abashed and humbled before her 
look and tone. Katharine ruled him with an 
irresistible sway, chaining even the torrent of 
passion that was ready to Durst forth. And she 
— ^loving as she did — had strength thus to put a 
seal on his love, that be should not utter it. But 
the struggle was such as woman can rarely en- 
dure, and live. 

Soon afterward Paul Lynedon quitted her 
presence. She parted from him with a few 
words of gentle but distant kindness, which in- 
stantly lighted up his whole countenance with 
joy. But when he was gone, she sank back ex- 
hausted, and lay for a long time almost sense- 
less. Again and again there darted through her 
heart that sharp, arrowy pain — which she had 
first felt after the night when a few chance 
words, false words as she now believed, had 
swept away all hope and love forever from her 
life. Of late this pain had been more frequent 
and intense ; and now, as she lay alone, pressing 
her hand upon her heart, every pulse of which 
she seemed to feel and hear, a thought came — 
solemn, startling! the thought that even now 
upon her, so full of life^ of youth, and youth's 
wildest passions, might be creeping a dark 
shadow from the unseen world. 

For an instant she trembled ; and then the 
thought came again, bearing with it a flood of 
joy. Lifting a vail between ner and the dreaded 
future, Katharine saw a shadowy hand; she 
would have fallen down and blessed it, even 
though it were the hand of death. 

*'It must be so," she said softly to herself; 
*' I shall' die, I shall die!" and her tone rose 
into a desperate joy. " This long, fearful life 
will not be. I shall pass away and escape. Oh 
rest ! — oh peace ! — come soon — ^soon ! Let me 
sleep an eternal sleep ! Let me feel no more — 
suffer no more !" 

Poor struggling one — stretching thine arms 
from life's desolate shore to the wide, dark 
ocean beyond — is there no mercy in earth or 
heaven for thee ? Thy lips now drain the cup 
thine own hands lifted; yet, if the suffering 
righteous needeth compassion, surely the stricken 
sinner needeth more. 

Ye who, untempted, walk secure, with Levite 
step and averted face, noting carefully how by 
his own vain folly or wickedness your weaker 
brother " fell amDug thieves," — should ye not 
rather come with the merciful touch, tne cleans- 
ing water, and then the oil and wine, that the 
erring one may be saved, and the heavenward 
road receive one strengthened, hopeful traveler 
more? 



CHAPTER XLVIIL 

'Ah, why," said EUen, sighing to herBelf, 

IVhy do not words, nad kins, and solemn pledge- 

VVhy do not these pfevail, fox human life 



To keep two hearts together, that bM^an 

Their spring-time witii one love, an<|ihat have need 

Of mutual pity and forgiveness, sw^t 

To grant, or be received !" 
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ORDBWOR 

Katharine Ogi^vie reached ^mmer^n^od 
when it was almost night. Over all the h^se 
there seemed a stillness and hush, asNn a dwel- 
ling where there is one life^ a precious life, 
hanging on a thread. Stealthy, noiseless foot- 
steps^^oors opened and closea without a sound 
— loud voices softened into anxi^^whispers — 
all showed how much £lei^iH)r^^U|eloved. 
Sir Robert, his parliamentary papers and eternal 
blue-books lying unopened, sat talking with the 
physician, and often glancing sorrowfully at the 
neglected tea-equipage, behind which he missed 
the gentle moonli|[ht smile of his niece, even 
more t^m the long-absent one of his ever-ailing 
wife. Lady Ogilvie, imable to quit her couch, 
lay with iier door opened, listening to every 
sound. Between her and the sick-chamber there 
moved ciemtinually, with light steps and moum- 
ing^gafments, a figure so unobtrusive that Elath- 
anne did not for some time notice it. 

It was Mrs. Penny thorne. 

She had come in by chance, the day afler poor 
Eleanor had laid down her weary head — perhaps 
forever. Then toward the sick girl the heart 
of the childless mother yearned. She became 
her nurse, never quitting her except to speak a 
few words of comfort to the terrified and grief- 
stricken Lady Ogilvie. In truth, Mrs. Penny- 
thorne, meek and quiet as she was, had become 
the guiding spirit in this house of sickness. But 
she crept mto her place so gradually, and sus- 
tained it so imperceptibly, that no one ever 
thought of the fact; and even Lady Of * 
not speak of her until she appeared, sud 
silently, to lead Katharine to her sistei 

Mrs. Penny thorne had at first shru. 
in timidity and dislike from the stylish Mrs. 
Ogilvie, the neglectful daughter of whom she 
had heard. But this feeling passed away when 
she saw how subdued Katharine's manner was, 
and with what trembling steps she moved to 
Eleanor's chamber. 

"And you have tended her night and day — 
you, almost a stranger !" said Katharine ; " How 
good you are! while I — " She stopped; for 
the remorse which had smitten her heart at 
the sight of her long-forsaken mother, was re- 
newed when she beheld the sick, almost dying 
firl, who, from the triple ties of marriage, kin- 
red, and affection, might have claimed from 
her a sister's care. 

Eleanor was sitting up in bed ; her arms ex- 
tended, and her eyes — those once beautiful, calm 
eyes — glittering and burning with fever. She 
began to talk in quick, sharp, ringing accents. 

*' Ah ! you have been to fetch her ; 1* thQU£rht 
you would. I could not die wit|iout seeing 
Breynton. Tell her she noed^not fear me< 
him — he will not come. Philijp will not^oi 
never more — never more !" 

" She often talks in this way," whispered 
Pennythorne ; ^and so I am glad that no one Vi 
with her except myself. I do not know^ any 
thing, but I feel sure that she and poor Mr. 
WychuoT — " 

Low as \\\e lotve -was, >^vft -wot^-a ^^%.OasA Y\- 
eanor's eat. ^\ift X\Jiiiifev\. c^\a>5Vj xovmv^. 
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" What ! do you speak about him, Mrs. Breyn- 
ton ? — for I know you are Mrs. Breynton, though 
you look different — ^younger, and so beautiful! 
Ah! perhaps you have died, and so become a 
spirit like ray mother ! But did you not pray 
her to forgive you for breaking her poor child's 
heart ? We will not talk about it. Still, it was 
cruel of you to part my Philip from me." 

" Philip again !" said Katharine, softly. " Ah ! 
I see it all now — I guessed it long Is it even 
with her, too? Eleanor, dearest!" And 




so 

she spoke very tenderly. 

" Who calls me dearest ? He used, once, but 
he will never call me so again ! She kept me 
from him until his love has changed. I shall 
never be Philip's wife now. It is aU your work, 
Mrs. Breynton!" 

" I am not Mrs. Breynton. I am Katharine — 
your sisfer." 

"Are you? No, no! Katharine is Hugh's 
wife — bloving and happy." Katharine drooped 
her head shudderingly. " She would not come 
here — we have only sorrow hefe. But you 
must not let her know — no living soul must 
know what Philip said that night — that there 
was a gulf, a bar between us. Let me whisper 
it, lest the world might hear, and call him cruel. 
But he is not cruel — he is all-good. Listen !" — 
and she placed her lip to Katharine's ear : " per- 
haps some one loved him better than he thought 
I did, and he is married — married !" 

" Oh, no, indeed, Miss O^ilvie !" broke in 
Mrs. Pennythorne, with tears m her eyes ; " Mr. 
Wychnor will never marry. He told me so one 
day — the very day I brought you his letter." 

" Letter — ^his letter I Ah ! I remember every 
word — every wordj" and with an accent of 
thciUiiig sorrow she repeated, line by line, Phil- 
farewell. *' And then — I forget all after- 
\X is darkness — darkness !" she moaned, 
ler head drooped on her bosom, and her 
eyes closed. 

Mrs. Pennythorne laid her down on the pillow, 
parted the disheveled hair, and bathed her brow 
with water. *'What a gentle, skillful nurse 
you are!" said Katharine, who, a stranger to 
scenes like this, was trembling with alarm' and 
agitation. 

"I am used to it," was the meek, sad reply, 
as she bent over her charge. 

There was a few minutes' silence, and then 
Eleanor opened her eyes, and regarded wistfully 
her tender nurse. 

*' I do not know you, but you are very kind to 
me. Perhaps my mother has sent you. I hear 
her calling me every hour, but I can not go. 
Tell her I can not ! I must not die until — until 
— ^what was it that I had to do?" Her eyes 
wandered restlessly, and she put her hand to her 
brow, '^^^lead is wild ! I can not remember 
any thu|^^H^^e ! do help me !" And her 
pite^^^^^^^Bited mournfully to Mrs. Pen- 
nyt^^^^^^^^^L what it is that I have to 
do^^^^^^B 

^^^^^^^^^^h'l she will hear that," 
whi^^^^^^^^^B, regarding her sister with 
a deePm^^^^^Plelt before, ^h 

"ShalllBBBa for any oneJJf Philip?" 
gently asked Mrs. Pennythorne. • 

"Philip! Why do you speak about Philip? 
I dared not even utter his name ; Mrs. Breynton 
would not let mo. Ah, that is it I" and a deUxl- 



ous light shone in her face. " I must see Mrs. 
Breynton ; I must tell her to forgive my Philip ! 
She has had her will, for we shall never marry 
— never see one another any more." 

She ceased a moment, and then rose wildly 
from her couch. 

"You arc> cruel; you will not fetch Mrs. 
Breynton : and until I know she will forgive him, 
I can not die. I am weary — so weary! — and 
you will not let me go to my mother ! Do you 
know" — and she caught hold of Mrs. Penny- 
thome's dress — "I see her standing waiting lor 
me — there ! there !" 

Katharine started, for there seemed a strange 
reality in the fantasy which directed Eleanor's 
fixed eyes and lifted finger. 

"The room is filled with them!" continued 
the delirious girl. " They come around me by 
night and by day — some dead faces, some living ; 
but they are all sad — like yours. Philip's is 
there too sometimes — smiling so tenderly, as he 
used to do in the dear old palace-garden. See I 
he is looking on me now ! Ah, Philip, you did 
love me once — ^you do love me — I read it in your 
eyes ; but you dare not speak. Then I must ! 
You see, dear Philip, I am calm," — and her 
voice sank almost to its natural tones — " as calm 
as I was that day you called me your strength, 
your comfort. Tell me, then, what is this bar 
between us — when I am rich, when I love you, 
only you, ray Philip, ray own Philip!" She 
paused, but after a few moments' silence, broke 
once more into vague, disconnected ravings. 

Katharine waited until the shrill tones ceased, 
and her sister fell into the heavy slumber which 
foretold the near approach of the crisis. Then 
she drew Mrs. Pennythorne aside. 

" Tell me — ^you know more than I — ^is there 
any hope?" 

There was hope, for youth can withstand so 
much ', with this sleep the delirium might pass 
away, and the fever be conquered. 

"And then she will wake — ^wake to what? 
Death might be better than life ! it is so some- 
times," muttered Katharine to herself. 

Mrs. Pennythorne spoke comfortingly — she 
looked on the pale, excited face of the young 
wife, and forgave all her imagined errors. Kath- 
arine sat in deep thought without making any 
answer — ^perhaps she did not even hear. At 
last she said, suddenly and decisively — 

"Mrs. Pennythorne, you have a woman's 
heart, and so have I — we shall understand one 
another. Those strange words which poor 
Eleanor has uttered, you will keep sacred ; and 
I must do more, I must act. Philip Wychnor is 
your friend ; tell me all you know about him." 

And onfce more Mrs. Pennythorne's grateful 
and affectionate tongue dwelt on the history of 
Philip's goodness. Then, most glad to relievo 
her simple heart from a secret that weighed 
heavily upon it, she related all she knew about 
the letter, which had made her the unconscious 
messenger of so much evil. 

"I did not notice then, but I remember now, 
how earnestly he spoke, and how unhappy he 
seemed. I have no right to say a word on this 
subject, but I do feel toward Philip Wychnor as 
though he were my own s<aw. \. NjcccsSLNjisakX'CkX'ess^ 

past X\ie^ memoT^ ol W^^^ Si^vxv^^s ^'^'^^ ^J^"^^ 
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Miss Ogilvio too, so good and gentle as she is. 
The moment I saw her I felt sure of his loving 
her — he could not help it. It is a sorrowful 
world," continued she, alier waiting awhile for 
the answer, which Mrs. Ogilvie, absorbed in 
thought, withheld, "yet if one could but make 
these two young creatures happy — " 

"It shall be— I will do it!" cried Katharine. 
"And oh!" she said softly to herself, as Mrs. 
Pennythorne glided away at the physician's 
sunuuons, "if I, erring, heart-withered, mad- 
dened as I am, can leave behind roe a little 
peace, a little happiness, which without me per- 
chance had not been — surely it will prove some 
atonement. If I have sinned, though only in 
thought, against my husband, I may bring joy 
to the sister he loves; and then I shall pass 
away from all, and my misery will cumber the 
earth no more." 

With Katharine, to will was to act. She sat 
down and wrote to Mrs. Breynton, entreating, 
or rather commanding — for her earnestness 
seemed almost like a command — that she would 
come at once to Summerwood. Then she wrote 
with a swift though trembling hand a few lines 
— to Paul Lynedon ! After she had finished, she 
% stood irresolute — but only for a moment. She 
sealed the letter, and laid it with the other. 

" Yes. it shall go — I can trust him — him only. 
He will do my will, whatever it be," and a 
bitter though triumphant smile curved her lips. 
*' And he will be silent too, no fear ! This my 
act might seem strange to the world — ^perhaps 
to him ; but what matter, when the end comes ? 
and it is perhaps near — very near. I pray it 
may be so !" Her voice sank to an inaudible 
whisper ; scarce a breath ; for even then, as if 
in answer to that awful prayer, she felt the sharp 
death-warning dart through her heart. 

In the early morning, Paul Lynedon came. 
Katharine knew he would; and had risen long 
before the rest of the wearied and anxious house- 
hold. She was walking in the avenue when his 
panting horse approacned; he leaped from it 
with a look of the wildest joy. 

" You sent for me : how good, how kind ! 
What thanks can I give you, dear Mrs. Ogilvie 
—Katharine ?" 

He uttered softly, almost whisperingly, the 
long-unspoken word. She started, and her head 
was lifted in proud reproof : " Katharine ! You 
are thinking, Mr. Lynedon, of the time when 
you were here last. But the circumstance is 
COLCusable." 

Paul drew back. " Pardon me : I had forgot- 
ted all, as you say — all but that happy time. 
Would to heaven it could come again, and you 
were once more that dear child who-^" 

"A child — you thought me a child !" cried 
Katharine, with that impulse which in the early 
days of this second meeting had made her very 
love half vengeance ; and even now caused her, 
as it were, to set herself against herself, the 
slighted girl against the wor^iped wonum. 

"I thought — shall I tell you what I thought you 
— what I think you?" said Lynedon, eagerly. 

"No!" The word reined him in his mad 

career, and he stood mute. And she who once, 

nay even now, would, have died rather than that 

be should suffer a siDgle pang, knew that one 

word of hers would have given him peace — ^yet 

she must not, she dared not, utter it. 



" Mr. Lynedon" — ^the calm, cold tone strack 
him like an arrow — " shall we talk of the reasoa 
which made roe trespass on your kindness?" 
He bowed, and suffered her to put her arm 
through his, while they paced up and down ths 
walk. 

Katharine went on. "There is something 
very near my heart in which I can trust no 
friend,^^ she laid the faintest emphasis on the 
word, " no friend but you. Will you — asking no 
questions, seeking no explanations— do it for 
me?" 

"Will I?— you know I wUl !" Apd again 
there came a brightness to his face. 

" I want you to seek for a friend of yours, or 
an acquaintance at least — Philip Wyolmor. He 
is gone a journey : whither I know not, and 
have no means of knowing, save through you. 
Find him bring him hither, on what excuse yo« 
will : or perhaps — ^the truth is always best^— I 
will write, and you shall bear the letter." 

" This is all mystery, I can not fathom i^" 
said Paul, uneasily ; his jealous mind at once 
forming the wildest and most torturing conclu- 
sions. "Only tell me — " 

" I will tell you nothing : do this, I pray you; 
do it for me." And Katharine's eagerness made 
her tone so tremulous, so winning in its en- 
treaty, that Paul Lynedon could have fallen at 
her feet. 

" I promise," said he. " Heaven knows I 
would plunge a knife into my very heart if you 
bade me," he added, speaking low and hurriedly 

As low, but almost fearful in its firmness, was 
Katharine's reply : " I might, but I would throat 
it into my own heart next." 

He looked at her astonished, but her face was 
turned away. The next moment she ^-^-^ — —— 
forward to meet her father, who c 
path on his early morning walk. 

" You rode over to inquire for my p 
said Sir Robert. " How kind of you, Mr. Lyne- 
don! you must stay and breakfast with us. 
Katharine !" 

But Katharine had already glided away. 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

Art thou already weary of the way 1 

ThoU, who bast yet but half the way gpne o*ef :•<- 
Get up and lift thy burthen ! 

* * * * * * 

Say thou not sadly, " Never," and '* No more ;•• 
But from thy lips banish tboee fattiest wordd : 

While life remains, that which was thine befoiQ 

Again may be thine ; in Time's storehouse lie 
Days, hours, and moments that have unknown hoardf 

Of joy, as well ns sorrow : passing by, 

Smiles come with tears. 

FRAMCfcs Anns B0TX41. 

There is scarce a town i 
siiggestive of speculation 
friend David Drysdale wo 
noble science of man," t 
on the European highw 
one need pause to enume^^^^^^^^^Kk or 
GoldsmitlThow many king^^^^^^^^^K«r," 

"set s^k-om Dover." ^^^^^PIK^ quite 
fruitful eiM(h to set aside tB^l^l'hink of 
the multitffies of small kistoriettes worked out 
Viete : V\.ow tYiot qiycvo!^^ the throng that from 
yeat to yeax p«ia* \jy, m^ «\\ T^\^&% ^tw^ ^«c«a* 




THE OGILVIES. 



123 



ment departing, its mournful fragments return- 
ed J or, to descend to individuals — debtor flying 
creditor ; married lovers speeding to happiness 
and honeymoon; wretched and erring ones, 
speeding faster still into what must be in the 
end a miserable doom ; happy men seeking 
pleasure; sick-hearted, hopeless men, rushing 
any where for oblivion. And here we pause, 
for with such an one we have to do. 

Philip Wychnor had reached Dover on his 
way to the Continent, He would have simply 
passed through it, longing for the moment when 
he should set his last footstep — at least, the last 
for many years, on English shores. But fi^, 
the fate which one less pious-hearted wdM 
have angrily cursed, detained him for many 
days. He spent them restlessly enough, patient 
as he was ; in his daily toil of literary necessity 
—alas for the poor author ! and in evening waui- 
derings about the country. Beauty he found — 
for a poet's mind finds beauty every where — 
but yet he could not realize it. He felt upon 
him the commencement of that doom, to roam 
the wide world, " finding no rest for the sole of 
his foot." 

The reviving from a great woe is sometimes 
worse than the woe itself. • The world looks so 
blank, so dreary ; we see it once more ; our dull 
eyes even acknowledge its glory ; but it is like 
looking on a beautiful corse from whence the 
life is gone. Earth smiles. Heaven smiles — 
just as heretofore ; but the smile resembles that 
on a face once loved, which meets us vacantly, 
the heart beneath it shining out no longer. We 
do not weep ; perhaps we scarcely suffer : we 
are quite calm, gentle, patient; all goes on 
with us as before ; we walk through the beaten 

h of our daily existence, but the light is gone 
the world; the present seems inane and 
; and oh, merciful God ! we have no future 
and no past ! Not here ! but we know we have 
hereafter. And then we see enfolding us an 
arm of comfort and strength, and hear the voice 
^"I AM!" 

"^ Can I suffice for heaven and not for earth 1*' 

So Philip felt when he sat alone in the twi- 
light on the clifi* hallowed by tradition as ^' Shak- 
speare^s." The hour was so late that all sea^ 
side idlers had long departed, and the place 
seemed as lonely and dreary as in the olden 
time of Shakspeare, Lear, and poesy. The sea 
sang hollowly, far below; and when the last 
sunset tinge had faded behind the Downs, they 
assumed a robe of mist, spectral and mysterious. 
Gradually it folded itself round the cliff, likewise 
hiding the sea beneath ; so that the melancholy 
voice arose from waters that were heard, not 
seen. 

Driven by that irresistible impulse which 
seizes most m^en on such a spot of danger — so 
mu^ch so, that the ancients believed a demon 
s$9iod on the brink of each abyss — tempted, as 
m the great Tempter of old, **Cast thyself 
down !" Philip crept to the utmost verge of the 
cliQ*. Unwittingly, and fitfully there danced 
through his brain the poet's tale which had 
made the spot renowned — he thought of blind 
Gloster, hunted by fate into that last plunge 
which would end all. He conjured the o\d 
roan's spirit into his own, pictured what \ua 
thoughts must be, what must be the lhoug\its 






of any man sick of life — ^looking cmriously, de- 
siringly, into the awful mystery beyond — so near 
that one movement of Jimb would make it a 
reality. 

Suddenly he remembered how in that man he 
had pictured himself. 

The conviction — horrible, yet full of a daring 
pride, a delicious, alluring awe — burst upon him, 
that he held his soul as it were by a thread ; 
that he was master of his own destiny : one step, 
and he might pass from the world's tortures, 
to— where ? 

"My life is in my hand," he muttered in the 
words of one sorely tried of old — " My life is in 
my hand, yet I do not forget thy law/^^ 

Shuddering, he drew back a few paces frran 
the abyss, recoiling in horror from the phantoni 
which he had only seen afar off. But he felt 
that to his latest day that hour's sensation would 
teach him compassion for those goaded on by 
life's torments to clasp the specter as a bride, 
^d while he shrank fearfully from the crime, 
only thought of in possibility, the revulsion of 
his soul softened it from its dull dreariness into 
a sorrow, that, but for his strong manhood, would 
have melted in tears. He was glad — thankful 
for any sense — even the sense of sufTering. He 
looked up at the stars which were beginning to 
shine through the gloomy night, and prayed 
Heaven to keep him tree from sin, that he might 
endure with a patient heart through life imto its 
ending. 

Then he went homeward, quiet and composed. 
He sought to feel as though he belonged to the 
world. Passing through the town, he tried to 
look around hini, and feel an interest in the 
various ta king and laughing groups, the street 
music, the cheerful shops .* but it was in vain. 
He, in his lonely dreariness, seemed as different, 
placed as Tar from his brethren among men, as 
the gloomy cliffs from the gay lighted street 
which they overhung. 

When he reached home, he learned there was 
a gentleman awaiting him. Entering, he saw 
— -Paul Lynedon. 

Had the visitant been a ghost from the dead, 
a demon returned to the upper world, he could 
not have raised more fearful passions in Philip 
Wychnor' s breast. Anguish, terror, even a 
thrill of fierce hatred, overwhelmed him. He 
sprang toward Lynedon, scarcely conscious of 
what he did, and then sank into a chair^ utterly 
speechless. 

" I have startled you, I see. I ought to apol- 
ogize," s^id Lynedon, gently and courteously, 
though somewhat annoyed at this rather strange 
reception. But Paul was a man who wocdd 
have shown dignified civility to his executioner 
on the scaffold. 

Philip Wychnor answered him not a word. 

*^ Perhap this visit is ill-timed — an intrusioii. 
But I need only mention your friends and mine 
— the Ogilvies." 

Philip started up in an agony. "For God's 
sake, Mr. Lynedon, tell me what you have to 
say without mentioning any living soul. I am. 
a man who have suffered much. How or ^^w*^ 
matters not. I wish to leave England, £G[Ht 
ail friends, break all tie&.^ Cox ^ ^s^'^^a^^* ^PK^^ 
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" Pardon me, this can be nothing — mark me, 
I say it is nothing — to you," Philip continued, 
trying to calm himself' with remembering to 
whom he spoke. " I shall forget it myself soon. 
I pray you do the same ! Will you sit ?" 

He motioned to a chair, but stood himself, 
leaning against the wall. 

" This IS a strange welcome from an acquaint- 
ance — I would fain have said a friend," observed 
Lynedon, becoming suspicious and half angry. 
"But I respect you, Mr. Wychnor, both for 
your own sake and hers, whose messenger I 
am." And he presented Mrs. Ogilvie's letter. 

Annoyed though he was, Paul Lynedon was 
yet kind-hearted, and a gentleman. Conquer- 
mg at once his natural curiosity, and the vague 
jealousy that would rise up at the strange mys- 
tery between Philip and Katharine, he walked 
to the open window and contemplated the stars ; 
so that, of whatever news he had been the un- 
lucky bearer, his companion might learn them 
unobserved. But he expected not to hear Ae 
cry — almost like a woman's agony — which broke 
from Philip Wychnor. It brought him at once 
to the young man's side. 

" You are ill I What can I do ?" 
• Philip caught his arm wildly. " You know — 
tell me the truth, on your soul — ^you know what 
this letter contains ?" 

" On my soul, I do not !" said Paul, earnestly j 
for he was awed in spite of himself. 

" What ! not that she is ill— dying ?" 

"Dying!" cried Lynedon vehemently, his 
thoughts recurring to the only woman who ever 
occupied them now. But he recollected himself 
at once : No, you mistake, it is Miss Ogilvie 
who is ill." 

Philip looked in his face with an eager, half- 
credulous stare. " You say so calmly ! You 
come here, when — " 

Paul began to guess dimly at the truth — at 
least some part of it. He answered, kindly, 
" I regret Miss Ogilvie's illness mucbi; she is 
a gentle creature, and I am happy to call her 
friend, but — " 

The careless tone and voice struck Philip 
with conviction at once : " I see it all now — 
all ! Oh, what have I done ? May God forgive 
me!" 

He laid his head on the table, and burst into 
a passion of tears. 

Paul was touched. Another time he might 
have mocked at such weakness ; but now his 
own heart taught him to look with compassion, 
almost awe, on another man's misery. , He said, 
gently and delicately, " You and I, and all her 
u-iends, must rejoice that the crisis is past : she 
will not die." 

There was no answer, and Lynedon thought 
the best thing he could do was to vs-alk to the 
window again. He remained there until he felt 
a hand on his. It was Philip Wychnor's. His 
face was white as death, but it wore a calmness 
almost like joy. 

" You will pardon all this, Lynedon?" 

"My dear fellow" — and Paul returned the 
"ial grasp — " don't speak of it. I'm sure I 
ry sorry — that is, glad — but being quite 
^ darkj might I — " 

lOd not ask me any thing — do not think any 
One day you may know all." 
eJJ, as you like : all I know now is, that 



Mrs. Ogilvie wished to see you j that I sought 
you by her desire." 

" God bless you and her !" cried Philip. 

The blood rushed to Lynedon's brow. He 
felt like a demon in the presence of a saint. 

"You will be kind and leave me now," pur- 
sued Philip. " My brain is strangely bewilder- 
ed — half with misery, half with joy — but I feel 
toward you deeply, thankfuUy. We shall meet 
again, and be friends ?" 

" I hope so," said Paul, warmly. 

Wychnor followed Y^m to the door. As they 
said adieu, he looked repentantly, almost affec- 
^nately, into the face which had once seemed 
to him like that of a haunting fiend. 

" Forgive me once more. You know not 
what I have endured. Oh, Lynedon, you are a 
man like me — ^you have loved, or you may love 
— then remember this : Never conceal aught, 
as you value your life's peace ! never, for one 
moment, deceive yourself or Aer/" 

Lynedon sprang from the door : the warning 
knelled on his ear like a judgment-doom ! He 
fled from its sound, but its echo followed him; 
he dulled it with wine, but it rose up again. At 
last he clutched it as one clutches in despair 
some ever-pursuinghorror. He said to himself, 
that not for earth, heaven, or hell, would he 
give up Katharine Ogilvie I 



CHAPTER L. 
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Thou hast named a name 

Which to my conscience gives such secret pangs 

— Yea, there is nothing that I would not do 
In reparation of the wrong I've done him. 

Joanna B- 

Remorse, if proud and gloomy — 
It is a poison-tree, that, pierced to the utmost 
Weeps only tears of poison. Col^ 

Mrs. Breynton was sitting in her breakfast- 
room— or rather moving restlessly about im- 
patient of her solitude — when she heard the 
tidings of Eleanor's danger. The shock fell 
upon her with overwhelming suddenness. Elea- 
nor's absence had revealed how the gentle girl 
had twined herself round this aged heart, bring- 
ing to it life and youth and warmth unknown 
before. The first few days of her loneliness, 
Mrs. Breynton had chafed and fumed. Nay, * 
but for her pride, she would, perchance, have 
summoned Eleanor again to her side. As it 
was, she had time to discover how strong was 
this second affection — almost rivaling the one 
pre-eminent feeling, her love for her nephew. 
She now began to desire more anxiously than 
ever the working out of her long projected 
scheme, which, in making Eleanor Philip's 
wife, should bind both ties in one. 

And then came the letter of Katharine Ogilvie, 
bearing tidings which threatened ruin alike, to 
her worldly schemes, her planning ambition, her 
long-suppressed affections which in old age had 
risen up so strong. Mrs. Breynton was bewil- 
dered — grief, fear, remorse, wrung her heart by 
turns. Again and again she read the letter : 
it seemed to grow more and more confused. 
She was conscious of but one impulse — that she ' 
must tbaX \xvs\a.tvX ^o to ^wsawiarwood. 

She awTMiiovve^ t>aB Nv«i\\!v\\^-^otft».\\^^N\vci\i3^&. 
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for the sudden journey. When Davis broke out 
in loud remonstrances, she was silenced by a 
look — not commanding, as of old, but piteously 
weak and imploring. 

"Do not hinder me, good Davis. She w^ill 
die before I reach her. My dear Eleanor ! — 
poor Isabel's child I May God forgive me if I 
aid her wrong !" she said, hoarsely. And Da- 
vis, though scarcely understanding her broken 
words, grew terrified at the change which had 
come over the dean's widow. 

*' Let me go too, dear mistress," sobbed the 
faithful creature. "Let me go, that I may be 
with you in your trouble, and see poor dear Miss 
Eleanor once more." 

Mrs. Breynton passively assented ; and the 
tyro aged women, mistress and maid, traveled 
sul night, scarcely exchanging a word until they 
reached Summerwood. 

Katharine met Mrs. Breynton at the door. 

She had often heard Hugh jestingly describe 
the stately, stern-featured, black-robed widow 
of the dean j but she saw only a bent, haggard, 
and aged woman, who, clinging to her servant's 
arm, seemed to tremble with apprehension ere 
she crossed the threshold. Katharine stepped 
forward quickly. 

" Will you lean on me, Mrs. Breynton ? I am 
Katharine Ogilvie." 

Mrs. Breynton's hand seized her arm. "Is 
she — " And the ^eager eyes alone continued 
the mute question. 

." She lives still. She may live." 

" Thank God !" Never, during her lifetime, 
had Mrs. Breynton breathed so deep, so solemn a 
thanksgiving. She staggered to a seat ; and for 
the first time for paany years the old servant 
saw her mistress weep. 

Ij^ ^as some hours before Mrs. Breynton was 
i^yUHkd to enter Eleanor's chamber. Then 
Katharine led her in for a few moments only, to 
look on the sick girl as she slept. 

The crisis had passed, and Eleanor lay calm, 
though scarcely breathing. In her pale, wasted 
face — round which the close cap was tied — there 
was a likeness to one, which Mrs. Breynton had 
last seen when she stood beside the orphan 
daughter, to take a farewell look of the dead. 
The resemblance struck her now with a vain 
repentance. She fell at the foot of the bed. 

"Isabel — Isabel Morton!" she cried, "your 
life was darkened by me and mine. Heaven 
forgive us for the wrong, which ended not with 
the mother, but passed on to the child I Elea- 
nor ! — my sweet, meek Eleanor ! live — only 
live — and I will confess all—atone for all !'* 

She seemed not to notice the presence of 
another, but Katharine's ear caught every word. 
In a few minutes, she. had led Mrs. Breynton 
from the chamber of the yet sleeping girl. Then 
she spoke : in the low, firm tone by which Kath- 
arine, when she willed, could rule all minds 
weaker than her own — 

"Mrs. Breynton, I am almost a stranger to 
you ; but I have a right to speak, for Eleanor is 
my sister, and you hold her happiness in your 
hands. How, or why, this is, I know not, and 
seek not to know j but thus much I have learnt 
from her delirious ravings — that she and your 
nephew, Philip Wychnor, have loved one au- 
other for many /ears, and that you stood be- 
tween them /" 



The shadow of her former freezing dignity 
came to the mien of the dean's widow, but only 
for a moment. Conscience-stricken, she quailed 
before the clear eyes that seemed to read her 
heart. "It is all true — all true !" she muttered. 

"I speak blindly, for I can not fathom this 
nxystery," Katharine went on. " What I wish 
to say is this : that Philip Wychnor has been 
deceived in some strange way, and his rash 
words and sudden departure have well nigh 
broken Eleanor's heart. He is gone away — 
abroad, I believe." 

" Gone — oh no ! Philip must not, shall not go," 
cried Mrs. Breynton : " it is not too late, even 
now!" 

" No ! for whatever evil vnll has cast a cloud 
between them, mine shall rend it. Mrs. Breyn- 
ton, this is a cruel, sorrowful world, for all who 
love. Why did you make it more bitter still 
unto these two ? But, with your will or against 
it, they shall be happy now. 

And Katharine stood before the cowering, re- 
morseful woman, like an avenging angel, beau- 
tiful and strong. She met no opposition ; not 
even when she spoke of Philip Wychnor's 
coming, which she daily expected. Mrs. Breyn- 
ton's lips were closed j she knew the time was jr 
near when they must reveal the wrong she had 
worked. Her shame was heavy upon her, but 
her suffering outweighed it all. Soon as return- 
ing reason visited poof Eleanor, Mrs. Breynton 
prayed that she might see her alone j but this 
was forbidden by Katharine. She seemed to gov- 
vern the whole household, including her chafed 
and anxious father and the frightened Hugh, 
who had come to Summerwood, and lamented 
by turns the illness of his sister, and the loss of a -* 
whole, fortnight's grouse-shooting. 

In a few days Eleanor's convalescence ad- 
vanced, so that her weak voice was able to 
utter connected words j and her mild, grateful 
eyes, ever following Mrs. Pennythorne, brought 
tears of joy to those of her faithful nurse. At 
length Katharine led Mrs. Breynton to the sick- 
chamber. She only staid to sec Eleanor stretch 
out her arms, with a faint cry of joy, while 
the aged woman sank on her knees beside her j 
then she closed the door and went away. 

It was almost an hour before she was sum- 
moned to her sister's room. Eleanor lay, pale, 
indeed, but with such gladness in her eyes, such 
a spiritual light suffusing her whole face, that 
Katharine marveled at her beauty. Mrs. JBreyn- 
ton sat beside her, with bowed head and droop- 
ing form, but her hand was fast clasped m 
Eleanor's j and from time to time the^girl turned 
upon her a look full of pity, forgiveness, and 
cheer. 

Katharine advanced. " You need not speak, 
dearest j I see your face. All is peace and hope 
with you now !" Her voice failed a little, and 
one tear dimmed her eyes. * 

"It will be, soon — soon." And Eleanor's 
other hand half unconsciously closed over a let- 
ter — Philip's long, mournful letter, which lay on 
her bosom. She looked at Mrs. Breynton. 

"No, no!" cried the latter, answering the 
look. " Do not send me from you, my child ! I 
can hear all — ^will bear all. Lt ^& ^^ "^csixX 
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ton's. "Katharine, you know all now. She 
told me what you said. I have only a few 
words more. Come closer, dear, for I am very 
tired and weak.'* 

Katharine bent over her. Eleanor went on 
quicker, though speaking very faintly. 

"Philip was mistaken. He beard -a rumor 
concerning something that happened years ago, 
about one who loved me once, or at least imag- 
ined he did so. Thus far the tale was true. 
But the wooing was vain. I never loved any 
one save Philip. Katharine, I must see him, to 
tell him so. If I die, the knowledge will com- 
fort him, and give him peace. If I live — " 

" You will live — you must live, my darling !" 
sobbed Mrs. Breynton, whose very heart was 
penetrated by the sweetness which had glossed 
OTcr with such tender care the tale of pardoned 
injuries. 

"Yes, dear friend, I may live, please God! 
to be your child still," was the gentle answer. 
" But, Katharine, bring Philip to me ! It may 
seem strange — unwomanly — but he loves me; 
he did love me through all, and I have no pride 
in my heart— only love. Let him come, that I 
may take away his [Sorrow." 

"Be content, dear Eleanor, we will send," 
said Katharine, soothingly; "nay, to tell the 
truth, he is already sent for, not as by your de- 
sire, but my own. He will come soon." 

" Ah ! that makes nae happy — so happy ! 
Thank you, dear, kind sister," faintly answered 
the sick girl, closing her eyes, though a glad 
smile wandered over her lips. A moment alter, 
she said, dreamily, " But he is gone a long way. 
Whom did you send ? Was it Hugh ?" 

" No, a friend of his, and yours too." Katha- 
rine hesitated. " In truth, it was Mr. Lynedon," 

Eleanor started up wildly. *0h, no, you 
could not, you dare not send Mr. Lynedon. 
My Philip, my poor Philip! it will drive him 
mad ! And I am not there to tell the truth — 
that I did not listen, not one moment; that all 
the prayers on earth should never have made 
m& Paul Lynedon's wife." 

"Paul Lynedon's wife!" Even Eleanor's 
foee was not more death-Kke than Katharine's 
when she echoed the words. "Eleanor, an- 
swer me : was it Paul Lynedon who asked you 
to marry him ?" 

" Yes — ^yes. I never told human being — not 
even Philip: I would not now, but I am so 
weak, and my heart is breaking. Katharine, 
thmk for me; write to Philip, speak to him — 
tell him you knew all, for you were with me 
through that fatal time, that visit at Summer- 
wood. ' 

" He wooed you then, even then !" said Kath- 
arine ; and the words came hissingly through her 
closed lips. "I am glad you told me this; it 
comes not too late. It will save you — perhaps 
not you alone. Rest, sister, rest! I will do 
all." 

She unblasped the arm which had folded 
rotmd her own in frantic energy, and laid Elea- 
nor down, exhausted and weeping. Then she 
glided from the chamber. In the apartment be- 
yond, Mrs. Penny thorne sat alone ; from the open 
Jmin^-room doot caiile the voices of Sir Robert 
and Hugh, She could sain no solitude within 
t/n0 Jiaase, so Sed wildly TtottL it. 
Ohitj into the dreary, ihoonlcss aatumn xugVit, 



the darkness and the rain, Katharine passed. 
She walked rapidly, the bleak wind lifting her 
hair, and piercing freezingly to her unsheltered 
bosom. At the end of the avenue, where Lyne- 
don had come bounding to her side, she stopped. 

" He told me a lie — a lie !" she cried. " He 
deceived. nie thbn — even in those olden days : he 
has deceived me now. He is false — all false! 
And I have wrecked my peace on earth — almost 
my hope of heaven — for this mad love of him ! 

" Paul ! — Paul Lynedon ! — ^you love me now 
— I know it ! Heart and soul, you are nrine ! 
But it had been better for you to have torn out 
that false tongue of yours before it uttered that 
lie, the last lie of all — before you told me you 
had never wished to marry Eleanor Ogilvie." 

Ere long her stormy anger passed into weep- 
ing. "I wish to die!" she moaned, "for then 
I should escape sin, and suffer no more sorrow. 
I would have died calmly — believing in him 
still ; though how dearly I loved him, I dared 
not let him know. But now my faith is gone; 
and in the whole wide world I can trust no Hv- 
ing soul !" 

A little longer this subdued wail of a wrecked 
heart was wasted on the silent night ; and then 
Katharine saw lights moving in the house. She 
returned hastily thither, lest her absence should 
have catised surprise. Crossing the hall, sh« 
met Sir Robert and Hugh. 
^ " Really, Katharine, tnese late rambles in the 
grounds are very injurious to health. And you 
have no bonnet! My dear Hugh, you should ♦ 
take better care of your wife,' observed the 
baronet, as he ascended the stairs. 

" Take care of Katharine ! Nay, I can't do 
that. She's a young filly that will neither be led 
nor driven. I have found that out at last," said 
Hiigh, carelessly. iB^i 

Katharine was passing him by, but aMv 
words she turned and looked him in the face. 
Her whole bearing expressed the most intense 
and withering scorn. A strange contrast was 
there between the husband and wife j he, grown 
awkward and heavy, and becoming each day 
coarser in person as in mind — she, with her 
ardent soul flashing in Her eyes and dilating 
her stature, while her slender, beautiful form, 
gradually wasting away, made her seem hardly 
like a creature of this world. 

" What was that you said?" 

" Oh, nothing — nothing !" And Hugh shrank 
away, cowed, before her fixed gaze. " Don't be 
vexed, Katharine, I only meant that you were 
not quite as you used to be ; but I suppose all 
girls change when they marry." 

" Those were not the words. Tell the truth." 

" What's the use, if you know already ?" said 
Hugh, sulkily. " But don't keep me here, ptay ; 
I'm going out." 

She stood in his path still. 

" Stay, Hugh : you said I would neither be 
led nor driven, and you are right ; I will not." 

" I'm sure I don't want to try. Many a hus- 
band might complain of the little attention you 
pay, but I always take it quietly. Still, what 
with your visiting and your literary parties, axu! 
your friends — " 

"Hugh, take care I" Katharine broke in. \ 
^\d\y. ^^1>(> wtiv. M^ m?k A.OO mucli. ^pe&i 

be lot \oiig—TioX Vstt^.^' 
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" Eh ! — ^what ?V — and, struck by her tone, he 
came nearer, and gazed in her excited counte- 
nance with some show of interest. " Poor little 
Katharine I you don't look well — ^you hardly 
seem to know what you're saying. This anxiety 
about Nelly has been too much for you. There, 
be quiet !" 

His words were not without affection, though 
it was expressed in his own careless fashion. 
He stooped down and patted his wife's head with 
his great rough hands. 

The tone and action smote Katharine's heart 
with a remorseful memory of olden days — when 
i^e had known no stronger love than that won 
by the unfailing devotion of cousin Hugh. The 
tborrght drew her nearer to her husband. She 
extended her hand. 

" Forgive me, Hugh. I might have made you 
happier, perhaps. We were not suited for one 
another. We should not have married." 

" I>o you think so ? Well, well, it is too late 
now. You must make the best of me, such as I 
am," said Hugh, in a tone half angry, half sor- 
rowful, as he turned away. 

Katharine caught his hand. "Oh, Hugh — 
good, kind cousin Hugh ! why did you not let 
me call you by that name all our life through ? 
I could have loved you then." 

"And you don't now? Well, I can't help 
that ; I must learn not to mind it." And he 
sighed heavily. 

Again the wife felt a repentant pang. " Hus- 
band, have pity ; my heart is breaking ! Every 
day w6 seem to live only to make each other 
miserable." 

" Well, we shall get rid of one another soon 
— ^for a time, at least. Now Eleanor is better, 
I don't see why I should not go back to the 
grouse-shooting. Fll start to-morrow." 

Moved by a sudden impulse, for which she 
could not then account, though she afterward 
remembered it with comfort, Katharine asked — 
nay implored him to stay at Sununerwood j but 
be refused, somewhat angrily. 

" I never ask you to give up your pleasures, 
Katharine, and I do not see why you should 
interfere with mine. Let us each go our own 



way 



j» 



" Be it so," answered the wif« solemnly. It 
seemed as if the last links of human affection 
and lingering duty were then torn from her, and 
she were cast helplessly upon the wide world of 
desolation, misery, or sin. 

She began to ascend the stairs, and Hugh 
went to the hall-door, seeking for his hat and 
whip. Then he turned round and hesitated. 

" You're not gone, Katharine, are you ?" 

"No, I ^m here." 

" Because we may as well say good-by now, 
for I am riding off to Dickson's about my gun, 
and shan't be home until midnight* and I shall 
start before daylight to-morrow. So give me 
your hand, Katharine. Forgive and forget. 
Perhaps we shall live happier together when I 
come back again. We'll part friends now, at 
aU events." 

She went up to him, and, ft* the first time in 
her life, kissed him of her own accord. In 
\ times to come, the remembered action proved a 
bahn fer many a eonsci^ence^dting, 

Tkus it was that KiUbttritte OgiJtfe parted 
frina bcfr bveb&iid. 



CHAPTER LXI. 

My breast is pressed to thine, Alice, 

My arm is round thee twined ; 
Thy breath dwells on my lip, Allcei 

Like clover-scented wind. 
Love glistens in thy sunny ee, 

And blushes on thy brow. 
Earth's heaven is here to thee and me. 

For we are happy now. 

My hand is on thy heart Alice, 

Sae place thy hand in mine ; 
Now welcome weal or wo, Alice, 

Our love we canna tine. 
Ae kiss ! let others gather gowd 

Frae Hka land or sea ; 
My treasure is the richest yet, 

For, Alice, I hae thee.! 

BOBBRT NiCOL. 

In a few days Eleanor began to feel the 
delicious dreamy calm of waking from bodily 
sickness to convalescence — from anguish of mind 
to dawning hope. Though still Philip came not 
she felt sure that he would come, speeded by 
the love which she doubted not lay deep in his 
heart still. If ever there was a living embodi- 
ment of faith — woman's faith — it was Eleanor 
Ogilvie. She had been all her life full ef trust 
in every human creature. It is the wavering, 
the doubtful, who dream of change ; it is the 
inconstant only who dread inconstancy. 

She lay for hours together on her couch beside 
the drawing-room window, with her meek hands 
folded, and her eyes, now calm as of old, though 
a little more thoughtful, watching the KtSe 
clouds floating over the sky. Then, with the 
almost childlike interest that very trifles give to 
one who is recovering from severe illness, she 
would turn to regard the many gifts of flowers 
or fruit which she was daily receiving, ev6ry 
one of which showed how dearly Eleanor t^'as 
loved. She seemAJi to have passed out of that 
terrible darkness mto a world that was full of 
love. In this deep peace she rested as a child 
lies dreaming in the sunshine — not pondering 
whence it came, or how long it would last, nor 
yet troubled with doubts of her own worthiness. 
She, opening her full heart to all, felt love con- 
tinually around her — God's love and man's j she 
rejoiced therein, and her every thought was a 
mute thanksgiving. Blessed, thrice blessed, are 
they whose souls thus turn heavenward, not iik 
sorrow alone, but also in gladness. And surely 
the sacrifice of a happy spirit must be accept- 
able unto Him, who only suffers His little ofhed 
to walk in sackcloth and ashes for a time, that, 
so chastened. He may lift them to His pre^etfee 
with exceeding joy. 

It was the still, dreamy hush of an autmim 
afternoon, when Philip reached Summerwood. 
He came into Eleanor's presence alone. She 
had fallen asleep : there was a quiet smile play- 
ing round her lips, as though she were dreaming 
happily. It was so, indeed, for the dream had 
borne her to the pleasant palace-garden. She 
sat underneath the old cherry-tree, listening to 
the rustling of its leaves and scented blossoms. 
She heard Philip's voice; she fell the clasp of 
Philip's hfimd ; and then^— oh blessed waking I — 
she found the dream was true ! He knelt b^i<lft 
her coueh, ^«avh^\x^«a>V'it^siiiJEs^«asX.'*^^T^^ 
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Again, as on that mournful night, she extended 
her loving arms. He did not dash them from him 
now — he clasped them wildly round his neck, 
though he could not speak one word. Tl^e next 
moment she was nestling in his breast. 

It was a lon<r time before either broke that 
blessed silence. At last Eleanor looked up in 
his face, and said — 

" You are not angry with me now, Philip ? 
You know all?" 

*' I know nothing, but that I am here, beside 
you, holding you fast — fast ! Oh, Eleanor, neither 
life nor death shall take you away from me ! Say 
that it shall be so, that nothing on earth shall ever 
part us more." 

And softly answering, came to Philip's ear 
the words, which to sorrow are a knell — ^to love 
a dee]^ anthem of perpetual joy — " Never more 
— never more !" 

After a while they began to talk more calmjy. 
** You have asked me nothing, Philip," said Elea- 
nor. " I feel how kind, how tender this is — when 
you have been so tried j but now I must tell you 
all." 

" Tell me nothing, my dearest, save that you 
love me." 

"You thought I did not love you, Philip?" 
and her eyes were lifted to his — a whole life's 
faith expressed in^heir gaze. "You will not 
think so any more?" 

He made no answer — how could he? Oh 
blessed ones ! — thus binding up the hopes of a 
life-time in this perfect union of 

"One-thouglited, never-wandering, guileless love." 

Then Eleanor drew from her bosom Philip's 
letter; that long, mournful letter, to which her 
silence had been such a fatal reply. He shrank 
from the sight of it. 

" Nay, my Philip ! but youmust listen to me 
for a little— only a little, rk must not have 
between us even the shadow of a cloud." And 
she began her tale slowly and cautiously, tr}'ing 
not to mention Mrs. Breynton's name. 

Philip changed countenance at first. " Then 
the rumor was not all false, Eleanor, dearest? 
Why did you not tell me this about Mr. Lyne- 
don?" 

She laid her hand upon his : " Stay one moment 
before you judge me. In those two happy days 
-*-for, with all our trials, they were happy days — 
there was in my heart no thought of any one, 
save — save him who then asked for it ; ay, and 
had it too, almost before he asked." And a 
conscious blush, and dimpling smile, brought 
back to her face its long-vanished playfulness. 

"Eleanor," interrupted her lover, fondly, "you 
look as you did long ago, when we were girl and 
boy together at the palace. You will be my own 
sunny-faced little Nelly again soon." 

" Shall I ?" and her low, glad-hearted laugh 
echoed his own. How childlike are happy lovers ! 

"But, Philip," Eleanor went on, gravely, 

"after that time I did not speak about Paul 

Lynedon, because I thought it scarcely right. 

All love is sacred; hopeless love most sacred 

of all. It seems to me that a woman should not 

betray, even to him who has her whole heart, 

the sufferings o£ euaother who ha'S cast his love 

before ber in vdin. You do not think me wrong ?' ' 

f^No, no: you' are good and true, and com- 

pa^ iomte to all, my dearest." 



" Afterward I was most glad to find that Mr. 
Lynedon had lost all painfulmemory of me. We 
met by chance at Florence, and agam in London, 
when we talked together frankly and cordially, 
as old friends. This happened on that night at 
my brother's, that sad night when — " 

" How mad, how blind, how wicked was I !" 
cried Philip. Then he told her all, passionately 
imploring her forgiveness for every doubt, and 
still more for every harsh and unkind word. 

But she laid her hand on his lips : " Philip, 
you loved — you love me, as I you ; there is no 
need of forgiveness between us. Therefore," 
she added, softly, "in our perfect joy, we have 
more need to show pardon unto those who erred 
against us. Philip, my true Philip, you will 
listen to me a little longer?" 

He sat down by her side, and there, resting 
her head on his shoulder, and holding both his 
hands — as though she would not let him go until 
her influence had subdued any wrath he might 
feel — Eleanor told her betrothed the story of his 
aunt's wickedness. But she did not call it by 
that harsh name : she spoke with most merciful 
tenderness'of the wrong done to both; and spoke 
not of it at all until she had lingered long over 
Philip's childish days, reminding him of every 
olden kindness which could soften his heart 
toward Mrs. Breynton. 

Philip Wychnor was of a gentle spirit, but he 
was also a man. He had become one' even since 
Eleanor had parted from him. The hard strug- 
gle with the world had made every passion in 
his nature ten times stronger. He was stung to 
the quick by the discovery alike of the personal 
wrong, and the deceit, at which his truthful 
spirit revolted. Starting up, he paced the room 
in vehement anser. 

" And it was for this that I asked you t(^tay 
with her, and fulfill the duties I owed ! But "l 
owe her none now : all is blotted out between 
us. Eleanor ! you shall leave her — ^we will 
neither of us look upon her face more. Oh ! if 
she had succeeded in her guilt, and I had known 
the truth too late, I should have' hated — have 
cursed her 1" 

Eleanor half rose from the couch, and gazed 
upon her lover. She saw in the clenched hands 
and knotted brow a new development of his 
character. For the moment she sank back, 
pained and terrified. She learned for the first 
time that a woman must be to the man she loves, 
not merely his joy — his consolation — but the 
softener of his nature — ^the patient soother of 
those stormy passions that will rise at times in 
the best and noblest of mankind. She must take 
him as he is, bearing meekly with aught that she 
sees wrong, striving hopefully to win him to the 
right, and loving him dearly through all. Elea- 
nor felt this, and casting aside the womanly su- 
premacy of Wboing days, she entered on a wife's 
lowly duty ere she bore a wife's name. 

She rose up and tried to walk across the room 
to his side, but her feeble strength failed. 
"Philip," she said, faintly, "I am very weak 
still. I can not reach you. Will you come 
and sit by me again?" 

He did so, still uttering many "words of sup- i 
pressed anger. But he sufi'ered her to take his | 
Viand VvlVi 9, ao^l^ ^ta q\«js^. ^\i<5, vf<iuld not let 
It go aga\x\, W\. ^xftsae^ *\X ^^'a.^ \» V'st \«3»ofa2i. 
as \\io\xgVi t\ift Tpewift ^xA lot%\M^xvfe«^ 'Cqsv^hi^x^ ' 
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thus pass into her lover's storm-ve^ed heart. 
Yet she did not attempt to speak for a long time. 
At last she whispered — 

*' Philip, when that future comes which we 
have hoped for all our lives, and to which we 
sow look forward, think how happy we shall be 
-^-so happy that we ought to pray that all the 
world may be happy too ! And when we ^row 
old together, still lovino^ one another, until time's 
changes come so lightly that we fear them not, 
then we shall feel, much more than we do now, 
what a terrible thing must be an old age, lonely 
and without love. We could not, even though 
wronged, inflict this bitter desolation on Aer." 

"Eleanor, why do you speak thus? What 
do you wish me to do ? But I can not do it — it 
is impossible. I will not — I ought not!" he 
continued, without waiting for her answer. 

She did not contradict him, but only said, 
softly, *' Do you think we could be quite happy, 
even in — in our own dear home— ^' she hesi- 
tated, faintly blushing; but repented not the 
words when she saw how on hearing them his 
countenance relaxed, and his firm-set lips trem- 
bled with emotion. " Could we be quite happy, 
e.ven there," she repeated, "when we must for- 
ever forget those okien days at the palace, and 
think that there was one name, once loved by 
both, which we could not utter more — we, too, 
who have neither father nor mother to claim the 
loving duty which we once hoped to pay to her ? 
Let us pa^ it still, Philip," she continued, finding 
that no bitter answer came, and that the hand 
fihe held pressed "hers convulsively. " Let us 
place no bar between us and the past — let us 
nave no shadow of regret to dim our happiness. 
Philip, dearest, best! — in whom I trust, and 
have trusted all my life — forgive her !" 

"I would — ^I would — if this wrong were only 
against myself. But you, ray darling — ^you who 
tended her like a daughter ; she had no pity on 
you." 

" She knew not what she was doing *, I feel 
sure she loved me all the while. And now, oh 
Philip! if you could see her repentance — ^her 
tears! At the thought of your coming she 
trembled like a child. And she is so changed — 
80 feeble — ^so old ! Philip, look — look there !" 

She pointed to the lawn beneath the window. 
There, creeping slowly along in the autumn 
sunshine, was a stooping, aged woman, who, 
even with the aid of the servant on whose arm 
she leaned, appeared to move wearily and pain- 
fully. 

Philip started up. " Is that aunt Breynton — 
poor aunt Breynton?" 

"It is, indeed! See how feebly she walks, 
even with Davis's arm. Poor, faithful Davis is 
herself growing old, but her mistress has no one 
else. And Philip, dear Philip, your arm is so 
strong ! Think how we two are entering life— 
a life full of love, hope, and joy — ^while she — " 

"Hush, hush, dQ.rling; 'say no more." He 
pressed a kiss on her forehead, and was gone 
from the room. The next minute she saw him 
walking quickly down the lawn. Eleanor could 
look no more ; she sank down on the pillow, and 
wept tears more holy, more joyful, than even 
those so lately shed in reconciled love on Philip's 
bosom. 

Her work was done. It was ohromc\ed \>y 
00 bumaa toagae-^^oted by ao human eye 



Only when, a few weeks after, she sat with 
Philip and Philip's aunt, listening to the reculing 
of the Holy Book, which sounded holier still in 
the Sabbath silence of the old cathedral, Eleanor 
heard Vhe words — 

" Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall 
inherit the kingdom of heaven — " 

With her, the blessedness had begun even on 
earth. 

Yet a little we would fain linger with these 
twain on that day of happiness and peace ; we 
would fain see them as they talked in the quiet 
autumn evening, watching the sunset. Eleanor 
still rested on her couchj while Philip sat by 
her side, her finders wandering in his hair. She 
counted, laughingly, one — two^three — ^white 
threads among the mir silken curls ; at which he 
seemed to murmur greatly, seeing he was not 
thirty yet. But they had no fear of growing 
old, now. 

They talked of all which had chanced to Philip 
during these years of varied fortime. He told 
her of the phases through which his mind had 
passed, of the new life that had dawned within 
him, and of the earnest aim with which he now 
followed an author's calling. Eleanor saw that 
to him there had come a change — or, rather, 
less a change than a growth. He had risen to 
the full strength of a man — and a man of gen- 
ius ; he was conscious of it, too, and the high 
and noble ambition born of such consciousness 
was in him almost as strong as love itself. His 
betrothed felt this, but the Knowledge ^ave her 
no pain. Her woman's heart, to which love 
was all, could at first scarcely comprehend the 
mystery ; but ere long it would all ^row plain, 
she knew. The most tender and high-hearteid 
woman, on whom falls the blessed but solemn 
destiny to be the wife of one endowed with 
Heaven's greatjdft of genius, must ever feel 
that there are dtfms in his soul into which she 
can not look — depths which are open only to the 
eye of God. Shame be to her if her mean, 
jealous love should desire to engross all; or, 
standing between him and the Infinite to which 
he aspires, should wish to darken with one 
earthly shadow the image of the Divine ! 

Thus they together held glad yet thoughtful 
converse, as was meet for those who would soon 
enter on life's journey hand-in-hand. They talk- 
ed but little of their worldly future, since it was 
all plain before them now; 8uid both had far 
higher thoughts than counting of gold and sil- 
ver store, and planning a luxurious home. Once 
only Philip called her "his fair heiress, his rich 
Eleanor," and asked smilingly whether the world 
would not contemn her for marrying a poor 
author. 

But she only smiled in return. The love be- 
tween them was so perfect, that which gave or 
which received mattered not. The act was 
merely a name. 

Then the twilight grew dimmer, the room 
darkened, and through the window whence they 
had gazed .on the sunset they looked up at a sky 
all thick with stars. The words of the betrothed 

5 air became fewer and more solemn, though ten- 
er still. From the earthly path which they 
would tread together^ their thftvs.^%s» xssx^^^ ns^ 

T\iey s^V^— «^ . ^tjkAsX^^vx ^^^^\«2^^>=^ 
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— they spo)ce of this ; and then there came upon 
their lips a few beloved names, whose sound had 
passed from earth to heaven. The mother, 
could she have bent down from the eternal home, 
might have heard that even amidst this blessed- 
ness her child remembered her ; and the young 
spirit, sb early taken, might have rejoiced to 
Jmow that the thought of poor Leigh lingered in 
his friend's fond memory still. 

Thus, folded closely heart to heart, Philip and 
Eleanor looked up to the starry sky, and thank- 
ed Heaven for the love that would bless and 
brighten earth, until it attained its full fruition 
in eternity. 



CHAPTER LU. 

Thus it was always with me wlien with the^ 

And I forget my purpose and my wrongs 

In looking and in loving. 

To say that thuu didst love me ? Curse the air. 

That bore the sound to me ! 

There is no blasphemy in love, but doubt: 

No sin, init to deceive. 

Now I forgive thy having loved onother, 

And I forgive— but never mind it now ; 

I have fon^iven so mooh, there's nothing left 

To make more words about. Answer mc not, 

Let me say what I have to say. Then— go ! 

Philip Baiukt. 

Paul Lynedon had been whirled through life 
like a stray autumn leaf, the sport of every breeze 
of impulse or circumstance. An instinctive no- 
bleness had kept him free from any great sin^ 
and his strong aesire for the world's good opin- 
ion served frequently to deter him from smeiiler 
errors. But he never did a thing solely because 
it was right. Interest bld^ inclination were with 
him motives far more powerful than any abstract 
love of virtue. 

Thus he sufiered himself to be drifted idly 
on by any chance current, ai^RM probably dur- 
ing his whole life known no fixed principle or 
real emotion, until every impulse of his. being 
concentrated itself in passion for Katharine- 
Ogilvie. Perhaps the very hopelessness of this 
love made it ten times stronger, for there was 
still in Lynedon's character that strange contra- 
riety which made every thing more precious in 
the decree that it seemed unattainable. 

Of tne end he never thought any more than 
Katharine. He was not an evil-hearted man ; and 
if he had been such, this love had so purified his 
nature, that against her, at least, he could not sin. 
He could only cast his soul at her feet, worshiping 
with mute, lifted hands and covered face, that 
dared not even by one glance ask for an answer- 
ing love. 

Until now ! — On that early morning, when he 
walked by her side along tiie avenue at Summer- 
wood, Paul Lynedon had been startled by the few 
words which the strong, pent-up tide of emo- 
tion had forced fVom Katharine's lips. Could it 
be that the girlish admiration over which he had 
once smiled complacently — though he now clung 
Jto its memory with an intense and lingering 
fondness, of which he then little dreamed — could 
it be that this was indeed the dawn of a far deep- 
er feeling? Had she then loved — and, O bliss- 
A] thought, that made his heart leap with des- 
peratejoyl did she love him now ? 
Paul saw Katharine no more that day, but on 
tlie next there had reached him the letter to 



Piiilip Wychnor, accompanied by a single word, 
'^Remember!'' He flew on his almost forgot- 
ten mission with a joyful speed. That mission 
fulfilled, he longed for its guerdon — a look, a 
word, a smile ; and though without any s^tled 
purpose, save the impulse which drew him con- 
tinually to her side, Paul Lynedon found himself 
on the road to Summerwood. 

There was one only whose winged feet had 
outstripped even his own — Philip Wychnor. 
But the bright, holy sunbeam of love tra^veled 
faster than ue mad whirlwind of passion. 

Lynedon came when the night was closing in. 
He had dashed his swift horse along thrmigli 
the still evening ; he had left behind him, with- 
out one glance, the gorgeous sunset on which 
the happy plighted lovers had gazed so linger- 
ingly. But Paul saw nothing in earth or heaven 
save the shadowy image that flitted before him, 
beckoning him on witn the likeness of Katha^ 
rine's eyes and Katharine's smile. Not as these 
usually met him, freezing his heart with their 
cold haughtiness, or torturing him with way- 
ward anger — but softened, tearful, and tremulous 
with love. The strong fantasy almost over- 
whelmed him. 

He stood within the hall at Summerwood^ and 
the madness came upon him with an added 
power. It was the same spot — the dim old hall, 
half illiunined by the lamp. Beneath this 
flickering light he had once ^azed down upon 
the girlish face, whose sorrowtul sweetness won 
from him that parting kiss. It was nothing to 
him then, but he remembered it now with a 
thrill that sped lightning-like through his frame. 

" Sir Robert," the servant said, '''• was engaged 
with Parliamentary business in the drawing- 
room ; Miss Qgilvie was in the drawing-room,, 
but she saw no visitors as yet ; and Mrs. Ogil- 
vie — '* 

" Ask if Mrs. Ogilvie will see me for a few 
moments. And meanwhile I will go in here." 

He laid his hand — half by chance, half through 
a wayward impulse that sprang from these 
thronging memories of the pastr— on the door of 
the room where Sir James had died. 

There, in the same arm-chair where Paul 
had found the pale, sorrowful girl of old, sat 
Katharine ; but her attitude was not as then — 
that of gentle, musing grief — it expressed the 
utter abandonment of despair. She leaned over 
the arm of the chair, her head bowed, and her 
clasped hands stretched out rigidly. So deep 
was the trance that she heard not Paul Lyne- 
don's step until he stood beside her. 

" Katharine !" 

" Mr. Lynedon 1 yaa dare to—" She ^rang 
up and confronted him wHh her gleaming eyes. 
Bat the flash passed in a moment. "Pardon 
me, but I think you forget yourself" — and the 
cold, severe tone fell upon his vehemence like 
ice upon fire : " our friendship, or rather our 
acquaintance, scarcely warrants this intrusion." 

" Acquaintance, Mrs. Ogilvie ! You talk ot 
acquaintance, when — " 

But again, for the hundreth time, her look 
froze him into stone. He stopped^ hesitated, 
and was silent. 

" This is a late visit. To what may I attri« 
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Bat be couid not go on thus, for he was in her 
presence — he felt the spell that lay in every 
movement of her hand — every rustle of her Gar- 
ments. All his love rushed back upon him like 
a flood. *'What — what have I done to offend 
you ?" he cried. ** Have I not been journeying 
day and niffht to fulfill your command ? — a com- 
mand blindly obeyed — to what end I know not !'^ 
mad once more a quick, jealous pang smote him, 
goading him on to still wilder words. ** I had 
not thought our meeting would be thus. If I 
have done wrong, tell me — and then, then — ^in 
mercy forgive me." 

** For tms long, and somewhat unwarrantable 
speech, certainly 1" answered Katharine. 'T 
am not aware of aught else of your doing, which 
is to me of sufficient importance even to need 
forgiveness. And now allow me to thank you 
for your kind offices in this matter, and to hope 
that you also will grant me pardon for having so 
for encroached on your courtesy." 

" Courtesy ! you call it courtesy ! Well, let 
it be so; you will never, never know!" said 
Lynedoa, hoarsely. He sank on a chair at a 
Httle distance, and bent his face from her sight. 

Katharine looked upon him— this careless, 
jproud man — as he crouched and trembled be- 
lore her. " I have triumphed — I triumph now ! ' * 
she said in her heart; and its throbs of glad 
vengeance rose higher and higher, until they 
sank, stilled by the stronger power of love. 
But she dreaded the calm and the silence more 
than the storm. 

"Mr. Lynedon," she said, speaking less 
ooldly, but brokenly and hurriedly, " I will not 
detain you here ; I am not well ; I have suffered 
so much." 

" You are ifl ? you suffer ?" and he sprang to 
her side. She moved away from him ; not 
pointedly, but firmly. 

" It is nothing ; merely caused by anxiety on 
my sister's account. You do not ask about 
her." 

" Pardon mo : I think of nothing except — 
except — " 

" She is recovering," interrupted Mrs. Ogil- 
vie, turning away froni his aaze of wild fond- 
ness ; " ana lest there shouM seem any thing 
strange in this mission which yoa have kindly 
accoDk^shed, I think it. due both to Eleanor and 
myself that I should acquaint you with its rea- 
son. It may give you surprise, perhaps unwel- 
come surprise"— and the tone grew cold and 
scornful once more — " to learn that Mr. Wych- 
nor and my sister have been affianced lovers for 
years." 

" Indeed ! I half thought — ^that is, I guessed. 
Of course I am most delighted," was Lynedon's 
Mtnewhat confused answer.. 

Katharine's pieroine eyes were upon him. 
"You need not use idle words; you need not 
let your tongue belie you again;" she said, 
vainly striving against the storm of anger that 
was once more brooding. " It shows small re- 
spect for Eleanor, when her sometime wooer 
condescends to a needless falsehood in order to 
conceal this lov^." 

Lyndon staggered, as though every word 
uttered by that low, clear voice had been an 
arrow in his breast. " Love ! you think, then, 
iJrnt J loved Eleanor Ogiivie I — Listen — " 
'^'Najr, my sister requires no excuse.^' 
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*^ And I i^ve none : but I speak to you — ^you, 
Katharine. If you could slay me with that look, 
I would — ^I will call you so," cried Paul, trans* 
ported out of himself. ** Listen, Katharine — stitt 
Katharine, I came here, first, a mere dreamer, 
with the years of a man «uid the folly of a bogr : 
your cousin's sweetness pleased me ; her indif^- 
ference spurred me on to an idle fancy. Men 
have many such which they call love, as I dtd,^ 
until the true love comes ! Katharine, I know 
now, to my misery — ^to my despair — ^I know 
what it is to Iwe /" 

He paused a moment. Katharine's eyes sought 
his face, and then turned feariiilly to the closed 
door, as though in fliffht alone would she save 
herself from the gathering doom. But her 
strength fi&iled ; she sank helplessly on the chair. 

Lynedon stood over her, his impetuous words 
pouring on her ear like a torrent which she 
could neither resist nor control. 

" You must, you shall hear me yet. I tell yoa 
that I know now what love is. Love ! love ! 
the word rings ever in my brain, my senses, my 
soul ! Who taught it me ? When I had passed 
my youth — when my heart had grown cold with 
its dull pulses of five^and-thirty years — ^who was 
it that put life therein — fearful, torturing, and 
yet most glorious life ? If heaven and heU stood 
between us, .1 must cry out, as I do now, Take 
this life which you brought; it is yours, all 
yours, for I love you— I love you, Katharine 
Ogiivie !" 

He sank at her feet, and kissed {>assionate]y. 
not her hands, though they lay passive and cola 
on her knee, Irat her very dress. The impetuous 
speech once ended, he dflired not even lift his 
eyes to her face ; he trembled lest her first word 
should crush him in the dust. But that word 



did not come ; she neither moved nor ^oke. 

"Katharine," JiH went on — and his tone sank 
from vehemencl^% the deepest murmur of 
tenderness — " Katharine, forgive me. I am so 
wretched; I have no hope in heaven or earth 
but you. Think what a fearful thinff it is for 
me to love you thus ! — ^you who — But I dare 
not speak of that. Nay, you need not draw your 
hand away ; I shall not take it. I ask nothing, 
hope for nothing ; only do not spurn me-^o not 
drive me from you I" 

She moved, and looked down upon him for all 
instant ; but m her eyes there was less of love 
than or terror. He met them, still, and drew 
from them courage. 

" I say not, Love me as I love. You do not 
— ^you can not. Only be meroifUl and gentle to 
me, for the sake of those olden days. Have yoa 
forgotten them, Katharine ?«-4iow here, in thit 
very room, in this very chair, you sat, and I 
comforted you ? You were scarce more than a 
child, though you were dear to me even then- 
why, I knew not. Katharine I my Katharinrl 
do you remember?" 

"Remember?" She started up, silent and 
trembling no more. "Yes, I do remember.' 
And now that the time has come, you shall know 
all. Listen, Paul!" 

" You call me Paul ! Oh, kindest and dearest, 
you call me Paul !" murmured Lynedon. 

" Again, Paui I — ^tVtfsvi^ ^«^ ^>a \l\s^ *5*» 

came. XoBL ^wafc, v^WV ^^^ ^«^^^^ 
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your sabduing tenderness ; you n^de me be- 
lieve it all — me, a simple girl, guted, to my 
misery, with a woman'^ heart! See, I speak 
without a blush or a sigh — ^these are past now. 
• Paul Lynedon, I loyed you then — I have loved 
you all my life through — ^I love you now, dearly, 
dearly! But I tell you this for the first time 
and the last, for you shall never look on my face 
more." 

*^ Katharine, have mercy!" 

*^ You had none ! Oh, why did you deceive 
me? Why did your lips speak falsely— ay, 
more than speak?" and Katharine shuddered. 
*' Why did your hand write what your heart felt 
not? And I, who loved, who trusted you so, 
until I heard — But I can not think of it now 
— ^it drove me mad ! Now, when we might have 
been so happy, it is too late ! too late !" 

Her voice sank into a low, broken weeping. 
There was a silence — a terrible silence, and then 
Katharine felt her hand drawn in his. She 
^lifted herself up, almost with a cry. 

" You can not — ^you dare not take my hand. 
See ! see !" Snatching it away, she pomted to 
the golden symbol it bore — ^the wedding-ring ! 

Lynedon sprang madly to his feet. ^^ Kath- 
arine, there is no pity in heaven or earth for us 
—I say ut, because you love me. I know it 
now ; I see it in your anger as in your tears — 
those blessed tears ! Oh, Katharine. I can not 
weep, but I could pour out my heart s blood for 
you !" 

Again he paused, and then went on speaking 
in a Tow, rapid whisper. " Tell me — for I know 
nothing — nothing, except that I am almost mad ! 
— tell me what we must do. Shall I end all 
this? Katharine, my lost Katharine! shall I 
die?" 

^*No, no, no!" and she unconsciously seized 
Lynedon's hands. ^* Hush, ^uil ! be calm, let 
me think a moment." ^^ 

She began to talk soothingly, leaning over 
him the while, and trying to speak in quiet and 
gentle tones. 

Then Paul Lynedon forgot all — ^honor, duty, 
even love ; for the love that would destroy is un- 
worthy of the name. 

'^Katharine," he murmured, ^'the world shuts 
us out, or will do soon. It may be that Heaven 
ifi more merciful than man. Let us try ! Let 
us go far away together — ^to some land beyond 
^e seas — ^to some Eden where love is no longer 
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Katharine looked at him for an instant, with 
a frenzied, incredulous gaze. Then she un- 
clasped his hand, which had onoe more taken 
hers ; flung it from her, and sprang upright. 

" Paul Lynedon, I know you now ! You 
have darkened my peace — ^you have made me a 
scorn, a loathing to myself— but you shall not 
slay my soul. Go— go from ray sight forever!" 

He Aung himself on the ground, kissing her 
dress, her feet; but there was no relenting. 
She stood, with lifted hand, pointing to the door 
—moveless, silent, stern. 

" Katharine, I will obey you — ^I will go," he 
cried, at last. " I will never cross your path 
again. Only forgive me ! One word— one look 
— to say farewell !" 
But there she stood immovable in her stony 
silence. Beneath it his own passionate heart 
S^rew stiU and cold. He rose up, pressed Vda 



lips once more to her garment's hem, and then 
prept humbled from her sight. The door clDsed, 
and Katharine was alone. 

That night there came a messenger to Snm- 
merwood, with tidings awful indeed! Death 
had struck the young heir in the midst of his 
careless sports. Death ! sudden death ! occa- 
sioned unwittingly by his own hand. Poor 
Hugh — ^kind-hearted, good-natured Hugh, was 
brought home to Summerwood, dead I 

Katharine Ogilvie was a widow. 



CHAPTER LHI. 

*Twere sweet to think of— sweeter still 

To hope for — that this blessed end soothes up 
The curse of the beginning : but I know 
It comes too late. 

BOBKRT BroWHIKO. 

It was all over; and the unloving wife was 
free! 

Free ! when she was haunted perpetually by 
an avenging voice, bringing back to her memory 
the false marriage-vow — so rashly taken, so 
nearly broken — ^the duties unfulfilled — ^the aflSec- 
tion unvalued, and requited with scorn. It was 
a fearful picture of a wasted life— wasted by the 
one withering shadow — the love which placed 
the Human in the stead of the Divine. 

By night and day the young widow watched 
in mute agony beside her husbtfind's coffined re- 
mains. Father, mother, friends, went away 
weeping, and saying to one another, ^' See how 
dearly she loved him!" But Katharine shud- 
dered to hear them, knowing that it was less 
grief she felt, than a bitter, gnawing remorse, 
which cried ever aloud, ^'It is 'too late — too 
late !" 

She thought of her childish days — of Hugh's 
old tenderness, so ccHnstant and yet so humble — 
of his patience and forbearance during their brief 
married life. Hiroughout that married life she 
had met her husband^s unsuspicious gaze, know- i 
in^ that she carried in her soul a secret that 
might destroy his peace forever. And when the 
end came, she had sufTered Paul Lynedon to 
kneel at her feet, giving and receivii^ the con- 
fession of erring bve. She had felt, with that 
love, the glow of hatred toward him who stood 
between her and happiness. Nay, there had 
darted across her mind the thought, scarcely 
formed into a wish, that some * strange fate 
would set her free. And even then the thought 
was accomplished. She had withstood the 
tempter, she had kept her marriage-vow, and 
yet she felt almost like Hugh's murderess. At 
times her bewildered mind strove to palliate the 
wrong by the self-same plea. She remembered 
that Lynedon's passionate words had been poured 
out unto a widow — not a wife ; and that she her- 
self, in repulsing them, had kept faithful — even 
to the dead. 

*-And I will still be faithful!" she cried. 
"Oh, my husband 1 if I sinned against you then, 
accept the atonement now ! Never, never shall 
my hand clasp his — never shall Hugh's widow 
became Paul Lynedon's bride I Husband ! if I 
sacrificed your peace, I will offer up myself ( 
wilVi «w Yvie's ^o^ «ja mv «.\fiiU'^Ta«,wt. on your 
grave V 
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words*— deep was the shame that uttered them ; 
but stronger and deeper than either remorse or 
shame was the undying love which had created, 
and yet withered, the life-destiny of Katharine 
Ogilvie. 

Hugh rested in the little church at Summer- 
wood, beneath a gorgeous monument. Sir Rob- 
ert had deplored less the death of an affectionate 
son-in-law than the extinction of a baronetcy 
two hundred years old. This antiquity, chron- 
icled in golden letters beneath the weeping 
marble cherubim, for the benefit of ages to come, 
was at least some slight consolation to the be- 
reaved father-in-law. 

Eleanor wept many an affectionate tear over 
the brother who was so different from herself, 
and with whom, through life, she had held little 
intercourse. And then she went away from 
Summerwood, to fulfill once more the self-as- 
sumed duties of a daughter, until they should 
merge in those of a wife. 

Ail the long winter Katharine spent in soli- 
tude. " Atonement — atonement !" was the cry 
of her anguished spirit, and she strove to work 
out that penance by shutting from her heart 
every thought save the memory of her husband 
— every pleasure save that which grew out of 
duties fulfilled. The mother mourned no longer 
over her careless daughter-, Katharine tended 
her with a contrite tenderness that was almost 
painful to behold. She clung with a vehement 
intensity to this pure love, the only one on which 
tier memory dared rest in the past — the only one 
to which she looked for comfort in the future. 

So she lived, binding down every impulse in 
her nature with an iron will, born of remorse. 
She imitated the martyrs of old, who thought to 
win atonement by inflicting on themselves a 
living death. But they only tortured the body ; 
Katharine did penance with the soul. The self- 
conflict was vain, for it sprang from proud re- 
morse,* not humble penitence. Her sorrow could 
not wash away the suffering or the sin, for the 
drops that fell were not tears, but fire. 

From the time when she drove him from her 
presence, Katharine had never heard of Paul 
Lynedon. It was her prayer — the prayer of her 
lips, at least — ^that she might never see him more. 
And when the .gloom of winter passed, and the 
spring came out upon the earth, creating vague 
yearnmgs after hope and love, Katharine still 
sought to deaden them with prayer. But its 
very utterance only made it the more false. 
Evermore, piercing through remorse, indigna- 
tion, and shame, rose up the face which she had 
last seen bowed before her in such agonizing 
pleading, lessYor love than for pardon. And 
one day she saw that face — not in fancy, but in 
reality. 

She was on her knees beside her father, in the 
church at Summerwood. The Sabbath sunshine 
slanted at once on the stately monument of her 
husband, and on her own drooped head, hidden 
by the thick widow's vail. She lifted it, and 
beheld Paul Lynedon. 

He sat in a dark comer of the church, intently 
watching her. As Katharine rose, their eyes 
met, and a numbing coldness crept through ner 
veins. Still, she had power to answer the gaze 
with another, fixed, freezing, proud*, and then 
she turned awaj, nor Jifted her eyes again, save^ 
to the marble t&blet which should mark the dit- 



ference between the erring wife of the living, 
and the repentant widow of the dead. She 
looked no more toward Lynedon, but she felt his 
eyes upon her, and his influence around her. It 
seemea to encompass her with a dim, confused 
mist, through which she heard the priest's voice 
and the organ's sound indistinctly as in a dream. 
In vain she tried to break the spell, driving her 
thoughts back to the past — to the death-cham- 
ber — to the tomb beneath her very feet, where 
the young man was laid in the strength of his 
youth, hidden in darkness from the sunshine and 
theXresh breeze, and all those pleasures of nature 
Which he had loved so well. Katharine gathered 
up these images of pain and laid them to her 
soul, but they could not press from it the one 
image which transcended all the rest. When 
she passed out of the church, clinging helplessly 
to her father's arm. Sir Robert staid a moment, 
and Katharine's eyes, impelled by an uncontroll- 
able power, looked back for an instant. 

Lynedon watched her yet. She could not still 
the rapture of her heart — no, not though the spot 
she stood upon was her husband's ^rave. 

From that day she knew that wherever she 
went his presence encompassed her. If she 
walked, she saw a shadow gliding beneath the 
trees ; if she rode, there echoed Tar in the dis- 
tance the tramp of a horse's feet. At night, 
when all were gone to rest, she heard beneath 
her window a footstep that paced there for hours 
in the silence and the darkness. And Katharine, 
who so long ago had distinguished, above all oth- 
ers, that firm, slow, manly tread, knew that this 
watcher by night as by day was indeed Paul 
Lynedon. 

^ Thus weeks passed. She never saw his face 
except at ohurcn, and then he always crept into 
the shadow. Aniid though once or twice she un- 
wittingly looked that way, it was with the cold- 
ness and sternnesi^that became the insulted wife, 
the widow of Hugh Ogilvie. 

But this could not last. One morning — it was 
so early that the April dews yet glistened in the 
sunshine — Katharine took her solitary walk to a 
glade in the park, which had been her favorite 
haunt in her girlhood. She had brought him 
there long ago, and they had spent an hour's 
happy talk together, sitting on a fallen tree, 
half-covered with ivy, while she sang. He had 
carved thereon her initials, and his own. They 
were there still : Katharine moved aside the ivy 
which had wreathed round them, and bent ten- 
derly over this record. of the past. 

And then, as he sprang from the shadow (^ 
the trees, she saw Lynedon stand before her. 

Her first impulse was to fly, but she had no 
strength, not even to utter the stern command 
which rose to her lips ; and when she looked on 
him again, the words were silenced by another 
feeling. He was so changed, so haggard in 
face, so bent in form, that be might have borne 
the burthen of more than forty years. The deep 
eye had grown wild and restless, the brow was 
marked with many a line, and the dark, beauti- 
ful hair was threaded with gray. He stood 
there, and only uttered one word-— 

"Katharine!" 

Hearing it, she rose.^ axtdk ^«t «^^:^ ^3m&«i^^ 

Pau\L.^t«Aaii\ XQa^«x^\»^^««^^'5^^ 
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• But he only answered to the wrath with an 
Meant— tender, humble, dei^pairing — "Katha- 
Wie!" 

Once more she looked upon him, and her tone 
■efteoed. ^^ You must not come here — ^you must 
leiive me. Still you move not? Then I go.'' 

*^ Katharine, one word !" 

*^ Do not speak— do not follow me. Tou can 
jMdt — ^you dare not. Ay, that is well." He moved 
•»de : and she passed on a lew steps, and then 
' U^rned. He had fallen on the ivy-oovered tree, 
las head lyinjg on the spot where he had carved 
Imr name. 

Katharine oould struggle no more. ^' Paul I 
Paul 1" and she stretch-out her hands. 

He spranff forward, and pressed them to his 
^Nreast — ^his orow ; but the next moment she had 
ipatched them away with a cry. 

*^l dare not^ I dare not, Paul. Speak no wor^ 
1^ tt> from my sight.'' 

^^ I will go, if you desire. Only say that you 
len^ive me. Oh, Katharine, if I sinned, I have 
illj^ered too !" 

"We have both sinned, and we must both 
vnffer ; it is our doom. We must never look on 
^NK^h other's faoe again." 

" Have you no mercy now, when y(M are free 
-^w4ien it is no crime in the sight of earth or 
lieaven for us to love one another? Katharine," 
%e continued, oatchiiu^ her arm, and holding it 
m his firm grasp, " 1 remember what you sajid 
to me that night — ay, every word — how you 
Wve loved me all your life. Yes, and you love 
#6 still 1 I saw your tears i«dt but now, and I 
llBew it was at the remembrance of me. See, 
you tremble, you shrink : ' Katharine, yon shall 
iKot part from me." And be spoke m a few, 
4lliperate tone. " I tell you, whether i$ is right 
'«r wrung, you shaJti be my wife." 

She felt his power upon her, gathering over 
lier like a cloud of destiny, Ihrough whioh she 
could not pierce. She renaained so mute, so 
frozen, tha^t Lynedoo was terrified. 

"Katharine, speak to me; say that I have 
j^ot angered you. L(>ok on me, and see what I 
have endured. For these weeks past I have 
tracked your walks, only to catch a glimpse of 
your dress, or see the print of your footsteps j 
then at night I have prowled, like a thief, under 
your winctow, watching while you slept. But I 
dared not enter your presence; I would never 
Iiave done so, save that I saw you weeping here. 
1^ not this love? is not this penitence ?" 

She looked at him, only once ; but he gather- 
'•d courage, and went on. "Why should we 
not be haj^y? If we erred, you will ^rdon 
l^e, and Heaven will forgive us both. Katha- 
Wi», you shall bring back to me my youth, you 
ihall make me what you will ; we wiU live over 
^gain the happy past." 

"Not the past," cried Katharine; "we have 
it0 past we dare not; have." 

" Bat we have a futuxe-^that is, if you hear 

My words, and forsake me not. If otherwise, 

l^tharine, shall I tell you what you will do?" 

iind, as Paul stood over her, his wild eyes 

sought hers, shaking more even than his words. 

•^You will drive me ftom you, a vagabond on 

fk0 6ifie of the e^fth, : tU&re is no evd which I 

4fiaJJ not coimm% Or eiso I shall die — die miser- 

^Jjr,. P^rbapB bjf^my own- hand.'* 

*'JVb, aq, Parul—my Paul I you shall not dift j 



I will save you if J peril my hope of heaven for 
your sake !" was the bitter cry that burst from 
KathjBurine's heart and lips, as she clasped botli 
his hands and held them long, weeping over 
them passionately. 

Lynedon made her sit down on the fsdlen tree, 
while he threw back the vail from her face, and \ 
removed from her fair head, so youthful still, the 
tokens of widowhood. As he did so, he cast 
them ibwn with a violent gesture and trampled 
them under foot/ Then l^ took her hand and 
began to draw from it the wedding-ring; but 
Katharine sprang from his side. 

"Paul, I am very guilty, but it is for you; 
you should not torture me thus. Listen. When 
my husband — hush ! . I will call him so still, for 
he was good to me — when my husband (Ued, I 
vowed to atone unto the dead for my sin t6« 
ward the living. I said in my heart, solemnly 
and truly, then, that I would never be your wile. 
Now I break that vow — the second I hav« 
broken for you. Paul, it is a fearful thing to 
have this upon my soul. You must be kind and 
tender to me — ^you must let me wait a year- 
two years — until all this horror has passed, and 
then—" 

" You will be mine — my own wife ?" cried 
Lynedon, joyfully. He knelt beside her on the 

grass, and would have folded her ia his arms, 
ut Katharine dr^ back. 

" Not yet, not yet," she muttered. " It seems 
as though he stood between us— he, my husband 
— he will not let me come to you. This happi- 
ness will be too late ! I know it will." 

And while she spoke she drew her breath 
with a deep sigh, and put her hand suddenly to 
her heart. 

" What ails you, Katharine, my darling Katha* 
riae ?" cried Lynedon, anxiously. 

" Nothing — the pain will pass soon — I am 
used to it. Let me rest my head here," she 
answered faintly. He stood by her side, aad^ 
she leaned against his arm in silence for a few 
minutes. Then she looked up wit^^a sad, grave 
smile. ^^I am well now, Paul, thank you! You 
see I make you my comfort and support al- 
ready." , 

" Dearest, how happy am I ! May it be ever 
so !" was the low, loving answer. Her face was 
hid from him, or he would have seen that there 
passe<^ over it a spasm of agony awakened by 
his words. 

Then it was that Katharine felt the curse of 
a granted prayer. The death so madly longed 
for was now a horrible doom ! To die, in the 
midst of youth and hope I to leave him — to go 
into the still, dark grave, without the blessing 
of his love — it was fearful ! 

"Paul, Paul, save me!" she almost shrieked. 
"Hold me in your arms — ^£ftst-^fast! — Do not 
let me die 1" 

He thought her words were mere ravings, 
and asked no questions, but soothed her tenderly. 
After a while she spoke againj not wildly, but 
solemnly. 

" Paul, a little while since I told you that it 
must be a year or more before you made me 
yours. But I shall not live till then." 

He looked anxiously on her face and form' 
T^\ieTe Nvaa ivo o\x\.^mA. «i^\t oC vrasted health, 
so \xe smiXed. c^tiA?} . 
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^bftll live mao^r liappy fears. I will end aUl 
such forebodiags when you give me the right t9 
do so — when you let me call yoa wife." 

"You may call me so when you will," an- 
swered Katharine, in a low tone. " A month, 
a week — ay, who knows how soon the end naay 
come ! But I will defy fate ! Paul — my Paul 
— my only love !" — and she threw herself upoa 
his breast, clinging to him wildly — " I will not 
be torn from you-^I will live until that blessed 
day!" 

Lynedon, only too joyful thus to win his 
bride, overwhelmed her with the outburst of his 
happiness. He counted all her fears as an idle 
dream ; and ere they left the deli, he had fixed 
the first May-morning for their marriage-day. 

"It will indeed be May-time with us then," 
he said, as with an almost boyish fondness he 
leaned over her and fastened her bonnet. " And 
this dear head shall have that hateful vail do 
more, but a bridal garland." 

" And afterward — afterward !" murmured Ka- 
tharine. But she drove back the chilling horror 
— ^she looked in the glad face of her bridegroom 
•"-Hshe leaned on his ana as they walked slowly 
on, with sunshine and flowers, and birds singing 
every where around them. 

Could it be that over all this bUss frowned 
the heavy shadow of Death ? ^ 



CHAPTER LIV. 

Scarce I beed 
These pangs. Yet thee to leave is death— is death indeed * 

Yet seems it, even whHe lifers last pulses mn, 

A sweetness in the cCip of death to be, 

Lord of my bos(Mn*s love, to die beholding thee ! 

Campbkll. 

Katharine revealed the tidings of her ap- 
proaching marriage to neither father nor mother. 
Sir Robert would have talked of the "honor of 
the family," which forbade even the most de- 
sirable second union until the days of mourning 
were ended. And Lady Ogilvie, who now 
rested tranquilly in the knowledge that she 
would never be parted from her daughter, would 
have bitterly murmured at the faintest hint of 
^separation. Katharine knew all this, and pre- 
pared for a secret union*— ^unhallowed by a pa- 
rent's blessing. 

Only once, by her earnest desire, Lynedon, 
almost against his will, came openly to Sum- 
merwood. He spent a few hours with Sir Rob- 
ert, striving to act the part of a chance guest, 
and then Katharine brought him to her mother's 
apartment. He sat down by Lady Ogilvie's 
side, and talked to her in a tone so gentle and 
tender that Katharine* blessed him with her 
whole soul. She longed to throw herself at her 
mother's feet, beseeching her to take to her 
heart as a son, this dearest one in whom was 
centered her child's every hope. But just then, 
Lady Ogilvie chanced to speak, and her first 
words made Katharine's impulse change. 

" Yes, as you say, Mr. Lynedon, I am much 
better than I used to be. It is all Katharine's 
doing ] the very sight of her seems to make me 
young again. I feel quite different since she 
has come back tO'Uve at* Summerwood. Sbe 
muBt never leave me again." 



Lynedon made no reply. He bad long si 
abandoned all false and feigning speech. So^ 
could not be uttered beoeath Katharine's eye, 
or within the influence of Katharine's earnest 
nature. 

Ere he departed, Paul tO€^ Lady Ogibrie^s 
hand with affectionate reverence, and said, softly, 
"I shall not see you again for a little while. 
Will you not. bid me farewell and good speed 
on my journey ? for it is a sweet and solemn 
one to me, and w:hen I return it will not be 
alone." 

" What, Mr, Lynedon ! you are going to be 
married at last? I do not like weddings — not 
much — but I hope yours will be a happy one. 
And who is your bride ?" 

"You wiU know soon," and Paul drooped 
his head — he could not bear to lock in Lady 
Ogilvie's face. "Only, dear friend, our we<l> 
ding will miss one happiness. I have no mother 
to bless my bride. Let me take her a kind 
wish and a blessing from you." 

" Indeed you must. I am sore we shall like 
her ver^ much, whoever she be— shall we not, 
Kathanne? 6ood-by, Mr. Lynedoa; and God 
bless you and your wife, and give you a long 
and happy life together." 

Paul Lynedon Kissed the aged hand that she 
extended to him, and was gone. 

That n%ht Katharine stood beside her steep- 
ing mother, to take, in one long, lingering, 
tearful look, the farewell which she could not. 
utter. Yet it would be but a short parting; 
for she had made her lover promise that, once 
united beyond the chances of earthly severance-, 
they should both speed to ask her mother's for- 
giveness and blessing. 

The blessing seemed on Lady Ogilvie's pro- 
phetic lips even now. Her fancy returned in 
dreams to the tidings of which she had often 
spoken during the day ; and as Katharine leaned 
over her she heard her mother repeat once 
again, mingled with a blessing, the name df 
Lynedon. 

It sounded like a late hallowing of the lore 
which had sprung up in such' uncontrolled 
vehemence, and come to maturity in a passion 
that trembled on the very verge of crime. 

Katharine sank on her knees beside the bed. 
" Oh, that it may indeed be so ! that Hea^n 
Taa.y forgive us both, and suffer us to atone the 
past! And, mother, surely, re-echoing your 
words, I dare now cry, *God bless my Paul— ^ 
my own Paul !' " 

Lady Ogilvie moved in her sleep, disturbed 
by the last pressure of her daughter's lips ; and 
then, steahn^ one lingering, farewell gaze, 
Katharine ghded from the room. Ere long, 
accompanied by an old, faithful servant, who 
had been her nurse, she quitted her father's 
house. 

The place chosen for the marriage was ai 
village some miles distant, where the nurse's 
daughter lived. Beneath the roof of this little 
cottage, which in its rose-embowered beau^ 
h€ui been the very paradise of her childhood, 
Katharine spent the eve of her second bridaL 
It was strangely unlike the first — more so than 
might hare oeen ima^ined^ fat "^JaRk Sx^3esci.^&?i ^ 
suSetm^ mA ol W ^t^ ^«r^ \nr«x vJiKca.. ^^ss* 
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-i|>el. ThroQgh it, she heard the chimes from L The hope J^idfUUdf Conld it be so, when, 
the near church-tower, ring out the passing of %xcitedbythisfrenzied joy, there darted through 

her heart that warning pang ? She sank on the 
bed, struck with a cold numbness. Above the 
morning sounds without — ^the bees humming 
among the roses, the swallows twittering in 
the eaves — ^Katharine heard and felt the death- 



the brief May-eve ; and then she lay down and 
slept — ay, slept. 

She was awakened at dawn by the rooks, who 
from their lofty nests made merry music over 
the old cburch-yard. Katharine rose up, and 
the first sight that met her eyes was the white 
grave-stones that glimmered in the yet faint 
Sght. Strange and solemn vision for a bride on 
her marriage-morn! Katharine turned away, 
and looked up at the sky. It was all gray and 
dark, for the shadow of the village church — the 
church where she was to plight her vows — 
came between her and the sunrise. 

She buried her head again in the pillow, and 
tried to realize the truth, that this day — ^this 
very day — Paul Lynedon would be her husband, 
loving her as she had once so vainly loved him *, 
that she would never part from him again, but 
be his own wife, the sharer of his home through 
life until death. Until death 1 She thought the 
words, she did not say them, but they filled her 
with a cold, dull fear. To drive it away, she 
arose. She would have put on her wedding- 
dress — almost as a spell, that the bridal garment 
might brin^ with it happy bridal thoughts — but 
it was not m her room. So Katharine dressed 
herself once more in her widow's attire, and 
waited until the rest of the household were 
stirring. 

Meanwhile there recurred to her mind a lov- 
ing duty, that befitted the time. She sat down 
and wrote to her mother a long, tender letter, 
not proud but contrite, pleading for pardon and 
a kindly welcome, less for herself than for her 
husband. Katharine paused an instant. ^^ Yes," 
she said, ^^ he will be my htlsband ; no earthly 
power can come between us now." Her pen 
traced the word firmly ; the mere writing of it 
sent happiness to her heart. As she went on, 
the pleeuiing grew into a confession, and she un- 
burthened from her soul the weight of years. 
Humbly, repentantly, she told of that overwhelm- 
ing love whk;h had come upon her like a fate, 
ai^d had haunted her through life until it became 
its own avenger. She omitted no link in this 
terrible history save that which might brings 
shame upon him whose honor was soon to be 
one with hers. 

Katharine finished the letter all but the signa- 
ture. A few hours more, and she would write, 
as her own, that long-beloved name. The 
thought came upon her with a flood of bewilder- 
ing joy- She leaned her forehead on the paper 
in one long, still pause; and then sprang up, 
pressing her clasped hands in turns to her heav- 
mg breast and throbbing temples, in a delirium 
of rapture that was almost pain. 

" It is ti*ue — it is all true !" she cried — "joy 
has come at last. This day I shall be his wiu) 
— this day, nay, this hour ; and he will be mine 
— mine only — mine forever!" 

As she stood, her once drooping form was 
sublimated into almost superhuman beauty — the 
beauty which had dawned '^ith the dawning 
love. It was the same, face radiant with the 



pulse, which warned her that her hours were 
numbered. 

To die, so young still, so full (^ life and love 
— to sink from Lynedon's arms to the cold, dark 
grave — to pass n*om this glad spring sunshine 
into darkness, and silence, and nothingness! 
It was a horrible doom I Anil it might come 
at any moment — soon — soon — ^perhaps even be- 
fore the bridal I 

" It shall not come !" shrieked the voice of 
Katharine's despair, though her palsied lips 
scarcely gave vent to the sound. " I will live 
'to be bis wife, if only for one week, one day, 
one hour! Love has conquered life — it shall 
conquer death ! I will not dief^^ 

She held her breath : she strove to press down 
the pulsations that stirred her very garments; 
she moved her feeble ice-bound limbs and steed 
upright. 

" 1 must be cathi, very calm. What is this 
poor, weak body to my strong soul? I will 
fight with death — ^I will drive it from me. Love 
is my life, naught else : while that lasts I can 
not die !" 

But still the loud beating choked her very 
breath, as she moaned, " Paul, Paul, come ! 
Save me, clasp me; let your spirit pass into 
mine, and give me life — life !" 

And while she yet called upon his name, 
Katharine heard from below the voice of her 
bridegroom. He came bounding over the little 
gate, and entered the rose-porch, wearing a 
bridegroom's most radiant mien. She saw him; 
she heard him asking for her; a scarce per- 
ceptible anxiety trembled through his cheerful 
tone. Could she cast over his « happiness the 
cold horror which froze her own? could she 
tell him that his bride was doomed ? No ; she 
would smile, she would bring him joy, even to 
the last. 

" Tell him I am coming," she said, in a 
calm, cheerful voice, to the nurse who repeated 
Lj^nedon's anxious summons. And then Kath- 
arine bathed her temples, smoothed her hair, 
and went to meet her bridegroom. 

After the first somewhat agitated greeting 
was over, Lynedon regarded her, and a shadow 
darkened his bright face. " What is this, 
Katharine ?" and he touched her mourning- 
dress, which she had forgotten to remove. 

She made no answer, but mechanically fol- 
lowed the old nurse, who led her hastily away 
to take off the ill-omened garment. When she 
re-appeared, Paul looked at her admiringly, 
smoothed the folds of her white garments, and 
passed his hands lovingly over the shining braids 
of her beautiful hair — no longer hidden under 
the widow's cap. 

"Now you look like a bride, though your 
dress is so simple. But we will have store of 



same shining which had kindled into passionate ornaments yet. Not a lady in England shall 

hope the young girl who once gazed into the outshine my Katharine. And when we have a 

mirror at Summerwood. But ten times more rich, beautiful, happy home, perhaps some time 

glorious WAS the loveliness born of the hope her w\s\i ma.>j cohxa Utqa, wA ^<ev tbsw^ Vsk^ tha 
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you shiver ! How cold these spring mornings 
are still!" 

He drew her from the window, and made her 
sit down. They went through the form of 
breakfast, in order to please the anxious mis- 
tress of the little cottage parlor. Lyneclon still 
talked of his plans — their plans, seeking few 
replies. Only once he thought his bride ap- 
peared grave, and asked her *' if she were quite 
content with him — quite happy ?" 

" Yes !" she said, and turned toward him, 
her lips smiling. He saw their rich rosy curves ; 
he never looked at her eyes. 

When the marriage-hour approached they 
were summoned by the old nurse, the only wed- 
ding guest. 

^^ Ours is a strange, informal bridal," said 
Lynedon, with a disappointed air. " But we 
will make amends for it. When we take our 
beautiful house, we will have a merry coming 
home." 

Katharine sank on a chair. *' Hush, Paul, do 
not talk to me — not now." 

He might have murmured a little, but the 
tone of her voice filled him with inexplicable 
awe. He was rather agitated, too, as the bridal 
hour drew nigh. So he drew her arm through 
his, and they walked in silence through the haw- 
thorn-scented lane that led to the church. 

At the little wicket-gate which formed the 
lowly entrance to the ^lage sanctuary, Kath- 
arine paused. The church-yard was a fair sight. 
The sunshine sparkled dazzlingly on the white 
stones, which had looked so ghostlike in the 
dawn; and every green nameless hillock had 
its flower-epitaph written in daisy-stars. Many 
a cheerful sound pervaded the spot ; for it was 
bounded on one side by several cottages, whose 
inmates had made this quiet resting-place of the 
dead a garden for the living. A narrow path- 
way only divided the flower-beds from the 
graves, and among them both the cottage chil- 
dren played all day long. There was no yew 
nor cypress to cast gloom on the place; but 
leading to the church-door was an avenue of 
limes, in whose fragrant branches the bees kept 
up a pleasant murmur. And the merry rookery 
close by was never silent from dawn till eve. 
It was a place that made Death beautiful, as it 
should be. 

Katharine looked — and a little of the freezing 
horror passed from her soul. " It would not be 
so fearful to sleep here," she whispered half to 
herself, ^' with sunshine and flowers, and chil- 
dren's voices above. Paul, when Idie,^^ and she 
uttered the words with less terror, though 
solemnly, "when I die, do not let them take 
me to that gloomy vault at Summerwood ; and 
put no stone over me— only grass. I think I 
could rest then." 

Lynedon turned toward her with a smile. 

" Katharine, dearest, you do not mean what 
you say — ^you would not leave me, would vou ?" 

" No, no !" cried Katharine, with wild vehe- 
mence ; and, as she clung to her bridegroom's 
arm, and looked up into his eyes, the olden 
madness came over her, and she could have' 
bartered lite, hope, peace — ^nay heaven itself, \ 
for Paul Lynedon's love. She stood in the sun- ' 
shine — she felt the breeze — his presence sur- 
rounded her — bis tenderness filled her who\e 
soul with bliss. The terrible phantom at her 



side grew dim. She forgot all things on fi^t^/t 
save that she was Paul Lynedon's bride. 

At that instant they passed out of the sun- 
shine into the heavy gloom that pervad&d the 
church. It felt like entering a tomb. 

A few minutes' space, and the scene which 
the young passionate dreamer had once conjured 
up, became reality. Katharine knelt at the 
altar to give and receive the vow which made 
her Lynedon's bride. Through the silence of 
the desolate church was heard the low mumbling • 
of the priest— a feeble old man. He joined the 
hands of the bridegroom and the bride, and 
then there darted through Katharine's memory 
another scene. As she felt the touch of Paul 
Lynedon's hand, she almost expected to hear 
a long-silenced voice, uttering not the marriage 
benediction, but the awful service for the dead. 

They rose up man and wife. The old nurse 
came forward with her tearful congratulations : 
and the clergyman, as he clutched nis withered 
fingers over the golden fee, muttered something 
about "long life and happiness." There was • 
no other blessing on the bride. 

But she needed none. The whole wide world 
was nothing to her now. She only held the hand 
which pressed her own with a tender though 
somewhat agitated clasp, and said to herself, 
"I am his — he is mine — forever." They walk- 
ed in silence from the church, down the lane, 
through the rose-porch, and into tne cottage 
parlor. Then Katharine felt herself drawn 
closely, passionately, into his very heart; and 
she heard the words, once so wildly prayed for, 
" My Katharine — my infe /" f 

In that embrace— in that one long, neyer-end- ' 
ing kiss — she could willingly have passed from 
life into eternity. 

After a while they both began to talk calmly. 
Paul made her sit by the open window, while he 
leaned over her, pulling the roses from outside 
the casement, and throwing them leaf by leaf 
into her lap. While he did so, she took courage 
to tell him of the letter to her mother. He mur- 
mured a little at the full confession, but when 
he read it he only blessed her the more for her 
tenderness toward himself. 

" May I grow worthy of such love, my Kath- 
arine !" he said, for the moment deeply touched. 
" But we must not be sad, dearest. Come, sign 
your name — ^your new name. Ar# you content 
to bear it ?" continued he, with a smile. 

Her answer was another, radiant with intense 
love and perfect joy. Paul looked over her 
while she laid the paper on the rose-strewed 
window-sill, and wrote the words Katharine 
Lynedon.^^ , 

She said them over to herself once or twice 
with a loving intonation and then turned her face 
on her bridegroom's arm, weeping. 

" Do not chide me, Paul : I am so happy — so 
happy ! Now I begin to hope that the past 
may be forgiven us — that we may have a future 
yet." 

"We may? We irt//," was Lynedon's an- 
swer. While he spoke, through the hush of 
that glad May-noon came a sound— -dull, sol- 
emn ! Another, and yet another ! It was the 
funeral bell tolling from the oaax <5,Vv\«<i\vARr«vst. 

\v . ^- ^aivA. ^^^ ^owVv^iix \\i»xT^ — ^^^ W: ^^^^ 
was aW\V\ vjvV\v\^xxot-->^\v\^^^»^"^^^^^'^"'^^ 
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e have no other, we ought not to kaye. I 
knew it was too late !'* 

"Nay, my own lore," answered Panl, be- 
coming alarmed at her look. He drew her 
nearer to him, but she seemed neither to hear 
his voice nor to feel his clasp. 

The bell sonnded agaui. "Hark! hark!" 
Katharine cried. " Paul, do you remember the 
room where we knelt, you and I ; and he joined 
our hands, and said the words, ' Earth to earth 
— ashes to ashes ?' It will come trne : I know 
it will, and it is right it should." 

Lynedon took ms bride in bis arms, and ea- 
deavored to calm her. He half succeeded, for 
she looked up in his face with a faint smile. 
" Thank you I I know you love me, my own Paul, 
my—" 

Suddenly her voice ceased. With a convulsive 
movement she put her hand to her heart, and 
her head sadc on her husband's breast. 

That instant the awful summons came. With- 
out a word, or sigh, or moan, the spirit passed ! 

Katharine was dead. But she oied on Paul 
Lynedon's breast, knowing herself his wife, be- 
loved even as she had loved. For her, such a 
death was happier than life I 



^ CHAPTER LV. 

She was Ills own— both, Lovers. 

.... Bliss unspeakable 
Became at once ttielr being and its food ; 
The world they did inhabit was themselves, 
And they were Lovers, and all their world was good. 

O ye whose hearts in happy love repose, 
Your thankful blessings at its footstool lay, 
Since faith and peace can issue from its woes. 

Wkstland Marston. 

It was the early twilight of a winter's day, 
clear and cold, though not frosty. The fire 
burned merrily in a cheerful room — ^the draw- 
ing-room of one of those pretty homes, half-cot- 
tage, half-villa, which stud the environs of the 
metropolis. But no hateful London sights and 
sounds reached this dwelling, for it stood on a 
fresh, breezy hill-side ; and the wind that now 
came whistung round had swept over an open 
champaign, and had shaken the blossoms from 
acres of yellow furze. This region wore no re- 
semblance t<»the weary desert of London ; and 
though from one spot on the hill-top you could 
see the vast cloud-hung metropolis lying far 
beneath, it looked less like reality than a shs^owy 
city seen in drean^. Turning your steps 
another way, you might sit down under a fir- 
grove, and gaze over a wide expanse of field, 
<#Dod, and water, stretching for miles toward 
the west ; and in the summer, at evening time, 
with the sunset li^ht flutterii^ on the boles of 
the fir-trees, aod me wind harping musically in 
their topmost branches, you might fancy your- 
self in a very fairy-land. 

Within the house, which lay close beside, was 
iairy-land too — a paradise of home. It was not 
made sq by costly furniture, but its appendages 
bespoke what is better than wealth — taste and 
refinement. These extended their influence 



two statuettes, showed how a beautiful mind 
can assemble all beautiful things around it 
The walli* were huns, not with pictures, for 
such worthily paiftted are within the reach of 
few, but with prints from masters ancient and 
modern. One could see at once that in this new 
home — for it viras a new home — these treasures 
of Art would be loved as household comforts, 
reverenced as household gods. Books, too, there 
were — not exhiljited in glass cases under lock 
and key, but strewed here and there as if meant 
to be read ; and the open piano showed its ivoiy 
smile, like the cheerful welcoming face of a 
dear friend: it seemed to know, instinctively, 
that it would be courted as such is this happy 
home. 

There was no sign of other inhabitant, until 
the door opened, and a light creeping step 
crossed the yet untrodden carpet. The shadow 
that crossea the mirror was that of a woman in 
mourning, but whose meek, placid face showed 
that the garb was now worn less for sorrow 
than for tender memory. 

She stirred the fire, arew the curtains, lighted 
the lamp, and looked about the room, performing 
many a little needless office which spoke of lov- 
ing expectation. Then she sat down, but rose 
up ev^ry five minutes to peer through the cur- 
tains out into the night. She startea at hearing 
a ring at the bell ; but composed herself, saying 
half aloud, that ^* It could not be they, for there 
were no carriage-wheels." Still she was a lit- 
tle tremulous and agitated when the door open- 
ed, and the pretty-looking white-ribboned maid 
announced Mr. I)avid Drysdale. 

" Too soon, I see ; but I thought I might ven- 
ture to take a peep at the little nest b^ore the 
birds came in it, especially as you're here. 
Very glad to see you, Mrs. Pennythome." 

She gave him ner hand and asked him to sit 
down, but rather hesitatingly. She was always , 
very much afraid of David Drysdale* But she 
need not, for the sharpness in his noanner had 
long since been softened to her. 

" Thank you. I will stay a few minutes, 
just to look round, and hear about the young 
couple. When do they come home ?'' 

" To-night," was the answer. " They have 
had a month's traveling, and Mrs. Wychnc^ 
wants to keep this New Year's Eve at honied 

" At home I It sounds a sweet word to them 
now, I dare say. I can understand it better 
since I've studdiied the science of human na- 
ture," said Drysdale, musing. " I did not like 
Philip's marrying, at first : a great mind should 
do without all that — I always did. But may be 
he was right. Perhaps the lark would not soar 
/with so strong a wing, or sing so loud and high, 
!if it had not a snug little nest on the ground. 
V "Yes," replied Mrs. Pennythome — seeing 
that he looked at her, though she did not quite 
understand what he was taSring about. 

Drysdale gave a grunt and stopped. After a 
minute's silence he uttered the rather suspicious 
remark, "I hope Master Philip's w^e is a wom- 
an with brains ?" 

" She is very clever, I believe, and she loves 
hini so dearly ! There is not a sweeter creature 
hving than Miss Eleanor — Mrs. Wychnor that 



even to tiides. The crimson curtain, looped up 

with grace fal ornaments,* ihe^ mirror, set in itsUsnow. "Do'jowVwonv,^"' wv<\Mx%. Pennythome 
fancilal carved Rowers ', the mantle-piece, with \seeaBied ViecomMv^ ■^gow^w^Vj <^si«^«w\,^ '-^'^w^ 
its deUcate freight of Greek vases and one or \ would uo\eNei\\^Ta«xi\«di\tt>sX^^ttfe\sa^ 
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poor Lady Ogilvie, through h«T long illness, 
never quitting ker nntil she died." 

" Ah," said David, looking very^rave, "that 
was an awfdl story 1 I always saSi there was 
something not right about Lynedon. He wasn^t 
* tnte ioul /" and the energetic hand came down 
upon the table with a soand that quite startled 
Mrs. Pennythorne. 

'*I beg your pardon, ma'am," Drysdale went 
on, "but when I think of thatploor Mrs. Ogilvie, 
it makes me hate him. Mrs. Lancaster would 
have told fine lies about them if Philip Wycbnor 
had not stopped her mouth. But I never be- 
lieved any thing against that beautiful, carnest- 
heartecl creature. 

"Nor I — for her poor mother died speaking 
quite happily of the dear Katharine whom she 
was ffoing to meet. And I do believe, Mr. 
Drysdale, that she knew all the story, though 
no one else did. I fancied, and Miss Eleanor 
too, that it was told in the letter which Mrs. 
Ogilvie wrote just before that strange wedding. 
We found it under the mother's pillow, said it 
was put in her coflSn by her desire." 

" Poor things ! Well, it's better to give up 
the humanities altogether. One can make very 
tolerable children of one's books— quiet babies, 
too ; always turn out well, and don't die before 
oneself. Perhaps, some of these days, our young 
friend here may envy such a ragged childless old 
philosopher as I." 

But just then, as Drysdale looked on the 
cheerful, smiling room, and thought of his own 
gloomy attic, the faintest shadow of a doubt 
crossed his mind. Mrs. Pennythorne sat gazing 
on the fire, the expression of her soft l)rown 
eyes deepened by a memory which his words had 
awakened — a memory not sad now, but calm and 
holy. If the newly-married pair could have 
beheld her, and then regarded the quaint, rest- 
less-eyed, lonely old man, they would have 
clasped each other's hands, and entered on life 
without fear, knowing that " it was not good for 
man to be alone." 

David Drysdale staid a little while longer, 
and then departed. Mrs. Pennythome's thought- 
ful mood might have ended in sadness, but that 
she found it necessary to bestir herself in erasing 
the marks of two muddy, clumsy boots from 
the pretty carpet. She had scarcely succeeded 
when the long-desired arrival was heard. 

Who shall describe the blessed coming home 
— ^the greeting, all smiles and tears and broken 
words; the happy, admiring glances around; 
the fire-side corner, made ready for the bride ; 
the bonnet-laden handmaid, rich in courtesies 
and curiosity; until the door closes upon the 
little group ? 

" Now, my Eleanor," said the young husband, 
" welcome home !" 

"Welcome home!" echoed Mrs. Penny- 
thorne, almost ready to weep. But very soon 
Philip took her hand, and Eleanor fell on her 
neck and kissed her almost like a daughter. 
Then they both thanked her tenderly, and said 
how pleasant it was to have her kind face 
awaiting them on their arrival. 

" You will stay with us and keep this New- 
Year's Eve, dear friend ?" said Philip. It cer- 
tainly cost him something to give the invitation, 
but he did it warmly and smcerely, feeling it 
was due. 



However, Mrs. Pennythorne did not aeeept it. 
She never left her husband in an evening now, 
she said ; and she had not far to go— onW to 
her son's, where they were staying with Fred. 
1^ He rather likes to have us there, now Isabella 
is so much away ; and we like it too, because of 
the baby. It is a great comfort to have a grand- 
child; and he is such a beauty!" said Mrs. 
Pennythorne. "I sometimes think he has my 
Leigh's eyes, but I would not let them call him 



so. 



And though she spoke contentedly, and even 
smiled, it was easy to see that the mother's 
thoughts were with her lost darling still. 

Then she went away, and the husband and 
wife stood for the first time by their own hearth 
— not quite calmly, perhaps, for Philip's voice 
trembled, and Eleanor's long lashes were cast 
down, glittering with a joyful tear. But the 
husband kissed it away, and then stretched him- 
self out in the arm-chair, book in hand, to "act 
the lazy," as he said, while she made tea. He 
did not read much, apparently, for he held the 
volume upside down; and when his wife stood 
beside him with the tea, he drew her bright 
face down to his with a fondness that threw both 
cup and saucer into imminent peril. 

Then they wandered together about the room 
a^d the house, admiring every thing, and talk- 
ing of a thousand happy plans. J^eanor sat 
down to the piano and began to sing, but her 
tones faltered more than once ; and Philip tried 
to read aloud, but it would not do — ^both their 
hearts were full of happiness so tremulous 
and deep. At last Eleanor made her hus- 
band lean back in his arm-chair, w^hile she 
came and sat at his feet, laying her head on his 
knee. Thus they rested, listening to the wailing 
of the stormy wind outside, which made more 
blessed the peace and stillness of their own dear 
home. 

They talked not wholly of joy, but of gone-by 
sorrow — even of death. They spoke with a sol- 
emn tenderness of Hugh — of Katharine — and 
then of him who, if still living, was to them like 
as one numbered with the dead. Paul Lynedon . 
had passed away and was seen no more. Wheth- 
er he wore out existence in anguished solitude, 
or sought oblivion in reckless pleasure — perhaps 
crime, no one then knew, and no one ever did 
know. The sole record of him lay in a little dai- 
sy-covered grave, on whose stone was the name 
" Katharine Lynedon." 

" And, dearest," said Philip, " when I stood be- 
side it last, in that peaceful, smiling church-yard 
— where you and I will go to see it one day-r-I 
thought of the almost frenzied man who drove 
me from him, venting his sorrow in curses, net 
prayers. Perchance the poor heart beneath my 
feet might have lived to know a bitterer sorrow 
still. And I said to myself, ' So best ! so best !' " 

Eleanor kissed the hand on which her cheek 
rikSted, and both fell into a thoughtful silence. 
Then Ihey spoke no more of the past. Hour by 
hour the old year waned, and the young husband 
and wife still sat talking, in happy yet grave 
confidence, of their coming future— of Philip's 
future, for hers was absorbed in his. 

" It shall be a life good and \gc^'»^..^^5ASNJ!^^v^ 
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hard life, too. We, who work at once with heart, 
soul, and brain, have many a temptation to strug- 
gle with, and many a sorrow to bear ; and they 
who love us must bear much likewise for us, and 
with us ; sometimes, even, from us." 

"I fear not," whispered Eleanor; "I, too, 
will enter on my life sayins, in my husbandd's 
words, ^ Heaven helping me. And Heaven will 
help us both : and we will walk together, hand- 
iiKhand, each doing our appointed work until 
our lives' end." 

^* Be it even so, my true wife, the helpmeet 
God has given me !" was the low answer. 



" And, my own husband, when after all our 
sorrows we rest here, heart to heart, looking back 
on the past as on a troubled dream, wherein we 
remember only the love that shone through all, 
let us think of those who still go on in darkness, 
loving, struggling, suffering. Let us pray that 
they may have strength to endure, waiting until 
the bsht come. Oh, Philip, God grant that all 
i)dio fove purely, truly, faithfully, may find at 
last, like us, a blessed home !" 

"Amen!" said PhUip Wychnor. 

And with that prayer the first hour of the New 
Tear dawned. 
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